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All  hail  Pueblo  Air  Base 
You  men  have  courage  true. 

Your  country  stands  beside  you 
In  every  thing  you  do. 

Fight  on  you  mighty  Sky  Birds 
And  answer  freedom's  cry. 

We  won't  give  in  we've  got  to  win 
We'll  do  or  die. 

We're  fighting  for  our  nation 
The  greatest  one  of  all. 

She  needs  cooperation 
So  answer  to  her  call . 

And  keep  Old  Glory  flying 
On  the  land  as  on  the  sea. 

All  hail  Pueblo  Air  Base 
We're  saluting  thee. 

Written  in  1943  by  Ms.  Kiff , 

Fountain  Grade  School  Music  Teacher 


June  3,  1989 

4400  East  West  Highway 

Bethesda,  Md .  20814 


Mr.  C.W.  Getz 
P.0.4'1? 

Burlingame,  CA  94011-0412 
Dear  Mr. Getz: 


I  refer  to  y  our  notice  in  the  June  1989  issue  of  "The 
Retired  Officer"  magazine. 

Here's  a  song  composed  by  Aviation  Cadet  Tommy  Mays,  re¬ 
cently  deceased.  As  far  as  I  know  it  was  never  copyrighted.  As 
Aviation  Cadets,  actually  Aviation  Students  during  1943  Basic 
•Training  at  Greensboro,  N.C.-BTC  #10-with  the  1181st  Basic 
Training  Squadron  ,  we  used  to  sing  this  while  marching: 

"Oh,we're  the  boys  of  the  1181st 
We  never  take  a  dare. 

We  never  wash  our  hands  or  face 
Or  change  our  underwear . 


We  never  do  a  damn  thing  right 
We're  always  in  the  wrong 
Oh,  we're  the  boys  of  the  81st 
And  we're  over  one  hundred  strong. 


We're  crazy  about  our  women 
And  we're  crazy  about  our  booze 
Oh,we're  the  boys  of  the  81st 
And  who  in  the  hell  are  youse? 


The  Lieutenant  likes  us,  the  Captain  likes  us 
The  Major  thinks  we're  grand- 
Oh,  we  don't  care  what  the  Colonel  thinks... 
We  just  don't  give  a  damn!" 


Of  course.. we  wouldn't  sing  this  when  the  Colonel  was  near. 
There  it  ..use  as  you  wish. 


Sincerely , 

% 

— a 


I 


I  and  Poupee  Nisos 
ast  West  Highway 
da,  MD  20814 


ANSWERED  JUN  1  6  1989 


Pember  W.  Rocap 

2801  Oak  Mountain  Trail 

San  Angelo,  Texas  76904 

26  July  1989 

C.  W.  Mets 
P.0.  Box  412 

Burlingame,  CA  94011-0412 
Dear  C.  W.  Mets 

Enclosed  are  two  of  my  songs  and  background  notes  for  your 
use  m  the  next  volume  of  The  Wild  Blue  Yonder.  Like  many 
military  folk  songs,  the  melodies  are  taken  from  well-known 
and  easily  sung  airs,  the  words  are  straight  from  the  hearts, 
missions,  and  experiences  of  those  doing  the  singing, 

I  ve  also  enclosed  a  check  for  $40  to  cover  costs  and  mailing 
to  me  of  Volumes  I  and  II  of  The  Wild  Blua  After 

several  years  of  trying  to  contact  Redwood  Press ,  IJve  had 
no  response.  Naturally,  when  Vol  III  is  published,  please 
reserve  a  copy  for  me. 


Since  retiring  from  the  Air  Force,  I  have  been  in  a  Ph  D 
program  in  American  Studies  at  the  University  of  Texas.' 
Part  of  my  work  has  been  on  military  songs  in  American 
S2  0/^7'  Y°ur  books  are  the  most  comprehensive  collection 
of  20th  century  Air  Force  songs  available,  a  point  I  have 
repeatedly  emphasised  in  my  papers  and  to  my  professors. 

I  wish  you  all  the  best  on  the  third  volume.  Thanks  for 
your  work  on  the  first  two. 


Sincerely 

t$r 


.  ,^-g-le  Ho  was  written  at  Korat,  Thailand,  in  the  fall 
°f  ^f67’  a  Period  of  heavy  losses  for  the  388th  Tactical 
fighter  Wing,  including  most  of  the  Wing’s  senior  leaders, 
i.e..  Colonels  Edward  Burdett,  John  Flynn,  etc.  Despite 
President  Johnson’s  recent  but  belated  expansion  of  the 
list  of  permitted  targets  in  North  Vietnam,  a  feeling 
persisted  that  the  U.S.  was  not  hitting  the  North  hard 
enougn  to  end  the  war.  In  this  context,  any  losses- 
past,  present  and  future—  were  unnecessary.  Such 
employment  went  against  the  personal  inclinations  and 
professional  training  of  many  serving  in  Southeast  Asia 
at  that  time.  Even  the  Thud  was  being  used,  albeit 
extremely  effectively,  in  a  way  different  from  its  original 
purpose  controlled  delivery  of  a  tactical  nuclear  weapon 
The  verses  express  all  this  frustration.  The  song  is 
triply  ironic  in  its  parody  and  use  of  the  melody  of 
Exetty  Harz,  an  American  folk  piece  going  back  to  the 
Civil  War  and  sung  by  Peter,  Paul  and  Mary  and  many  folk 
song  enthusiasts  of  the  1980s.  As  one  softly  stated, 
deeply  felt  possible  solution  to  the  war.  Uncle  Ho  is 
unsurpassed. 


Uncle  Ho 

(Sung  to  the  tune  of  Pretty  Marv) 


My  one-oh-five  is  loaded, 

The  Bomb’s  in  the  bay, 

Look  out.  Uncle  Ho, 

I’m  coming  your  way. 

Uncle  Ho,  Uncle  Ho, 

Would  you  think  me  unkind. 
If  I  were  to  drop  in, 

And  tell  you  my  mind. 

Your  SAM’s  and  your  triple-A 
All  think  I’m  a  find. 

But  I’m  quick  as  a  weasel. 

And  jink  til  they’re  blind. 

Your  MiG’s  try  to  meet  me 
As  I  hit  RP  Six, 

They  come  up  to  greet  me, 

But  don’t  like  to  mix. 

You  hope  I  will  fail 
On  this  final  flight. 

But  I’ve  followed  your  trail. 
And  now  you’re  in  sight. 

As  sure  as  the  monsoon 
Falls  on  the  Vietcong, 
Tonight  I  am  with  you. 
Tomorrow  you’ll  be  gone. 

My  one-oh-five  is  loaded, 

The  Bomb’s  in  the  bay. 

So  look  out.  Uncle  Ho, 

I’m  coming  your  way. 


The. ..■Crew  Chief's  Lament  was  written  at  the  Air  Force 
Logistics  Management  Center,  Gunter  AFS,  Alabama,  in  1979, 
Established  as  the  Air  Force  logistics  community’s  in-house 
think  tank  in  1978,  the  AFLMC  was  manned  primarily  with 
top  maintenance,  supply,  logistics  plans,  transportation 
and  procurement  personnel  who  were  widely  experienced  in 
base  level  logistics.  They  were  charged  with  creating, 
developing,  testing,  and  implementing  ways  to  improve 
logistics  support  to  operational  units.  Creativity  being 
impervious  to  direct  orders  and  firm  due  dates,  results 
sometimes  seemed  slow  in  coming,  even — no,  especially — to 
those  trying  to  achieve  them. 


The  Crew  Chief's  Lament, 

(To  the  tune  of  Bendemeer’s  Stream  aka  as  The  Mountains  0*  Mourned 

Oh  Colonel  this  Center’s  a  wonderful  sight. 

With  the  people  here  working  by  day  and  by  night. 

They  don’t  maintain  airplanes  nor  missiles  tis  true. 

But  there"  s  gangs  of  them  thinking  of  good  things  to  do* 

At  least  when  you  ask  them  that’s  what  they  all  say, 

So  I’ve  tried  my  head  at  this  thinking  for  pay. 

And  for  all  I’ve  accomplished  I  might  as  well  be. 

Where  the  fighters  and  bombers  still  fly  frequently. 

Now  don’t  get  me  wrong  they’re  a  hard-working  bunch. 

An  hour  in  the  morning  and  then  break  for  lunch. 

It’s  jogging  and  bowling  and  jogging  some  more. 

Then  back  at  the  grind  til  at  least  half-past  four. 

There’s  Happy  Hour  on  Friday  and  a  party  or  two, 

Card  games  and  picnics  for  the  whole  durn  crew. 

(slowly,  with  feeling) 

The  pace  is  too  fast  and  I’d  much  rather  be. 

Where  the  fighters  and  bombers  still  fly  frequently. 

They  take  many  trips  to  a  lot  of  fine  places. 

Its  got  so  that  I  can’t  remember  their  faces. 

You’d  think  no  one  liked  it  here  but  this  they  deny. 

Yet  they  keep  cutting  orders  to  go  TDY. 

And  should  you  inquire  as  to  where  they  do  travel, 

The  tales  that  they  tell  are  impossible  to  unravel. 

But  their  forwarding  address  always  happens  to  be 

Where  the  fighters  and  bombers  still  fly  frequently. 
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October  3,  1989 


Dr.  Charles  W.  Getz 
P.O.  Box  412 

Burlingame,  CA  94011-0412  1 

Dear  Dr.  Getz: 

Congratulations  on  the  first  two  volumes  of  THE  WILD  BLUE 
YOUNDER.  They  have  been  very  helpful  to  me  with  my  Air 
Force  Village  Voices,  here  at  Air  Force  Village  I  & 


I  shall  enclose  a  copy  of  a  song  that  has  been  published  by 
Southern  Music  Company,  here  in  San  Antonio.  A  band 
arrangement  is  also  available. 

I  have  also  written  a  Fight  Song  for  the  Air  Academy, 
FALCON'S  VICTORY.  This  is  also  published  by  Southern  Music 
Company,  and  is  available  for  Band  and  Voice. 


You  may  wish  to  include  these  two 
volume.  If  you  are  interested,  I 
both  these  numbers. 


numbers  in  your  3rd 
can  obtain  releases  on 


Band,  Washington,  D.C. 


S&\,***& 


n-profit  foundation  to  promjsite  intffiagjttSUnderstanding  through  band  i 


(g)  Copyright  1963  by  Southern  Music  Company,  San  Antonio,  Texas  78206 
Revised  Edition  (c)  Copyrighted  1966  by  Southern  Music  Company,  San  Antonio,  Texas 
International  Copyright  secured  Printed  in  U.S.A. 
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Carroll  T.  Andrews 
2151  Norfolk  St.,  No., 
St.  Petersburg,  FL  33710 


October  11,  1989 


Dr.  Charles  W.  Getz, 
P.O.Box  412 

Burlingame,  CA  94011-0412 


Dear  Dr.  Getz: 


I  read  in  the  Air  Force  AFTERBURNER  that  you  are  interested  in  music 
concerned  with  the  Air  Force  from  WWII . 

I  enlisted  in  1940  in  the  Army  Air  Corps,  served  as  an  enlised  man 
in  Hawaii,  then  was  commissioned  and  served  in  Europe  during  the  war, 
then  resigned  from  active  duty  to  pursue  music  as  a  career. 

In  Hawaii,  I  wrote  the  enclosed  music  "Wings  of  the  Nation".  We  sang 
it  over  KGU  in  Honolulu  with  the  Wheeler  Field  male  glee  club,  and  it 
also  was  played  in  that  area  many  times  by  bands,  etc. 

I  am  enclosing  a  copy  of  the  music  manuscript,  plus  several  copies  of 
news  clippings  for  reference  of  the  music  and  time,  for  your  information. 

If  there  is  anything  else  you  want  to  know,  please  feel  free  to  write 
to  me,  or  even  call  me  at  home.  (813/347-4730) .  I  have  lived  in  this 
city  for  24  years,  and  now  am  fully  retired.  Incidentally,  I  am  quite 
active  in  our  local  chapter  of  the  Retired  Officers  Association,  having 
remained  in  the  active  AF  reserve  until  1965. 


Sincerely, 


Incl:  cy  music  and  clippings 
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L  ^LAYS  FOR  BOYS — Cpl.  Carroll  Andrews,  author  of  “Wimrs 
S-ftf  Nation,  _soon  to  make  its  dehut  over  'KGU,  is  WKeeRr 
Field's  soldier  organist  He  plays  in  the  field’s  movie  theater, 

gl?  '*“M« 

C pi.  A  ndrews  Is  Organist 
In  Wheeler  Field  Theater 


Wheeler  field  boasts  the  dis¬ 
tinction  of  being  the  first  army 

Sost  in  the  islands  to  install  a 
Lammond  electric  organ  in  its 
movie  theater.  Furthermore,  the 
fielder*  have  a  soldier-organist 
Cpl.  Carroll  Andrews,  to  play  it. 

Organ  music  goes  so  well  with 
community  singing  that  slides 
are  being  made  to  flash  words 
of  popular  songs  on  the  screen 
for  song  fests.  Plans  are  under¬ 
way  to  broadcast  the  music  to 
the  entire  field  over  the  loud 


pwal  ^Andrew’s  love  for 

Corporal  Andrews  playii^g  Men^ 
delsohn’s  “Spring  Song”  oip  the 
theater  organ,  while  the  aud&-v 
ence  persisted  in  singing  “Daij&i 
“n  The  Heart  Of^TexasS 


■’  speaker  system.  ! 

r  Wheeler  is  fortunate  in  having 
l  such  an  organ  and  an  ace  milt 
1  sician  like  Cpl.  Carrol  Andrews 
;  to  play  it.  His  education  in  mu- 
:  sic  began  long  before  he  donned 
a  uniform.  Hailing  from  Mil- 
•  waukee,  Wis.,  where  he  studied 
!  with  the  Wisconsin  College  of 
1  Music,  while  attending  the  State 

■  Teachers  college  there,  the  sol- 

■  dier  musician  has  been  active  in 
everything  musical  on  the  field, 
including  the  Wheeler  glee  club 
and  choir.  He  has  also  been  the 
chapel  organist. 

Cpl.  Andrews  studied  har¬ 
mony,  theory  and  composition 
under  Prof.  John  Leicht  of  Mil¬ 
waukee  for  three  years.  After 
Pearl  Harbor  he  wrote  a  march 
song,  “ Wings  of  the  Nation” 
which  will  make  iB~'debut~sbon 
over  KGU  on  a  Wheeler  field 
program. 


pi.  Carroll  Andrews  was  very)  r  The 'air  forces  song,  “Wings  oi 
much  m  evidence  as  accompanist  toe  Nation.”  written  by  Cpl.  Car- 
and  shuttled  back  and  forth  be-  ro^  Andrews,  was  featured.  An- 
tween  the  concert  grand  and  the  ^rews>  recently  of  Wheeler  field, 
Hammond  organ  like  an  old  vet-  has  returned  to  the  Mainland  to 
eran,  -r;  study  at  an  officers’  candidat 
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'  ?W&-.  into  a  music 
room,  |Rmi;?,^ith ‘ ei  ■radio-phonograph ,  record 
ed  concerts ’by  Sgt.  Mark  yurtis,  piano  and 
organ  duos  with  our  two  tertp$|&mental  ar» 
ti-stes  at  the  keybpard-Rob e r t son  and  And¬ 
rews,  (By  the  way  Andrews  is  still  keeping 
in  the  publicity  limelight.  He  got  mugged 
the  other  day  at  a  shindig  held  at  Bishop 
Littel’ s-did  ya  see  it  in  the  Advertiser?) 

Andrews  is  finally  happy.  He  has 
"Wings  of  the  hation"prin  tod  and  presented 
Cnlonel  Flood  with  a  copy  as  well  as  the 
recording  which  was  made  of  it,  What  are 
you  going  to  do  now  to  make  the  headlines, 
Sndr®wsTa~~\ 
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ftiq.,  best  laugh  in  the  Blue  Room  -  was 
furnished  us  the  other  day  when  a  certain 
recruit  wanted  to  put:' in  for  special  duty 
with  a  USO  show.  The  only  trouble  is  so 
many  of  us  would  like  that  too.  He  got  his 
chance  the  other  day  when  he  assisted  the 
magician  from  "Cocoanut  Capers", 

Last  Sunday  Verne  Waldo  Thompson  play¬ 
ed  a  return  date  and  brought  John  Burr, 
basso,  formerly  of  the  La  Scala  Opera  Co, 
Vie  all  went  high  brow  and  list-udred 
some  opera.  His  popular  numbers  were  good 
too*  (But  we  can’t  let  Robertson  know 
that*) 

One  of  our  temperamental  musicians 
refused  to  play  the  other  night  when  some 
jazz  hounds  got  on  the  program.  Pardon 
our  glove 


c+  H 


LEONARD  R  HOWELL  J# 
RURAL  -  ROUTE  1  BOX  2?9,|d 
QUIfcTNAN  GA  3164 3 

_  '  '  — - - - 


Rt  1  Box  279 
Quitman ,  *  31M3 

21  Nov.,  1989 


■  X.  '  .  3  ,  V,  .  U  G  V 

105  Dr&emar  Drive 

Nil Is bo rough ,  Calif .  94010 


Dear  Mr.  Getz , 

an  writing  in  response  to  your  letter  in  the  Fall  39  Journal  of 
lie  Second  Air  Division  Association.  You  mentioned  two  songs  tnat 
you  were  trying  to  track  down .  The  first  one  1  hao  never  heard , 
but  the  second  one  X  remembered '  from  World  bar  II  days ,  ■chough  i 
have  not  hearo.  it  since  then. 


I  imagine  that  by  now  vOu  have  been  inundated  with  responses ,  but 
I  decided  to  ~o  ahead  ana  contact  you  with  mv  recollection. 
Enclosed  is  a  copv  of  the  sonr  as  I  remember  it.  you  will  see  that 
there  are  minor  variations  between  my  version  and  the  one  that  you 
minted  in  the  Journal .  This  comes  entirely  from  my  memory  and 
therefore  is  subject  to  correction.  But  this  is  the  way  it  was, 
fixed  in  ray  mind . 


vou  car  see,  I  an  not  a  musician. 


This  "nanuscri p t 


effort  at  transcribing  any  kind  of  rw’ic.  x  am  sure  tins  is  noc 
the  wav  the  thing  was  written ,  but  I  hope  you  can  make  sense  out  o:: 


-  r  3 1 


an  • 


determine  what  it  should  be.  My  wife  (a  musician) 


mi ting.  She  sa 
.&vs  that  the 


Says  that 
S  i  t  S  ho  u  1  a 
>\Ov  change 


I  am  all  wet  on  several  points  about  the 
oe  in  4/4  time,  where  I  used  «/8.  She  also 
is  bad;  I  shouldn't  be  going  from  b  to  k 
anything  about  music  theory,  and  no  doubt  sne's  right.  Nonetheless, 
as  I  n av e  written  it,  it  sounds  ri gn u  to  me  when  I  pica  it  Out  a t 
the  piano.  I  figured  you  might  be  able  to  follow  it  enough  to  get 
the  hang  of  it,  ana  then  you  could  clean  it  up  however  you  needed  to, 


Two  other  songs  came  to  my  min a  while  I  was  thinking 
Tne  first  goes  like  this: 


about  this 


Eagles,  American  eagles , 

America  sings  of  her  'wings  in  the  sky. 

Eagles ,  ...  etc . 

That's  enough  for  you  to  know  whether  or  not  you  are  acquainted,  with 


The  second,  I  think ,  is  caiiec  Captains  ot  tne  Clouds ,  ano  starts 
like  this: 


We ' re  off  for  the  big  show  tonight. 
So  fly  'em  wing  to  wing ; 

We ' re  angels  of  Hell  and  we  fight 

. . .  etc  . 


If  you  are  unacnu&inted  with  either  of  those  I  will  be  glad  to  seno. 
you  what  I  remember  of  them .  Incidentally,  I  don't  know  the  title , 
composer,  or  any  background  on  the  enclosed  song. 


pone  this  may  be  of  interest  to  you . 


w  \  AW  .  ~  i  I 
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f-5iz-  ZSl'ZI&tf 


FOUkS  -  FOORb  r  B-24*s 


A  B-2£*a  a  fine  aircraft 
Constructed  of  rivets  and  tin 
a  toj  speed  of  300  miles 
a  tail  wind  elro-oy  Built  in* 
Chorus  • 

The  Mitoheil#s  a  vary  fine  Air  U 
Han© 

Constructed  of  piper  and  woo© 
Good  for  ferrying  whiskey 
But  for  o ombat  it #s  no  0  B  good* 
Chorus 


¥h^n  the  Army  first  called  us  to  go  off  to  war 
they  said  not  word  one  1  bout  the  B-24 
Go  being  young  boys  we  rushed  out  to  enlist 
U  get  in  the  Air  Corps  we  do  did  insist* 

Chorus  * 

Fours  *  fours  B?24*a 
i»o  went  off  to  war  in  a  B**24. 

F#r  years  we  were  training  we  knew  not  what  for 
he  all  ended  up  in  a  B-24 

They  said  it  would  fly  wnd  we.  saio  it  would  net 
fill  up  in  the  air  like  a  big  birq  we  shot* 

Chorus  - 

txk  training  we  drank  til  we  fell  cn  the  floor 
Then  found  some  one**- bottle  an©  c*  Hed  out  for 
fhen  one  day  they  told  us  our  staining  was  o*  or 
And  we  leaded  ourselves  on  a  B-24  . 

Chorus  t 

On  the  way  over  we  had  drinks  galore 
At  each  plane  we  stayed  we  got  a  104 
In  funis  we  miked  on  the  roof  topi  by  night 
And  woke  in  the  Cesbafc  by  dawn  *s  early  light. 

Chorus  - 

A  train  pulled  into  Bucharest 

how  old  Ed  Keely  get1  ttP  tells  us  One  warm  and  sunny  day 

There1*  no  need  to  worry  why  make  such  a  fuss  **  passed  through  the  city 

the  fighters  wonft  hit  you  -  ^ou  will  not  get  shot  ^  could  hoar  the  people  say" 
the  runners  are  tired  and  the  barrel!*  are  hotl  you  murders,  you  gangsters .  . 

bowtoed  Our  city  fsir 

Chorus  -  lou  Just  knocked  out  our  tofckikekkiiH 

siarshalliag  yard. 

fhe  fighters  they  soosasd  and  the  fighters  they  dive4^ich  t*  beyond  repair. 
m  looked  at  the  target  -  we  knew  we'd  arrived  Chorus  - 
the  bomb  bays  were  open  -  the  bomb  were  awey 
And  how  we  got  back  1  den*t  know  til  this  day* 


A  HUSO*  CAMP 


Across  the  Adriatic 
through  spacious  skies  of  blue 
ffiore*hfcru  name  1,000  bombers 
«ith  airmen  tried  and  truo 
#»e  headed  fat  the  Balkans 
^nd  straight  to  Bucharest 
out  when  we  hit  flak  alley 
The  gunners  did  the  rest* 
Chorus- 

but  wo  all  landed  safely 
*»ith  parachutes  galore 
And  sow  wc *re  in  a  prisoh  camp* 
^sweating  out  the  war* 


Chorus 

„e  turned  on  the  power  -  we  turned  on  the  switch 
cut  southing  i*  Biasing  -  it#  cold  n  a 
The  heaters  they  work  by  the  book#  wo  ire  tola 
Vi*  don't  doubt  the  books  but  we're  »e  ©old. 

Chorus  « 

Oh  Mother  dear  Mother  its  sad  to  relate 
your  poor  boy  has  met  a  most  horrible  fate 
Be  flew  through  the  fHk  -  Oh  so  bra*©  and  so  bole 
fie  flow  through  the  flak  but  he  died  of  the  ©old* 

THE  MAEiAd&B 

The  kar&uder*  s  a  very  fine  air  l  lane 
Constructed  of  rivits  and  tin 
A  top  speed  of  over  200 
*  snip  with  a  headwind  built  in. 

tfeorus  -  „ 

Ob  why  did  1  Join  the  air  uorps  , 

Oh  Mother  ,  Oh  i&othef  know  best 

Berv  I  Her  ao&th  the  wreckage 
Marauder*  all  over  i*y  ehost. 

*  a  fine  aircraft 
A  'iPS-riCtosphort;  bath  tub  no  less 
It  blov.s  up  over  the  target 
The  whole  god  damn  place  is  a  mess 

Chorus  - 


mow  you  may  think  that  this  ends 
our  tall 

»©  thought  tho  war  was  over 
But  tho  bombers  still  flew 
pc  heard  the  bombs  awhlstllng 
$r)A  a*c  dove  beneath  our  beds 
|U  we  lay  there  a  trembling 
jfcgd  playing  very  hard  * 

That  they  would  &is.s  the  oily 
4#ud  hit  the  marshalling  yard* 
Chorus  • 


0a  TEE  ROaL  TC  BUCHAREST 

On  tho  road  to  Bucharest 
Mho re  thu _ buf  t  «affe  has  its 
n^st 

md  the  flak  comes  up  like  thun- 
cur 

fro;  tho  north |  south,  oast 
and  west. 

On  the  raod  to  Bucharest 
"h,,re  tho  Focka  t«olf*s  at  its 
Ust 

the  flak  comes  up  like  thunder 
From  tho  north,  south,  oust  , 

*n©  West. 

(tune  -  On  the  Road  to 


THE  AMERICAN  FIGHTER  ACES  ASSOCIATION 


December  21,  1989 


C.  H.  "Bill"  Getz 
P.  0.  Box  41 2 

Burlingame,  California  94011-0412 
Dear  Bill, 

Thanks  for  your  letter  of  18  December.  I  spoke  with  Jerry  Collinsworth 
and  asked  him  about  the  song  book.  He  said  he' d  really  rather  leave  it  here 
in  the  musuem,  but  assured  me  that  I  could  copy  any  or  all  of  it.  So.  . .  am 
sending  you  the  titles  you  indicated. 

Hope  you  have  a  happy  holiday  season.  Hill  be  looking  forward  to  seeing 
you  here  in  May. 


J.  Hard  Boyce 
Colonel,  OSAF  (Ret) 
Executive  Director 


JHB:  lg 


4636  FIGHTER  ACES  DRIVE 


MESA,  ARIZONA  8  5  20  5 


(602)  830-4540 


The  R.O.M/S  Lament  Who  Owns  This  Club 
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Dive,  your  engines  screaming, 
Ride  the  wings  of  destiny. 


I  think  it  best  you  take  a  rest  on  a  bicycle  built  for  two. 
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He  Flew  Through  The  Air  In  A  P-39  Blackbirds  We  Fly 


December  22,  1989 


C.W.  “Bill *  Getz 
P.O.  Box  412 
Burlingame ,  CA 
94011-0412 


Dear  Bill: 

I  nedeived  your  letter  of  November  2?th  just  prior  to  leaving 
on  a  cruise  featuring  good  Dixieland,  music  and  returned  to 
Vacaville  in  the  middle  of  December. 

In  addition  to  playing  "catch-up",  I  have  been  trying  to  find 
the  parodies  I  mentioned.  I've  been  going  through  all  my 
accumulated  junk  without  success... sp  far. 

We  put  on  a  little  vaudeville  type  show  for  the  local  Retired 
Officers  and  Daedalians  and  used  a  couple  of  the  parodies.  I 
found  those  and  am  enclosing  them  for  you. 

I'll  continue  to  search  and  if  I  can't  find  them,  I  do  have 
two  fall-back  positions.  I  have  a  tape  of  most... if  not  all 
of  them... and  I  can  reconstruct  from  that.  Also,  my  former 
co-pilot  co-authored  a  lot  of  them  and  he  probably  has  copies. 

The  parodies  enclosed  were  authored  entirely  by  me.  I  have  a 
letter  in  the  mail  requesting  clearance  from  the  former  co-pilot 
to  send  the  others  to  you. 

I  just  wanted  you  to  know  that  I  haven't  forgotten  you. 

I  retired  in  1969  after  27  i  years  and  I'll  be  72  this  coming 
May. 


120  Doris  Ct. 
Vacaville,  CA  95688 
70?  448  8632 


CARELESS . .  PARODY 


Careless. . .now  that  you  got  me  lovin'  you 
You're  Careless . . .the  facts  of  life,  I  thought  you  knew 
You  reassured  me  that  things  were  alright 
I  let  you  stay  there  the  rest  of  the  night. 

Careless,  why  did  we  do  just  what  we  did 
You're  careless .. .whatever  will  I  name  the  kid 
Yes,  I'm  a  mot her... that's  plain  to  see 
Just  'cause  you  were  careless  with  me. 

Author. . .Earl  vdn  Kaenel 


PARODY. . . .sing  to  tan©  of  HACNAMABA'S  BAND 


Me  name  is  Abie  Kilroy 
I’m  the  leader  of  the  crew 
Altho  we’re  few  in  number 
We’re  here  to  serve  just  you 
We'll  fly  the  broad  Pacific 
The  weather  should  be  grand 
fou'Il  never  ever  feel  a  bump 
Hot  even  when  we  land. 


CHORUS; 


Let  the  engines  bang 

The  thunder  clang 

And  the  lightnin*  blaze  away 

You're  rldin *  with  the  best  there  is 

And  Kilroy* s  here  to  stay 

And  Prenesi  Tennessee  ladles  the  soup 

A  tasty  dish  for  you 

A  credit  to  the  MAC  is  Abie  Kilroy 's  crew 


Right  now  we  are  commencin' 

To  fire  number  three 

Just  one  more  thing  1*11  say  to  you 

So  listen  here  to  me 

When  General  Brown  to  Travis  came 

He  said  to  quite  a  few 

A  credit  to  the  MAC 

Is  Able  Kilroy *s  crew. 

CHORUS: 


Let  the  engines  bang. . .etc 

I  am  the  best  Plight  Steward 
On  this  here  gosh  darned  run 
The  things  I  cannot  do  for  you 
Are  things  that  can*t  be  done 
I  change  the  baby  *  s  diapers 
And  keep  the  airplane  clean 
Such  service  that  you *11  get  from  me 
You  never  before  have  seen. 

CHORUS ; 

Let  the  engines  bang.. .etc 


Author:  Earl  von  Kaenel 


WEEKEND  raLEGRAPH,  SATURDAY,  SEPTEMBER  S,  1989  X1 


and  war 


in  a  new  war  ‘ museum  * 


A  MID  the  welter  of  nostal- 
gic  material  published 
JTJL  recently  about  the 
Second  World  War,  one  aspect 
seems  to  have  been  rather 
overlooked  in  this  new  puritan¬ 
ical  age:  sex. 

And  yet,  as  far  as  one  can 
gather,  there  was  a  great  idea!*, 
of  it  happening  on  the  “Tomor- 
r  o  w-  w  e-might-b  e  -g  o  n  e  r  s  ” 
principle  fln  his  hilarious  force ; 
“Habeas  Corpus”,  Alan  Ben¬ 
nett  touchedon  this  social  phe-  f 
nomenon.  JSir  Percy  Shorter 
reminisces  to  -Lady  Bumpers 
how  her  “Land  Army  breeches 
came  down  with  a  fluency  born 
of  long  practice’ whereas  Dr 
Wicksteeid  breaks  into  verse: 
OhMavisand  Audrey  and 

Lilian  and  Jean 
Patricia  and  Pauline  and 
■‘V  Naafi  Christine 
Maureen  and  Myrtle  I  had 

you  and  more  / 
In  God’s  gi  ft  to  the  lecher — 
the  Second  Wor  ld  War . 
And  so  when  I  heard  that  a 
“theme  museum”  at  Malton, 
in  Yorkshire,  included  a  mov-~ 
ing  tableau  of  Land  Girls  in 
haystacks,  I  hastened,  in  the 
interests  of  research,  to  record 
this  vital  contribution  to  our 
comprehension  of  the  war 
years. 

The  exhibit  in  question  is  to 
be  found  in  Hut  .No  8  of  the 
Eden  Camp,  a  former  prisoner- 
of-war  camp  built  in  1942  to 


house  Italians 
land  later  Ger¬ 
mans),  which  has 
been  imagina¬ 
tively  restored  as 
“a  tribute  to  the 
people  of  World  * 

War  II”.  In  case 
yon  are  thinking  / 
of  taking  your  3 . 
children  to  Eden  l  .** 

Gamp  as  an 

cational  -experi-  I  HLfiy 
ence,  -do  not  LePf ::  — 11,1,11  ' 
put  off  by  fears  of  salacious-: 
ness.  The  tableau  is  “  taste¬ 
fully  done”.  After  a  close  scru¬ 
tiny,  I  can  report  that  all  you 
see  is  part  of  a  haystack  mov¬ 
ing  gently  up  and  down  while  a; 
Land  Girl’s  voice  says:- 
“George  .  .  .  no,  George 
. .  .  George . . .  Oh,  George f  ’  — 
or  words  to  that  effect. 

One  could  argue  about  the 
tastefulness  of  the  latex  hand 
reaching  out  of  the  rubble  (and 
then ;  receding  again)  in  the 
graphic,  rat-infested  recon¬ 
struction  of  the  Blitz  in  hut  5; 
but  then  the  war  was  hardly  a 
tasteful  business.  The  strength 
ofthe  Eden  Camp  show  is  that 
it  captures  the  authentic  vul¬ 
garity  of  the  “People’s  War”, 
in  an  uncannily  atmospheric 
setting. 

You  begin  by  thinking  that  it 
is  all  absurdly  tacky,  and  then 
come  to  realise  amid  the  sand¬ 


bags,  barbed  wire 
and  control 
towers,  that  most 
of  what  you  see  is 
the  real  thing. 
Each/  'hut  is 
devoted  to  a  dif¬ 
ferent  theme.  In 
;  the  first  there  is 
••••  an  explanation  of 
/rv  : the  ^rise  of fthe 
T'AflT?  Nazis  leading  mp 
to  Chamberlain’s 
;  broadcast,  as  a 
5  working-class  family  sit  hud¬ 
dled  round  a  wireless  (not  to: 
mention  a  half-filled  tin  bath),  * 
the  model  of  the  wife  quivering 
with  emotion.  v 

Then  comes  a  Rut  featuring 
the  Home  Guard  and  evacuees, 
adorned  with  appropriate  con¬ 
temporary  artefacts.  Those  of 
“nervous  disposition”  are* 
warned  not  to  go  into  the  Ger¬ 
man  U-boat  hut — .a  vivid 
impression  of  being  in  a  sub¬ 
marine  under  torpedo  attack  in 
the  North  Atlantic. 

The  “Blitz!”  hut  is  equally 
chilling  and  dramatic,  so  that  it 
is  a  relief  to  sit  down  in  the 
next  one,  a  jolly  puppet  show 
evocation  of  a  wartime  music 
hall. 

Hut  9  shows  a  Bomber  ops 
room  in  action  as  the  last  Lan¬ 
caster  bomber  returning  from 
a  raid  over  enemy  territory  is 
“talked  down”  to  safety. 


k  There  is  a  reconstruction  of 
life  in  the  camp  itself,  POW  83 
$|one  of  1 ,500  in  Britain,  holding 
a:  total  of  400,000  prisoners), 
which  remained  in  operation 
until  1048. 

Even  die  Garrison  “Cinema 
Bar,  .with  its  film-star  posters, 
and  the  “Prisoners-  Canteen’ ’ 
cafeteria  , (music^by  Glenn 
Miller)  are  suitably. in  period, 
though  rationing  does  not 
apply. JHaving  spent  much  of 
this  year  browsing  through 
wartime  copies  of  The  Daily 
Telegraph,  it  was  instructive 
to  compare  the  coverage  of 
other  papers  in  the  War  News 
Hut.  There  Is  also  a  special 
exhibition  entitled  “The  Car¬ 
toonist  Fights  Back”. 

All  things  considered,  Eden 
Camp  offers  an  unusual  “heri¬ 
tage’  ’  outing  which  is  both  edu¬ 
cational  and  fun  (the  /attrac¬ 
tions  for  children  include  an 
assault  course).  What  I  liked 
about  the  place  was  its  home¬ 
grown  artlessness  in  recording 
the  ups  and  downs  of  “Total 
War”. 

•Eden  Camp,  Malton,  North 
Yorks,  is  off  the  AG4  (York- 
Scarborough  road)  at  ^Picker¬ 
ing  Junction.  Open  daily  until 
December  23  (10am-5pm). 

•  Hugh  Montgomery-Massing - 
herd  has  edited  “ The  Daily  Tele¬ 
graph  Record  of  the  Second 
World  War ”  (Sidgwick  &  Jack * 
son,  £15.95). 


INVASION 

(Or  the  English  Girls  Lament) 


Dear  Old  England's  not  the  same 
We  dreaded  invasion-  well  it  came. 

But  no,  its  not  the  "beastly  Hun. 

The  - - m  Yankee  Army's  come. 

You  see  them  in  the  train  or  bus, 

There  isn't  room  for  both  of  us, 

We  walk  to  let  them  have  our  seats 
Then  get  run  over  by  their  jeeps. 

They  moan  about  our  lukewarm  beer, 

Think  "bear's  like  water  over  here. 

But  after  drinking  two  or  more, 

You  find  them  lying  on  the  floor. 

And  you  should  see  them  try  to  dance. 

They  get  a  partner,  start  to  prance, 

When  you’re  half  dead  they  stop  and  smile, 

"How  about  that,  honey  chile?" 

We  see  them  try  to  Jitterbug 

They  twist  and  turn  and  pull  and  hug, 

Its  enough  to  make  Red  Indians  jealous 

Yet  the  Yankees  are  civilized  (so  they  tell  us). 

Yankee  Officers  cause  us  smiles, 

With  their  colored  pants  (you  can  see  them  for  miles. 
We  wonder  if  they  are  mice  or  men. 

Decide  they're  wolves  so  avoid  the  den. 

With  admiration  we  would  stare 
At  all  the  ribbons  they  do  wear, 

And  think  of  deeds  so  bold  and  daring 
That  won  the  ribbons  they  are  wearing. 


Alas,  they  haven't  fought  the  Hun, 

Mo  glorious  battles  have  they  -won. 

The  yellow  ribbon  just  denotes. 

They  crossed  the  Atlantic  (brave  men  in  boats). 

We  speak  to  them,  they  just  look  hazy, 

They  think  we're  nuts,  we  think  they're  crazy. 
Yet  they're  our  Allies,  we  must  be  nice. 

They  love  us  ( like  a  cat  loves  mice). 

They  laugh  at  us  for  drinking  tea, 

Yet  a  funnier  sight  you'll  never  see, 

Then  a  gum  chewing  Yank  with  a  dull  looking  face 
He'd  raise  a  laugh  in  any  place. 

They  say  they  can  shoot,  yes  and  fight 
It's  true  they  fight  (when  they  are  tight), 

I  must  admit  their  shooting  is  fine. 

They  sure  can  shot  _ a  line . 

They  tell  you  you've  got  teeth  like  pearls. 

They  like  your  hair,  the  way  it  curls, 

Your  eyes  would  dim  the  brightest  star, 

You're  competition  for  Miss  Lamarr. 

You  are  their  life,  their  love,  their  all. 

And  for  no  other  could  they  fall, 

They'll  love  you  dear,  till  death  do  part. 

If  you  leave  the?  you’ll  break  their  heart. 

And  then  they  leave  you  broken  hearted. 

The  Camp  has  moved,  your  love  departed, 

You  wait  for  mail  that  doesn't  come, 

Theyrealize  you’re  awfully  dumb. 

In  a  different  town,  a  different  place, 

To  a  different  girl,  a  different  face, 

"I  love  you  darling,  please  be  mine  1 1 1 
The  same  old  Yank,  the  same  old  line. 


THE  WEATHERMANS  LAMENT 

The  bards  through  the-  ages  have  filled  many  pages 
Extolling  the  infantry's  glory. 

They  loved  tp  enlarge  on  a  cavalry’s  charge 
And  make  it  the  theme  of  their  story. 

The  boys  in  the  tanks  are  beginning  to  rank 
And  the  caissons  keep  rolling  along. 

While  the  pilot  and  plane  will  always  attain 
Full  c*%it  and  glory  in  song. 

The  news  hounds  adore  the  parachute  corps. 

The  medics  come  for  their  praise, 

But  there's  one  bastard  crew,  a  forgotten  few 
On  iwhieh  glory's  light  doesn't  blaze. 


They  spend  their  dull  hours  in  forecasting  showers 
And  judging  the  heights  of  the  clouds. 

But  their  anticipation  of  precipitation 
Elicits  no  cheers  from  the  crowds. 

The  problems  climatic  are  not  so  romantic 
As  shooting  down  Japs  from  the  blub; 

But  you  can  bet  your  last  dollar  the  fliers  would  holler 
If  the  Weathermen  failed  to  come  through. 


When  the  Bomber  Command  has  a  mission  all  planned 
And  are  set  to  raise  hell  with  the  Jap, 

There's  a  question  of  whether  all's  well  with  the  weather 
Enroute  to  that  spot  on  the  map.  ^ 


That's  the  weatherman's  call  to  get  on  the  ball. 
And  get  all  the  dope  for  the  flight; 

He  can't  play  the  breaks,  or  allow  for  mistakes, 
No  guessing— he's  got  to  be  right. 


When  there's  nothing  to  clear,  He'll  sit  on  his  rear. 
He's  lazy,  that  point  is  conceded; 

He'll  loaf  on  the  job,  he'll  jawbone  an  "ob" 

And  he  ain't  worth  a  damn— til  he's  needed. 
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Aerial  view  of  the  U.C.L.A.  Campus 


CHORUS: 

We  are  the  men— the  weathermen ;  ~  1 

We  may  be  wrong,  oh,  now  and  then, 

But  when  you  see  our  planes  on  high, 

Just  remember  were  the  ones  who  let  them  fly. 


We  wish  that  there  could  be  some  more 
Than  twenty-four  a  day — 

That  doesn  t  seem  to  be  enough 
For  us  to  earn  our  pay. 

We  study  weather  all  the  day 

But  still  must  learn  to  fight; 
Because  of  this  we  do  our  cal¬ 
isthenics  in  the  night. 


We  started  out  to  study  hard 

To  win  the  gol-dern  war / 
Lieutenant  said  it  interfered 

With  what  we  came  here  for 
Commando  stuff  is  all  the  rage , 

The  Kaydets  howl  for  more, 
But  every  night  when  we  go  home 
Were  drag  gin9  on  the  floor. 


We  used  to  love  to  do  our  ex- 
Ercises  every  day, 

For  once  or  twice  in  every  wee\ 
Wed  get  a  chance  to  play. 
But  now  there  isnt  time  enough, 

We  find  we  re  over-labbed — 
Testate  it  in  tHeniildcst  way, 

I  daresay  weve  been  stabbed . 


/ sallobars  and  isobars 

Are  running  through  our  head- 
The  more  we  learn  the  less  we  \now, 
We  wish  that  we  were  dead. 
The  front  we  see\  is  very  wea\, 
Consult  the  upper  air, 

But  every  time  we  draw  it  in 
We  learn  it  wasn’t  there. 


* 


I 


The  Weathermen’s  Song 
(Class  5,  U.C.L.A.  version ) 


I  remember  the  second  song  as  ” The  Bombardiers  Song*1 


Dear  Bill 

reference  your  letter  in  SAFN  10/89 

I  remember  the  second  song  as  “The  Bombardiers  Sang" 

The  intro  went: 

"Said  the  bombardier  to  the  pilot. 

Let's  go  for  a  little  ride. 

The  pilot  said  to  navigator. 

What's  on  the  other  side. 

The  Navigator,  he  turned  around  and 
and  said  to  the  engineer; 

Your  Hands  are  dirty,  your  face  is  dirty, 

you're  dirty  behind  the  ears."  —  -  -  - 

The  first  lines  of  the  refrain  I  recall,  was: 

The  weather's  fine  for  flying,  the  fog  has  gone  to  BED 

The  rest  as  you  have  it.,  xcpt  think  it  was  "Lets  fill  the 

air  with  bombers..."! 

I  am  not  positive,  but  I  believe  AF  song  writer  Crawford 
sang  this  to  our  42F  Preflight  cadet  class  at  Maxwell  Field 
in  late  '41  or  early  42. 

Hang  in, 


ENTERED  DEC  f  8  1939 


SECOND  SCHWEINFURT  MEMORIAL  ASSOCIATION,  INC. 


Bob  O’Hearn 

8th  United  States  Army  Air  Force 

2919  Renegade  Ave. 

Historian 

Mission  115 

Bakersfield,  CA  93306 

14  October  1943 

(805)  871-4785 

1st  Air  Division 

“Black  Thursday” 

3rd  Air  Division 

91st 

November  06,  1989 

94th 

92nd 

95th 

303rd 

96th 

305th 

John  H.  Wool  nought.  Managing  Editor 

100th 

306th 

8th  Air  Force  News 

385th 

351st 

PO  Box  3556 

388th 

379th 

381st 

Hoi 1 ywood ,  FL  33083 

390th 

384th 

Bear  John: 

We  recieved  the  information  on  the  enclosed  story  from 
Jean— Pierre  Wilhelm  of  Geneva  Switzerland.  He  believes  the 
story  of  the  Dienhart  Crew  ordeal  and  landing  in  Switzerland 
-on  14  October  1943  (on  the  2nd  8th  AF  mission  to 
Schweinf urt . )  deserves  recognition  and  He  has  given  blanket 
permission  for  use  of  the  material  to  that  purpose. 

The  end  letter  to  Bill  Getz  reply  to  his  letter  in  8AFNEWS 
was  returned  (bad  address.  Keep  up  the 
good  work ! ! 


Sincerely, 


Hi stor i an/Secretary 

Second  Schwienfurt  Memorial  Assn. 
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ENTERED  DEC  1  8  1989 


November 


1 989 


Mr.  C.  W.  Getz  III 
PO  Bo>i  d  1 2 

Burlingame,  CA  94011-0412 
Dear  Mr.  Getz, 

First,  I  am  not  a  muscially  inclined  and  can’t  carry  a  tune  in  a  sack, 
however,  I  do  remember  some  of  the  lyrics  to  the  latter  referrenced  in 
your  plea  in  the  December  1989  issue  of  "The  Retired  Officer". 

With  what  I  have  put  together  you  may  he  able  to  fill  in  the  blanks 
<.or  correct).  It’s  been  better  than  45  years  since  I  was  somewhat 
forced  to  sing  while  marching  as  an  Air  Cadet  in  the  Western  Flvincf 
Command. 


My  b  e s  t  re  c o  1 1  e  c:  t  :L  on  s 

The  weathers  fine  for  flying 
The  fog  has  gone  to  bed 
Th e res  s u c h  go o d  v i s i b i 1 i t y 
Y o  u  c  an  s  e  e  v  i  c  t  o  r y  a h  e a d « 

L e t s  f i 1 1  t h e  a i r  with  eag 1 e s 
Lets  f  i  1 1  t  h  e  c  1  o  u.  d  s  wit  h  m  e  n 
An d  y o u  will  see  a  wo r  1  d  t h a t  s  f* r e e 
A s  w e  f  1  y  h  o m e  a ga  i  n  - 

Said  the  bombadier  to  the  pilot 
0 i v  e  m e  t  h  e  1 i 1 1 1 e  (crate } 

Five  degrees  to  the  right’ll  do  it 
Just  as  sure  as  fate 

The  ship  in  charge  of  the  Bombardaire 
He  o p e n e d  h i s  1 i 1 1 1 e  bay 

He  sighted  the  target,  the  lovely  targe 
Then  suddenly,  BOMBS  AM AY  ? 

I  r e m e mb e r  s o m e  o t h e r  lines  t h a t  may  h a v e  bee n  a d d e d  to  the  o r i g i o n a 1 
s o n g  i n  N a v i g a t i o n  8 c h o o 1  at  E 1 1 i n g t o n ,  to  the  effects 

T h e  p i 1 o t  t  u  r n e  d  the  Nav i ga  t  o  r 
H W h e r e  t h e  h e 1 1  a r e  we ? " 

<  S  o  m  e  t  h  i  n  g  a  b  o  u  t  a  h  e  a  d  i  n  g ,  e  t  c  «  ) 

T  his  may  o  r  m  a  y  n  o t  h e 1 p  » 

I  •  d  b  e  i  n  t  e  r  e  s  t  e  d  i  n  w  h  a  t  y  o  u  c  a  r*  p  u  t  t  o  g  e  t  h  e  r ,  m  o  r  e  i  n  t  e  r  e  s  t  e  d  i  n 
seeing  your  final  production-  If  you  find  time,  please  let  me  know- 


Wishing  you  a  very  Merry  Christmas  and  a  Joy i ous  New  Year 


S  i  n  c  e  r  1  y  9 


S t  e wa r t  B -  F  o  u 1 k e « l J r 
LTC  USAF  (Ret) 


5®00  B o n i n g t  o  n  C  o  u  r  t 
R  i  c  h  rn o n  d  ,  V A  23234 
<  ©04  >  275-0233 


FOUkS  -  FOURb  r  B-24*s 

Wh^n  the  Army  first  called  u»  to  go  off  te  war 
They  said  not  word  one  ‘bout  the  B-24 
So  being  young  boyt  we  rushed  out  to  enlist 
To  jet  in  the  Air  Corps  we  do  did  insist# 

Chorus  • 

fours  •  fours  B*24*s 
we  went  off  to  war  in  *  B-24. 


a  B-26*s  s  fine  aircraft 
Constructed  of  rivets  and  tin 
a  to\  speed  of  500  miles 
a  tail  wind  alro^oy  built  in# 
Chorus  • 

The  Mitchell’s  a  very  fine  Air  H 
Han© 

Construct  to  of  paper  and  wooo 


„  ,  ,  .  .  *  .  *  Good  for  ferrying  whiskey 

*er  years  we  were  training  we  knew  not  what  for  ^  for  comtat  it’s  no  Q  V  good. 

We  all  ended  up  in  a  B-24  Chorus 

They  said  it  would  fly  mnd  we.  sain  it  would  not 
Till  up  in  the  air  like  a  big  birq  we  ehot.  , 


Chorus  - 

Across  the  Adriatic 

In  training  we  drank  til  we  fell  in  the  floor  ihrough  spacious  skies  of  blue 

Then  found  some  one’s  bottle  anc  d  lied  out  for  nore*^^  caae  i#000  bombors 
Then  one  day  they  told  us  curtaining  was  o’er  Mj,th  airmon  triod  and  truo 

And  we  leaded  our  selves  on  a  b-24  •  „e  headed  for  the  Balkans 

*nd  straight  to  Bucharest 

Chorus  nut  when  we  hit  flak  alloy 

Thu  gunners  did  the  rest* 

On  the  way  over  we  had  drinks  galore  Chorus* 

at  each  place  we  stayed  we  got  a  104  hut  wo  all  landed  eafoly 

In  Tunis  we  walked  on  the  roof  tope  by  night  *ith  parachutes  galore 

*nd  woke  in  the  CosbeJi  by  d|wn  ’s  early  light.  and  ncm  we’re  in  a  prisoh  comp. 

^sweating  out  the  war. 

Chorus  - 

A  train  pulled  into  Buoharvit 

how  old  Ed  Xoely  gate  up  end  tolls  us  One  warm  and  sunny  day 

There’s  no  need  to  worry  why  make  each  a  fuse  no  passed  through  tho  city 

The  fighters  won’t  hit  you  -  \ou  will  not  get  shot  ^  ceuld  hoar  the  poople  say v 
the  gunners  sore  tired  and  the  barrells  are  hotl  you  murders,  you  gangsters  . 

Y**rbo«fced  dur'oity  fair 

Chorus  *  You  just  knockod  out  our  MNB»**lnt 

marshalling  yard. 

The  fighters  they  toomed  and  the  fighters  they  di**^ihich  beyond  repair. 

We  looks d  at  the  target  -  we  knew  we’d  arrived  Chorus  - 
The  bomb  bays  were  open  *  the  bomb  were  awsy 

And  how  we  got  back  I  don’t  know  til  this  day.  *ow  you  may  think  that  this  ends 


a  raise*  CAMP 


Chorus  * 

We  turned  on  the  power  -  we  turned  on  the  switch 
*>ut  southing  is  missing  -  its  ©old  as  a  witeh 
The  heaters  they  work  by  the  books  we  are  told 
We  don’t  doubt  the  books  but  we’re  go  —  cold# 


Chorus  * 

Oh  Mother  dear  Mother  its  sao  to  relate 
Your  poor  boy  has  met  a  most  horrible  fate 
He  flow  through  tho  flak  *  Oh  so  bravo  and  so  bolt* 
fie  flow  through  the  flak  but  he  died  of  tho  cold. 

THE  MaKAUIAR 

The  marauder’s  a  very  fine  air  llano 
Constructed  of  riviti  and  tin 
A  tor  speed  of  over  200 
a  snip  with  a  headwind  built  in. 

Chorus  - 

Oh  why  did  1  join  tho  -sir  Corps  , 

Oh  Mother  *  Oh  aether  know  best 
Herv  1  liv  noath  the  wreckage 
Maraudur*  all  over  **y  chest. 

ai4**24be  a  fine  aircraft 
a  strtfteerhoro  bath  tub  no  loss 
It  blots  up  over  the  target 
The  whole  god  damn  place  is  a  mess 


wow  you  may  think  that  this  ends 
our  tat I 

We  thought  tho  war  was  over 
But  #40  bombers  still  f leer 
flc  heard  tho  bombs  awhistling 
And  dove  beneath  our  beds 
fit  we  lay  there  a  trembling 
*jw*  praying  very  hard  * 

That  they  wow;©  ftiss  the  oity 
^atd  hit  the  marshalling  yard. 
Chorus . 


0*  TEE  RQaL  TC  BUCBaREST 

On  tho  rood  to  Bucharest 
Hhoru  thu_Luft  Maffe  has  its 
nest 

smd  the  flak  comus  up  like  thunr 

cur 

fro*  the  aorth*  aouth#  oast 
and  west. 

Go  the  raod  to  Bucharest 
**n.re  tho  Focke  wolf’s  at  its 

Wst  # 

^44u  the*  flak  comes  up  like  thundor 
From  the  north*  south*  oust 
^nc  west. 

(tunc  -  On  the*  Hoad  to 
ndalry) 


Chorus  - 


/msu* 


PM*  <*0- 
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the  story  of  the  song 


;  "The  Navigator  Song-  was  written  because  two  aviation  cadets  were  fighting  mad. 
Stationed  at  the  Array  Air  Force  Navigation  School  at  Selman  Field, Monroe,  Louisiana, 
M*  Thcraas  S.  Childs  and  Daniel  Roth  saw  a  movie  short  one  day  at  the  post  theatre  . 

..The  movie  featured  songs  for  each  different  crew  menfcer  in  the  Air  Force's  combat 
teams.  For  the  pilot,  the  orchestra  in  the  movie  played  the  famous  "Air  Corps 
Song.-  For  the  boohardler,  -The  Bombardier  Song-  was  of  course  chosen.  But  for 
the  navigator  there  was  no  s mg  —  and  the  orchestra  played  -Stairway  to  the  Stars." 

-  VCS  0111(18  md  1,001  didn,t  llke  It,  so  they  decided  to  write  a  song  for  their 
own  branch  of  the  service,  for  the  navigators  who  guide  the  big  bombers  to  a*i  from 
their  targets  so  accurately.  The  song  grew  over  a  period  of  months  from  a  fragment 
of  a  tune  hurraed  about  the  Pre-Flight  School  to  a  full  fledged  song.  The  words 
were  written  by  many  cadets  of  the  Classes  of  43-8  and  43-9  at  the  Advanced  Cadet 
Detactment  at  Selman  Field.  The  authors  hope  other  navigation  cadets  and  air  corps 
-  enthusiasts  will  add  more  verses. 


*********** 

A  bit  of  explanation  of  the  lyrics  of  -The  Navigator  Song-  may  be  useful  to 
those  not  familiar  with  the  -  language  all  his  own-  which  the  navigator  speaks.  A 
mercator  is  a  blank  chart  on  which  the  navigator  plots  his  course.  An  A-10  octant 
is  the  instrument  with  which  he  -shoots  the  stars-  to  find  out  where  he  is.  The 
A*"  18  018  Estimate  Time  of  Arrival  which  the  navigator  computes  before  he 
reaches  his  destination.  Speed  lines  and  course  lines  are  cities  on  the  earth's 

surface  beneath  stars,  which  enable  the  navigator  to  obtain  a  a  definite  lo- 

cation  of  his  plane. 

Variation  is  the  effect  of  the  magnetic  pole  on  the  navigator's  compass.  Devi¬ 
ations  the  inherent  error  in  the  instrument  Itself.  Calibration  is  the  correc¬ 
tion  which  anst  be  applied  to  many  Instruments  the  navigator  uses.  The  faned  Air 
Corps  computer  is  the  lnstnment  on  which  the  navigator  makes  many  of  his  calcul¬ 
ations;  it  is  a  sort  of  circular  slide  rule.  All  these  tools,  plus  the  knowledge 
and  practical  skill  he  learned  in  the  Air  Corps'  schools,  make  the  navigator  able 
to  guide  a  United  States  combat  plane  from  anywhere  to  anywhere  on  the  earth's  sur¬ 
face,  to  help  speed  the  day  of  victory  for  his  country. 


Copyright  No.  333753,  1913. 
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!  THE  NAVIGATOR  SONS 

by  Tonmy  Childs  &  Danny  Roth 


THE  NAVIGATOR’S  SONG 


I&L.Y?rge 

With  a  mercator  an  a  pencil  and  an  A- 10  octant  too, 

He  will  get  you  there  and  get  you  back  with  the  praise  of  all  the  crew. 

When  the  ETA  is  running  out  and  destination's  due 

The  pilot  turns  to  him  and  says,  "Where  the  hell  are  you?" 

Chorus 

But  it's  the  nav  1  -  ga  -  tor,  who  keeps  you  on  the  track, 
The  navigator,  the  navigator,  who  gets  you  there  and  back; 

If  you  want  to  go  to  Tokyo  or  the  Road  to  Mandalay, 

Who  shows  you  the  way?  The  Navigator! 


When  they  can't  see  down  below  them  and  they  don't  know  what  to  do 
He  will  look  up  to  the  heavens  and  he'll  shoot  a  star  or  two. 

With  a  speed  line  and  a  course  line  he  will  get  himself  a  fix, 

For  he's  the  navigator,  with  his  little  bag  of  tricks. 

Chorus 

Oh,  it's  the  nav  i  ►  ga  -  tor  vho  keeps  you  on  the  track; 

The  navigator,  the  navigator,  who  gets  you  there  and  back; 

Oh,  the  pilot's  lust  the  chauffeur,  and  the  bombardier 'a  a  Jerk- 
Who  does  all  the  work?  The  Navigator! 

arsLYsrsfi 

Oh,  there's  variation,  deviation,  calibration  too; 

But  the  compensating  errors  are  the  ones  that  see  him  through; 

His  computer  Is  the  instnxnent  on  which  he  stakes  his  life - 

Don't  ask  for  his  computer,  for  he'd  sooner  lend  his  wife. 

Chorus 

For  it's  the  nav  -  i  -  ga  -  tor  who  keeps  you  on  the  track; 

The  navigator,  the  navigator,  who  get  you  there  and  back; 

Oh  he  speaks  a  language  all  his  own  of  drift  and  parallax; 

He'll  never  relax - the  Navigator! 

4th  Vers? 

When  you  start  evasive  action  to  avoid  the  bursts  of  flak, 

The  gimer  works  without  a  care,  he  knows  who'll  bring  him  back; 

The  pilot  will  cavort  about  and  dodge  arouxi  the  sky, 

But  there  is  only  one,  they  know,  on  tfxw  they  can  rely. 

cr>orus 

For  it’s  the  nav  -  i  *  ga  -  tor  who  keeps  you  on  the  track, 

The  navigator,  the  navigator,  who  gets  you  there  arxi  back; 

When  they  drop  their  eggs  on  Tokyo,  and  bomb  Berlin  aixi  Roms, 
Who'll  find  a  way  home?  The  Navigator! 

If  you  want  to  know  just  where  you  are,  at  any  time  at  all, 

He  will  take  out  his  dividers  and  he'll  shoV  he's  "on  the  ball"; 

He  hasn't  time  fbr  smoking,  relaxation  is  taboo  — 

He  never  takes  a  nap,  because  he  has  a  job  to  do. 

Chorus 

For  It's  the  Nav  -  1  -  ga  -  tor  who  keeps  you  on  the  track, 

The  Navigator,  the  Navigator,  who  gets  you  there  end  bock; 

If  you  want  to  go  to  Tbkyo  or  the  Road  to  Mandalay, 

Who  shows  you  the  way?  THE  NAVIGATOR! 


Box  425 

Zephyr  Cove,  NV  89448 
5  December  1989 


C.W.  Getz  III 
Box  412 

Burlingame,  CA  94011-0412 
Dear  Mr.  Getz: 


Your  notice  in  "Retired  Officer"  asked  for  Air  Force  Songs.  There 
are  no  such  animals.  There  a  many  old  Army  Air  Corps  Songs  which 
have  been  ripped  off  by  the  unimaginative  stick-in-the-muds  who 
are  in  the  Air  Force,  but,  ever  since  the  airplane  drivers  got  out 
of  pinks  and  greens  and  put  on  those  Greyhound  busdrivers' 
uniforms,  they  have  taken  themselves  so  seriously  that  they  never 
did  another  original  thing  like  write  a  new  song.  Maybe  they  get 
tired  from  carrying  around  all  that  flying  pay. 

The  one  song  you  asked  about  goes: 

The  weather's  fine  for  flying. 

The  clouds  have  gone  to  bed . 

There's  such  clear  visibility  that  you  can  see  victory  ahead. 

Let's  fill  the  air  with  eagles. 

We'll  fill  the  clouds  with  men. 

And  we  will  see  a  world  that's  free  when  we  fly  home  again. 

I'm  sure  you  have  "Coming  in  on  a  wing  and  a  prayer".  Of  course, 
the  good  songs  were  in  the  Army,  but  the  Navy  had  a  few  good  ones 
too  -  "I'm  too  young  to  die  in  a  damned  old  PBY"  being  one  of  my 
personal  favorites.  The  Aussies  and  Brits  had  some  dandies,  but 
you  will  have  to  scratch  to  find  anything  meriting  a  second  chorus 
from  the  Air  Force. 


If  you'd  like  me  to  sing  "The  weather's  fine"  over  the  phone,  call 
me  anytime.  I  can't  read  or  write  music.  (702)  588-2191. 


Go-er^  luck  on  your  search, 

— h-i h£JL-~- — 
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TITANIC 


*• 


Oh,  they  built  the 


ship  "Titanic" 


And  -when  they  had  it  through 
Their  thought  they  had  a.  ship 


That  the  water  would  never  co,ne  through 
But  the.  Good.  Lord  raised  his  hand, 

,  Said  that  ship  would  never  land 
It  was  sad  "Then  that  groat  ship  went  down. 
Chorus : 


It  was  dad,  it  was  sad 

It  was  sad  when  that  great  ship  went  down 
Husbands  and  wives  (high  squeaky  voice)  little  bitty 
children  lost  their  lives 
It  was  sad  when  that  groat  ship  went  dow. 


They  were  off  for  England 

And' were  headed  for  the  shore 

And  the  rich  refused  to  associate  with  the  poor 

So  they  put  then  down  below 

And  they  were  the  first  to  go 

It  two  sad  when  that  groat  ship  wont  dorm. 


Chorus : 


Oh,  They  put  the  life  boats  out 
in  the  raging  burning  sea 

i.nd  the  band  struck  up  with  "Ii»  cr  ny  God  to  Thee" 

Oh,  the  Captain  tried  to  wire 

But  the  wire  was  on  fire 

It  s  sad  when  that  groat  ship  went  down. 

Chorus : 


Don't  give  me  a  P~3$ 

ITith  the  engines  that  counter-rotate. 
You* 11  loop,  roll  and  spin, 

But  you'll  soon  auger  in 
Don't  give  no  a  P-30. 

Chorus 5  Just  make  me  operations 

’"fey  out  on  some  tiny  drome. 

Ify,  I'm  too  young  to  die, 

I  just  want  to  go  home. 

Don't  give  no  a  P-39* 

'•'1th  the  engine  that's  mounted  behind 
You' 11  loop,  roll  and  spin. 

But  you'll  soon  auger  in. 

Don't  give  me  a  P-39* 


Chorus i 

i 

Just  give  me  an  old  Thunder  Jug, 
The  ship  that  l-~nds  with  a  thud. 
You' 11  loop,  roll  and  spin. 

But  you  can's  auger  in. 

Just  give  me  an  old  Thunder  Jug. 

Chorus : 


Just  give  no  a  P-51, 

The  ship  that* s  second  to  none. 
You'll  Loop,  roll  and  sri_n, 

But  you  can't  auger  in. 

Just  give  no  a  P-51. 

Chorust  . 


YE.' LOOP  IN  THY  iUBPLl  TTILICHT 

TJb  loop  in  the  purple  twilight 
ITe  spin  in  the  silvery  dawn 
’1th  a  trail  of  black  smoke  behind  us 
To  show  where  our  comrades  have  gone 
So  stand  to  your  glasses  steady 
This  world  is  a  world  of  lies 
So  we'll  drink. to  the  dead  already 
ind  hurrah  for  the  next  nan  to  die* 


THERE*  S-A  GIRL  IN  THE  IG3LUIT  OF  'MRYLAND 

There’s  a  girl  in  the  hcartoof  Maryland 

With  a  heart  that  belongs  to  no 

■  ■hen  I  told  her  of  her  c  ha  ms 

The  orioles  above 

Sang  noath  the  old  ap'-lo  tree. 

Then  Maryland  was  fairyland 
As  she  promised  my  bride-  she  would  be 
There’s  a  girl  in  the  heart  of  Maryland 
With  a  heart  that  belongs  to  me. 


AVTSR  THE  MISSION’S  OVER 

After  the  mission’ s  over 
After  we  rail  get  back 
We  got  interrogated 
'.There  did  you  see  the  flak? 

Hot;  wore  the  Jerry  fighters? 
bliat  time  was  tally  ho? 

Have  you  any  bitches? 

If  not,  you  may  go. 

ITo  like  P-I+7S 

Tfo  think  they  handle  swell 
be  like  to  fly  formation 
To’ re  all  as  nuts  as  hell 
To  like  the  fighter  peal-off 
It  will  kill  us  s  one  day. 

Land  in  15  seconds 

Or  the  Colonel  trill  have  to  say 

(Any  name),  you  straggled  all  day 

_ ■ _ , _ used  poor  technique 

_ _ : _ _ ’ _ you  had  your  head  up 

’7cr  11  have  a  short  critique 
You  mis red  the  land  fall-in 

_ _ _  ,  you  will  report 

"Ay,  with  only  one  rang  off 
You  had  to  abort. 


* 


FOGGY,  FOGGY  DEFT 


Oh,  I  am  a  bachelor  and  I  live  all  alone,  and  I  work  at  the  weaver 
trade, 

Ind  the  only,  only  thing  that  I  ovor  didwrong  was  to  woo  a  fair 
young  naid.  '  - 

I  wooed  her  in  the  sunner  time,  and  in  the  winter  too. 

And  the  only,  only  thing  that  1  over  did  wrong  . 

’’fas  to  shield  her  form  the  foggy,  foggy  dew. 

One  night  she  cane  to  my  'bedside  as  I  lay  fast  asleep. 

This  pretty,  pretty  maid  cane  to  my  bedside  and  there  she  b  .gan  to 
weep.  "" 

She  sighed,  she  cried,  she  dam  near  died,  Alas,  what  .could, I  do: 
So  I  took  her  into  bed  and  I  covered  up  her  head  •  ‘ 

Just  to  shield  her  from  the  foggy,  foggy  dew. 

Now  a  year  passed  byj  still  a,  bachelor  an  I,  and  I  work  at  the 
weaver’s  trade. 

Cones  aknoclcing  at  ny  door,  and  a  voice  I' h  heard  before.  T’was 
the  voice  of  the  fair  young  mid. 

She  handed  no  a  little  one.  She  said  what  shill  I  do? 

So  I  took  hin  into  bod,  and  I  covered  up  his  head 

Just  to  shield  hin  from  the  fog  y,  foggy  dew.  , 

Now,  I  an  a  bachelor,  md  I  live  with  jay  son,  and  we  work  at  the 
weaver’s  trade. 

And  every,  every  tine  that  I  look  into  his  eyes,  ho  reminds  me  of 
the  fair  young  naid. 

He  reminds  no  of  the  sunner  time,  and  of  the  winter  too. 

Of  the  many,  many  tines  thbt  I  hold  her  in  ny  arms 
Just  to  shield  her  from  the  foggy,  foggy  dew. 


JOHNNY  ROBECK 

There  was  a  little  Dutchman 
His  name  was  Johnny  Robock 
He  was  a  dealer  in  sausages 
And  souerkrout  and  spec  ' 

He  made  the  finest  sausages 
That  ever  you  did  seq 
And  one  day  he  invented 
A  wonderful  sausage  machine,  BANG 

Oh,  Mister  Johnny  Rob  .  ck 
How  could  yon.  bo  so  mean 
I  told  you.  you*  d  be  sorry  for  ,• 
Inventing  that  machine. 

Now  all  the  neighbors  cats  and  dogs 
Till  never  more  bo  seen 
They  all  be  ground  to  sausages 
In  Johnny  Robock' s  machine,  BANG 

One  day  a  little  boy  ■  •  a 'A  '  - 

Cane  walking  in  the  store 

Pie  bought  a  pound  of  sausages  a 

And  dropped  then  on  the  floor 

The  boy  began  to  whistle 

He  whistled  up  a  tunc 

And  nil  the  little  sausages 

’Tent  dancing  around  the  room,  BANG 

One  day  the  machine  got  busted 

The  damn  thing  wouldn't  go 

So  Johnny  Rob  ck  ho  crawled  inside 

To  see  what  made  it  so 

His  wife  she  had  a  nightmare 

And  walking  in  her  sleep 

She  gave  the  crank 

A  heil  of  as  yank 

And  Johhny  Robcck  was  meat,  BANG 


T/HY  DID  I  JOIN  THE  AIR  CORPS? 

6h,  the . T-Bolt' s .  a  very  fine  air  craft 
Constructed  of -  rivets  and  tin. 

It  cruises  Troll  over  one  fifty. 

The  ship  with  the  headwind  built  in.  ■ 

Chorus:  Oh,  why  did  I  join  the  Air  Corps 
!  Mother,  doer  mother  knew  best.. 

Here  I  die  'ncathc  the  wreaefeage 
A  T-3olt  all  over  chest. 

Now  Tjhcn  you  are  out  on  a '  mission. 

You  will  bo  happy  to  learn, 

The  crow  chief  is  betting  good  money 
Ten  to  one  you  will  never  return. 

Chorus: 

Now  when  you  yirc  out  on  a  mission, 

A  licsscrschmitt  makes  a.  fine  pass; 

Reach  up,  grab  hold  of' the  rip  cord, 

The  hell  with  the  ship,  save  your  asst 


’THEN  YOU  TAKE  A  C-IHL  OUT  'TALKING 

Then  you  take  a  girl  out  walking 

Down  a  little  shady  dell 

Never  take  a  girl  named  Maude  or  Carrie 

That’ s  the  kind  of  girl 

You're  gonna  have  to  marry. 

Then  you  take  -a  girl  out  walking 
Down  a  little  shady  dell 
Always  take  a girl  named  Daisy 
:*hy?  . 

Cause  Daisies  won't  tell. 


BILL  HALL 

There  was  a  nan 
By  the  name  of  Bill  Hall 
He  had  a  goat 
And  that  vras  all. 

One  day  that  goat 
‘Tas  Beeling  fine 
Ate  six  red  shirts 
Right  off  the  line 
.First  Billy  Cussed 
And  then  he  sv.rore 
This  doggone  goat 
"Jbuld  live  no  more. 

He  grasped  him  by 
His  rjooly  back 
And  tied  him  to 
The  railroad  track. 

The  whistle  blew 
The  thain  drew  nigh 
This  poor  old  goat 
1  ras  doomed  to  die. 

He  gave  six  shrieks 
Of  mortal  pain 
Coughed  up  those  shirts 
And  flagged  the  train. 


IT*  S  AS  HARD  FOR  HE  TO  BE  A  BAD  GIRL 

It's  as  hard  for  mo  to  be  a  bad  girl 

As  it  is  for  some  to  be  good 

It’s  as  hand  for  me  to  be  a  bad  girl 

I  really  would  if  I  could 

Now  I’d  like  somebody  to  take  me 

In  the  park  for  a  hug  and  a  kiss 

(Give  me  a  little  kiss) 

But  how  can  I  ever  bo  a  bad  girl 
T/ith  a  God  Damn  face  like  this. 


.  ,  -  BRIDGET  Or FLYNN  • 

t 

I 

Oh,  Bridget  O' Flynn 
No?/  whore  have  you  been? 

Sure  this  is  a  fine  time 

For  you  to  come  in 

Oh,  no?/  you  say  you’ve  been 

To  tho  big  parade 

The  big  parade,  ray  eye 

For  no  parade  could  ever  take 

So  long  in  oassing  by. 

Now,  Bridget  0* Flynn 
No?/  look  at  your  shoos 
ftJy  God,  what  a  sin 

Don’t  let  your  father  see  you  coming  in 
And  stay  away  front  your  dancing  halls 
There1  s  nobody  there  worthwhile  at  all 
It's  where  I  not  your  father 
Bridget,  darling. 


VIOLATE  LIE 

Violate  mo  in  the  violet  tine 
In  the  vilest  way  that  you  know 
To  tho  best  things  in  life 
I  am  utterly  oblivious 

Give  me  a  life  that  is  lewd  and  lascivious 
Violate  me  in  the  violet  tine 
In  the  vilest  any  that  you  know* 

Ravage  me,  savage  me 

Utterly  danagp  me 

On  me  no  mercy .bestow 

Violate  no  in  the  violate  tine 

In  tho  vilest  way  that  you  know* 


NO  BALLS  AT  ALL*.'. 


There  once  was  a  girl  named  Sara  McPox 
V/ith  hair  on  her  shost  and  cheese  in  her  box. 

She  married  a  man  named  Patrick  McCall 
With  a  very  short  peter  and  no  balls  at  alll 

Chorus:  What l  No  balls  at  all? 

No l  No  balls  at  alll 

A  very  short  peter  and  no  balls  at  alll 

The  very  first  night  that  they  wore  wed 

Tnoy  took  off  their  clothes  and  wont  straight  up  to  bed. 

She  reached  for  his  pecker;  it  was  very  small 

She  reached  for  his  balls 3  he  had  no  balls  at  alll 

Chorus : 


Now,  Mother,  dear  Mother,  Oh,  what  shall  I  do? 
I’ve  married  a  man  who  never  can  screw. 

I  reached  for  his  pecker;  it  was  very  snail. 

I  reached  for  his  balls;  ho  had  no  balls  at  alll 

Chorus  3 


Oh,  daughter,  dear  daughter,  now  don't  be  so  sad; 
It.  was  the  same  trouble  I  had  with  your  dad. 
There's  many  a  man  who  will  come  to" the  call 
Of  the  wife  of  the  man  who  has  no  balls. at  alll 


Chorus : 


The  daughter  wont  hone;  took  her  mothoris  advice. 
And  found  the  results  most  exceedingly  nice. 

A  bouncing  young  baby  was  born  n  the" fall 
To  the  wife  of.,  the  non  who  had  no  balls  at  alll 


Chorus : 


O'REILLY’  S  I'.bGHTSR 

jiS  I  v/cis  sitting  in  O’Reilly’s  bar 
Listening  do  'oho  talcs  of  blood  and  slaughter. 

Came  a  thought  into  my  mind - 

Yhy  not  shag  0’ Reilly’s  daughter? 

Chorus:  Tid  ley  I  Eocc,  Tiddley  I  Oh, 

Tiddley  I  Eeee  for  the  one-ball  Reillyj 
hig  a  jig,  Balls  end  an, 

•  Hub:  a  dub  Shag  allll 

X  gr  abb  oil  that  she— bitch  by  'lie  ass. 

Then  X  three;  my  left  leg  over. 

Shagged  and  shagged  and  shag~cd  some  more, 
Shagged  until  the  fun  rras  over. 

Chorus : 

There  ca.no  r.  knock  upon  the  door; 

..'io  should  it  bo  but  her  God  damn  father? 

Tiro  horse  pistols  .in  his  hand. 

Lootin’  for  trie  guy  that  shagged  his  daughter  I 

Chorus : 

I  grabbed  that  bastard  by  the  balls. 
onovoQ  :ixs  none1  in  a.  pail  of  -cater, 

Shoved  those  ^istois  up  his  ass, 

dcinn  sight  lurt.ucr  then  I  showed  his  'daughter l 

Chorus i 

As  I  go  rralking  dov.n  the  street. 

People  shout  I'rora  every  corner, 

•’There - goos'AA-  —  — the  eon  of  a  bitch, 

Tno  guy  that  s hogged  Ol  Reilly1  s  daughter 1 1 51 

Chorus ; 


SAVS  ANOTIIJCP.  1 ILOT'  S  BUM 


Oh,  X  lined  up  mth  unc  runway  and  headed  for  a  ditch, 

I  looked  dovn  at  my  prop  pitch;  My  God,  it»s  in  high  pitch'. 
X  pullcu  oack  on  trie  stick  and  rose  into  the  air. 

Glory,  glory  Hallelujah!  Hot  did  I  ret  there? 


Chorus:  Oh  Hallelujah,  oh,  Hr llelujali! 

mroT  o  nick.i.o  on  the  drum;  same  another  pilot' s  bum 
Oh  Hallelujah,  oh.  Hallelujah! 

fhro",;  a  nioklc  on  the  drum,  and  you'll  be  saved. 


Oh, 

ihid 

And 

May 


I  flew  the  trr  'iic  pat  tern, 
Then  X  made  my  last  turn  in, 
then  the  ship  did  shudder,  t 
Day!  May  Day!  Rupert  Leader! 


to  no  it  looked  all  right, 
ay  God,  I  radked  it  tight! 
ho  engine  coughed  and  wheezed 
Spin  instructions,  please! 


Chorus : 


I  started  into  buzz;  I  thought  that  I  r.-es  clear. 

I  came  in  over  Aamorsdorf;  I  Jmrr.v  the  end  -.was  near. 

I  net  the  flying-  board,  and  they  gave  mo  the  Tories. 
Glory,  glory  Hallelujah!  .hat  a" bunch  of  jerks! 

Chorus : 

r, 

near, 
worst; 

Chorus : 


And  nor?  X*n  in  the;  guv. tor  with 
".1th  pretzels  in  wy  disk  err 


Then  erne  this  glorious  , 
-Everybody  bust  a  gut  and 


to 


-Is  ;'n  ny  he; 
know  the  cud  was 
3c?. vo  no  from  the 
ic  second  verse! 


JUST  BECAUSE 

Oh,  just  b  cause  you  think  you*  re  so  pretty 

Oh,  just  beer.’  so  you  think  you're  so  hot 

just  because  you  thank  you've  got  something 

-.hat  nobody  else  ain't  got 

''Tell,  just  because  you  spend  all  my  money' 

And,  Honor-,  you  call  no  "Ole  Santa*  Clause" 

Baby,  I'm  telling  you 

Honey,  I'm  through  with  you 

Because,  just  because 


O' REILLY' E  a;  R 


Tvras  a  cold  rdntor*  s  evening,  the  quests  --fv.ro  all  leaving, 

O'Reilly  rras  closing  the  bar, 

rdien  be  turned  end  he  said  to  the  lady  in  red, 

"Got  up!  You  can't  stay  vdiore  you  ?rot 

Sic  iropt  a  sad  to  r  in  her  bucket  of  beer, 
is  she  thought  of  the  cold  night  ahead; 
acn  a  'cntlemari  da  poor  stooped  out  of  the  phonobooth 
•‘hid  these  are  the  •  ores  that  he  said.: 


Her  nothor  never  t 
About  the  mays 
Age  has  taken  her 
gash 1 1 ) 


old  her  the  things  a  young  irl  should  know; 

■  ir  Corps  men,  and  hour  they  cone  and  go. 
beauty,  and  life  has  dealt  her  a  scar,  (‘Tnat 


So,  remember  our  mothers  and  sisters,  boys, 
*ond  .lot  !icr  sleep  under  the  bar!  i 


HE  GJu.  SPED  HE  BY  HI  SLEHOEA  IL'CH 

Ho  grasped  mo  by  ry  slender  nock 
I  could  not  yell  or  scream 


Ho 

tor 

,1r-  vi-  -v 

■L\.  \pj 

to 

his 

•'hin.r^r  r ' 

Ehc 

:rc 

hr;  c 

.  v.lr 

■  not 

be  soon 

He 

tor 

■e  of. 

f  all  my 

flinsy  * 

And 

'  o. 

zed  1 

-'i-o. 

i.  ny 

torn 

I  r. 

ras 

so  vciy 

cold 

OP/1  h.P'rr 

And 

ilK  - 

so  ] 

rot 

and.  ■ 

■rern 

He 

pro 

s  sc  cl 

3*10 

to  h 

is  coper 

I  could  not  make  him  stop 
He  drained  me  of  my  very  life.: 
So  my  very  last  drop 
He  made  nc  ’That  I  am  today 
That's  vliy  you  see  me  hero 
broken  bottle  ihrom  re-ray 


THIi  E  ASIAN  KITTY 


The  Persian  ICLtty,  perfumed  and  fair 
Yfent  out  to  the  kitchen  ,iust  to  got  some  air 
Yfhen  a  Tom  Gat  lithe,  loan  and  long 
Dirty  and  yellow,  came  along. 

Now  ho  sniffed  that  per'.umod  Persian  Gat 
is  she  walked  around  with  ranch  oclass 
Thinking  of  a  bit  of  t.hie  to  pass 
He  whiof  ered,  11  ieby,  yt  u  sho  got  class," 

And- fitting  arid  proper  res  her  reply 
s  she  arched  a  whisker  ri  ,ht  oner  her  eye. 

"Daily,  I’m  fed  on  certified  milk 
And  nightly  I  Sleep  on  pillows  of  silk. 

I  should  be  happy  with  -.That  I've  got. 

I  should  be  happy,  but  happy  I'm  not. 

I  should  be  happy,  I  should  indeed 
Just  cause  I'r  highly 'pedigreed. 

Cheer  up,"  said  the  Ton  Oat  with  a.  smile 
And  trust  pour  newly  found  friend  for  awhile. 

You  need  net  escape  from  your  back  yard  fence 
Baby,  all  ou  need  is  experience." 

How  the  .joys  of  life  ho  did  unfurl 

As  he  told  her  the  tales  of  the  outdide  world 

Suggesting  at  last  with  a  lurid  laugh' 

A  trip  for  two  drawn  a  primrose  path. 

Now  the  morning  after  the  night  before 
The  Kitty  came  homo  a  >out  the  hour  of  four. 

The  innocent  look  from  her  eyes  had  rent 
The  smile  on  her  face  -fas  a  smile  of  content. 

In  later  years  the  neighbors  came 

Just  to  see  the  Persian  kit'ons  of  pedigreed  fame 

They  weren't  Persian,  they  roue  blade  and  tan 

And  she  told  them,  that  their  daddy  was  a  traveling  nan 

A  traveling  man,  a  retching,  scratching  traveling  man. 


BOO  01/ :  Dr:i  DOO 


0,  please  play  .for  mo 
That,  .sweet  melody 
Galled  Doodle  Doe  .Doo 
Doodle  Dec  Doo, 

I  dont  kiow  the  rest 
.Out  what.  I  like  best 
Is  Doodle  Deo  Dool 
Silliest  tune 

Now  there  isn't,  .much  to  it 
All  you  gotta  do 
Is  to  Doodle  Doe  Doo  it 
I  love  it  so 
Dhcreevor  I  go 

1l.’s  Dood.u;  Dee  Doodle.  Dee  Doo, 

Now  a  rirl  that  I  know 
Li  a  vaudeville  shoe.' 
ti]/es  Doodle  Doo  Doo 
Doodle  Don  Doo 
She  couldn’t  Pence; 

So  they  gave  her  ?  chance 
.it  i  ho. o  Doodjae  Deo  Doo 
Dot  much  on  looks 
But  oh.  what  a  figure 
Br  nk  roll  is  small 
But  .it’s  getting  bigger 
She  bought  a  Roils  Doyen 
But  not  with  her  Aire 
ohc  bought  it  with  her  Doodle  Deo  Doo. 


COME  AMO  JOIN  TJH  AIR  FORCE 


Gome  in  and  join  oho  Air  Force,  it's  a  grand  place  so  thev  say 
You  never  have  to  work  at  all,  .just  fly  around  all  day. 

Ihilo  others  work  and  study  hard,  and  soon  prow  old  and  blind, 
t/cdll  take  the  air  without  a  care,  and  you* 'll  never  mind. 

Chorus  r  Oh,  never  mind,  no,  never  mind. 

Oh,  come  on  and  join  tho  .Air  force, 

And  you'll  never  mind. 


Como  on  and  pot  promoted  as  bir  as  you  desire, 
You! re  rioxng  on  v  gravy  tr~in  when  you're  an  j\rm 
out  just  mien  you're  about  to  bo  a  general  you'll 
The  engine  cough,  the  >d.n  *s  fall  off,  and  you'll 


y  Flier, 
find 

never  mind. 


Chorus : 


You're  flying  o'er  the  ocean,  you 
You  sec  your  prop  come  to  a  stoo, 
The  ship  won't  float,  you.  can  not 
Oh,  ’./hat  a  dish  for  the  crabs  and 


hear  your  engine  spit, 
the.  Cod  damn  engine* s  quit, 
swim,  the  shore  is  miles  behind, 
fish,  but  you'll  never  mind. 


Chorus : 


Oh,  when  you  loop  and  spin  her,  and  with  an  awful  tear, 
iou'11  see  ’  our  stuboy  " zings  fall  off,  but  you  will  never  care. 
For  in  about  two  minutes,  Mac,  anot.hcr  pair  you'll  find. 

You'll  fly  with  Pete  and  tho  angel:/  sweet,  and  you*  11  never  mind. 


Chorus : 


Oh,  then  you  meet  a  Fokkor,  he  shoots  you  down  in  flames, 

Don't  waste,  your  time  belly  aching*  and  callin'  tho  beggar  names,. 
Just  push  your  stick  into  tho  ground,  and  pretty  soon  you'll  find 
There  ain'r  no  hell  and  all  is  well,  and  you'll  never  mind. 


Chorus : 


Oh,  we're  just  a  bunch  of  Air  Force  Lads,  and  wo  'don't  give  a  damn 
/bout  one  groundlings  point  of.'  view  and  all  that  sort  of  ham. 

.vc  want  a.  hundred  thousand  ships  of  each  and  every  kind, 

And  now  we've  got  our  own  Air  Force,  so  we'll  never  mind. 


Chorus : 


*  ' 


'7HIF7ING  FOOF  SONG 


From  tho  tables  down  at  Usury*  s 

To  the  nlaoo  where  Louie  dwells 

To  the  dear  old  Temple  bar  we  love  so  trail 

See  the  v,hiffing  Poofs  assemble 

Tfith  their  glasses  raised  on  high 

And  the  magic  of  their  singing  casts  its  spoil 

Yes,  the  magic  of  their  singing 

of  the  songs  -  .e  love  so  trail 

Can  awasting  and  Ka  Varning  and  the  rest 

They  will  serenade  our  Louie 

bhile  life  and  breath  shall  last 

And  trill  pass  and  be  forgotten  with  the  rest. 

"Te  are  poor  little  lanhs 

”/ho  have  lost  our  tray 

baa ,  Laa,  Pa  a 

r/u  are  little  balck  sheep 

TJho  have  gone  astrar 

Baa,  Baa,  Baa 

Gentlemen,  songsters,  off  on  a  spree 
Damned  from,  hero  to  eternity 
God,  have  mercy  on  sue1';  as  wo 
Baa,  Baa,  Baa 


AIR  CORPS  LAiO'iT 


lime  eyes  have  seen  'the  Cays  of  men  who  ruled  the 
■  A  Hi  hearts  that  laughed  at  death  and  lived  tor 
But  nor;  those  hearts  are  grounded  and  those  days  a 
The  Air  Corps's  gone  to  hell. 


fight  ng  sky 
nothing  but  to  fly 
re  long  gone  by 


Chorus : 


Have  them  road  at  every  station 
Crucify  the  man  i.ho  breaks  one 
Tho  Air  Corps's  gone  to  hell. 


Flying  Re gulntions 


IPhones  have  felt  their  pouncing  throb,  a  hundred  thousand  strong 
g  -mighty  airtforno  legion  sent  to  ri ht  the  deadly  rrrong 
But  now  it's  only  monory,  it  only  lives  in  song 
The  Air  Corps's  gone  to  hell. 


Chorus : 


I  have  seen  them  in  their  T- Bolts  ebon 
I' vo  seen  their  screaming  power  d,i-A;s 
But  nor;  the  fly  like  sissies  and  they  h 
Their  spirit's  shot  to 


their  eye,-  -•  vro  dancing;  flame 
t'lr-t  oiestud  Coo. ring'  s  name 
ring  their  herds  in  shame 


uionus: 


Their  flow  3-26'  s  through  a  living  he 
And  bloody,  dying  pilots  gave  thei 
But  norr  they  all  play  ping  pong  in  t 
Thoir  To chniquo's  gone  to  hell. 


•11  of  flak 

.r  lives  to  bring  them  back 
he  operations  shack 


Chorus ; 


Yes,  the  lordly  flying  Fortress  and  the  liverator  too 

Once  -wrote  the  doom  of  Germany  with  contrails  in  the  blue 
But  now  the  skies  are  empty  and  our  ’•'■lanes  arc  vet  rith  dev; 
And  they  can't  fly  for  hell. 

Chorus : 


You  have  ucard  your  pounding  gO '  blaze  from  vring  of  r  lishod 
The  purring  of  your  merlin  was  a  song  you  heart  could  fool 
But  nog-  the  L-5  ertarss  you  r.ith  its  .moan  n  groan"  n  squeal 
And  it  won't  climb  for  hell. 


Chorus : 


Hap  Arnold  built  a  fighting  t-„am  that 
About  tho  '.aid  blue  yo>  dor  in  the  d,> 
But  no'T  wo' re  closely  supervised  for 
The  Air  Corps's  Gone  to  hell. 


jr.ng  a  fighting  song 
/s  '..'hen  men  were  strong 
r  we  'no y  do  wrong 


Chorus ; 


Chorus  s 


Chorus 


Chorus 


Chorus : 


Chorus : 


Chorus : 


Chorus : 


Chorus : 


Chorus : 


THE  SCOTCH  'TEDDING 

Oh,  the  king -was  in  the  counting  house, 
^counting  out  his  wealth. 

The  quoen  rras  in  the  bedroom 
i^playing  with  herself. 

Singing  I  did  it  last  night; 

I  did  it  now; 

The  man  that  had:  you  last  night 
Cannot  hove  -you  now} 

Oh,  the  bride  was  in  the  bodro  ;m 
Explaining  to  the  groom 
The  vagina,  not  the  rectum 
Is  the  entrance  to  the  womb. 

Oh,  the  parson's  vgLfo,  oh,  jshe  r.a.s  there 
Seated  dorm  in  front, v- 
wreath  of  roses  'round  Her  nock. 

And  a  carrot  up  her 'cunt. 

Oh,  the  parson's  daughter,  oh,  she  tips  there 
She  had  them  all  in  fits. 

Diving  from  the  mantle  piece 
-nd  landing  on  her  tits. 

Oh,  the  village  idiot,  oh,  he  was  there, 
A-seated  by  the  fire. 

Amusin'  liimsolf  by  abusin'  himself 
'71th  an  India  rub'  or  tiro. 

There  ivas  fucking  ;.n  the  hayloft. 

Fucking  in  the  ricks. 

You  could  not  hear  the  music 
For  the  slushing  of  the  orioles. 

Oh,  the  village  blacksmith  lie  was  there. 

His  hammer  and  Ms  arris. 

Talking  to  the  Countess, 
end  showing  off  his  Halls. 


Oh,  the  village  parson  he  was  there. 
And  very  surprised  to  see 
Four  and  twenty  maiden  heads 
A-hanging  from  a  tree. 


There  rras  fucking  in  t 
Fucking  on  the  stairs. 
You  couldn*  t  sc;.:  the  c 


ho  hallways, 
nroot  f-.  ~  the 


For  the  come  and  curly  hairs. 


c-rr. 


There  rras  fucking  in  the  barley 
Fucking  in  the  oats. 

Some  wore  fucking  sheep 
And  some  wore  fudging  goats. 


Singing  balls  to  your  partner. 
Your  ass  against  the  wall; 


If  you  don't 
You' 11  never 


3°t  l".id  on 
get  laid  at 


Saturday 

cXl# 


night. 


TANTALIZING*  B.RO-7N3 

Get  you  a  kitchen  me  ilanic  from  some  unite  folks' os  yard 
ijid  leave  those  ta^taJ-isl^,  brov/ns  alone 4 
Got  you  a  real  high  ybllaj  one  that  passes  for  vMto, 
oauso  sho*s  a  genuine  to  tho  bone, 
xlnd  every  night,  you'll  bet  your  life  ■ 

She ‘11  feed  you  roast  beef,  stowed  beef, 

tf1?1  a — .  .  .  trallopin*  haml 

Get  you  a  kitchen  mechanic  from  some  vrhito  folks* os  yard 
.lUid  leave  those  tantalizin'  brov/ns  alone. 

And  leave  those  browns  alone _ 

And  Leave  those  tantalizin'  ,^andMizinf'  browns  alonoUU 


TID2  YOUNG  PUNSNITZR 


Booxdo  a  auinen  v/aforinXl  no  bright  and  suiinv  doni’ 

Beside  Ms  battered  p5-*g,  o  young' pursuit  or  iW,'  V  3 
Ms  parachute  hung  from  r.  nearby  "tree;  lo  "r/as '  not  yet  unite  .‘load. 


Lott,  listen  to  tho  very  last 


I’m  going  to  . . 

"here  whiskey  flov,r; 
There  isn't  just  a 
"here  all  our  crew. 


ore 


•ttng  pursuit  or  said: 


land  -  here  everything "is  bright, 
’em  tola  graph  nol 


N  >  May  poker  every  night, 

thing  to  do  but  rit  around  and  singj 
1  "f-mrn#"-'  —-Oh,  Death,  "here  is  thy  sting? 


9 


*TMr" 


>  j-  . 


/;  '  ‘ .9; :\  :  '  LILLY  FROIf  * PICCADILLY  '  ■  '  ,  ;  - 

•°k,  I  took  a-  trip  to  London  to  look 'around  £he  .taww 
:^hon  X  got., to  Piccadilly,-  "the  sun- 'was” going  down, 

■  I’  yo  never  seen  such  bareness;  the  night  'was  black  as  pitch, 
^en,  suddenly,  in  front/  of  mo,,  1;, thought'  I-aaw  a  lAtah." 

Chorus:  •'  Oh,  ;it  was  Lilly,  from  Piccadilly  '  ■' 

.  .  /;yQ;Vi'/"know;:'thn,-ohc  I^mqan,  the  one,  I  mean* 

;  i  ;  e:i'* llhipend' bach  payday,  that's  my" hoy,  hoy  !  y  . 

■  '  ■  ;-:  ;?hthrLilly,  my ‘blackout  ^queen.*  ifeela,  da,,  da,,  da,  . 


CSi, .  I ’cc^ldht-t-^et  'her" figure;  I. couldn't  sec  hor  face,  l,;*  ' 

if,;l‘vovcr  .Ki0et;.;hcr,ll'l.l  know,' her  .any  place.  ;  •'■'  s' 4  .{,■  < i 
I  covlfin!.t,-'teil' ifeglie.'-nore  blonds,  or  d dark •  brunette,.  ''  1 
i  .But,  gosh,- 0  •’  gee,  -’did  she  give. me  a  thrill  I  uonlt  forget  I 

Chorus:  v>".:  . '  '  f  >'•  •  .  -  ■'  : 


*  . 


...  . She  said  to-mc  ., ,0h  Yankee,  boy,'  arc  ya  lonesome,  arc  ya  blue? 

■  Just  step  .around : the :  corner,  I*  11 .  show  you  .what  to' do." 
^.’yontyup  soae  dark  aileyj;..I'said  ,,I  love  you  kid."  .  ’■  .  , 

'■  •  ,Shevsaid’..,,Okay,  but;  first  "you.  pay".  So  I  gave  her  twenty  .quid, 

hChbrus  ■  ■■J '  .  •>  ■  ;.  •' 

>  :d>  *:  *  v  *  V7  •  g  * 

\  '  -  ‘l*  |  .  :  *  r  'i  - .  -  \  *  •>  ”  '  ’  .  ^  *  s  ‘ 

■■.  •She  ; leaned'. -her, ;baqk  against  the  trail-; /  I  took  her  in  ajy -aras^’ u ..  • 
r, ,^‘She  .gayc^lpgmdvhppo  .ycry  /all,,  and  all  her  buxom  charms  * 

AAii .  i:l  lost ora^’hdsdjj^:lqst  ipy  heart,  'I  -evcn  lost  ay  hat.  -*  .' 

■  ■ '.-vt'  ./l' ^[Jras  ■should.  ha'vb"beOn  ,a  circus  'acrobat  1’ 

phT  vf;.  .Chorus : ’  ;p  ';v. 


,;.l?e-'-yfent'tt;o  .'her.  .'apartment,.  an%r^en  to' were  in  bed  v 

ir't: ; I.  said  sonic  day  vra'd  rrod 
She , even  ivavn’-  by'nalrf’ s»«t.  ■  sho  map.' so  very  nice# 

■rms  Cheap  at  half ' the 'price l 


tras;'a>lp^d^fs,.later>t  I'bogahto  .feel*  so-  oueer,  . 

^  Tfihbn^^shfc.vop.  siefe,.  ball;  ;tbc  'Boc  said  ,,'lt's  quite  clear 

- -  •  don't  be  shy. 

-y  .. ..  --  1  ^h  a-  sigh..- 

•A  <  i\.br  *tfc>  ,  iV  .  /  j  ri  , 


* .\  i  p£' s'  •’  s  y;"‘ 

«  ,-V  *  *:•>.*,  ‘  •*  ;  , 

S&S v h-A  -t’fi  .  1  if pt 

v.  ' :  ifr  .v  .  . 

k-'U?;-:-’;:." *><  ;  '  ■  vH  .  ■  . 

,  -fi*  ; ..  ■. . 

;  ./ > r.  -  •  .  •  v  •  -  .  1  ~.Vv  “  .  j  ;  ' 


■  *  JOLLY,  JOLLY  EECLYHD 

/,  •  -  (Cockney  .Accent) 

Oh,  I  don'  t' want  to  b.e  a  soldier, 

I  don1 t  want  to  go  to  war, 

I.  just  .want  to  hang  'around  : Piccadilly  on  tho  ground, 
Livxp1  of£  the/oarns,  of  me  high  born  lady,  - 
Monday  -I 'touched'  her.  on  the  ankle,''  1  -  *"-?**<  •  :  ' 

Tuesday  L.  touched; Jie'r  on  .the  Knee.  s?':'  ,  '.  /A 

'■fQdnosday,-  success 3  X  .lifted  up  her  drpss,  ■  . 

Thursday/ her  ..ohepiise^  I.did.sco,  V.  ’  -  '  "  '• 

Now,  l^ida3^I;;:put.cruy  hand' -upon  it, 

Saturday.'she  .gave  mo  halls  a  tr/dak^  tweak,  ..tweak* 

It  was  Sunday  alter  supppr  I  shoved  the  old  boy  .up*  er 
And ’now  pho  paras  mo '.seven  and’  six  a  Yfock.  Gor*  hlimcvi 
I  don't  want;  to’  ho  a  soldier,  '  '  V 

I  don*  t.  wahifc  d.o,go  to  \var.  V  A. 

I  ^  just  wan o to -hang  around  Piccadilly-  on  the  fv ound, 
livin' ,  oxf  the  Gains  of  nuA  high  born  lady*' 
r,doh*i;fentia%ullct  up  mo  arse  hole,  * 

X  don't  - want/iib..  bollicks  shot,  away,  - 

I  just -svpnt.^tp.^taya  in  England, :  in  Jolly,  Jolly  Englahd, 
iind  forni;patc'5»ie  .  lucking,  life  away* 


,-i--  -  ‘  '  ’  CANDLE'S  BOY  .' 

•!  Oh, -  the  boy. went  in. to  the1  handler's  s,hop 
; /  Setae  candlers  for  to  buy.  :  '  .  <•  . 

.  He  hunted  all  aver1 the  candler'  s  -  shop*  .  . 

•'The  ’candler,  to  espy,  .  V  "  . 

;  i He hunted,  he'  hollered,  he  screamed,  he  bawled,  '  '•  ■ 

A  Enougja  to  wake  the  dead,'  1 

.  rihen  he  ‘suddenly  .heard'  a  (tap,-  tap,  tap)  right ,  above  his  head. 
JeSf,  he.  .su4donly  heard  a  (tap/  tap,  tap)-  right  ,  above  his 'head, 

-h  '  ...,y  %.;i-  .Agj,  ill'A  -  ;  -  :  *  g  -  -  . 

Hoy  this  little  boy ^ras  very  sly;  .  ,  -  y  •  •  ^  ids 

He  started  /to  ''c^imb  the  stairs,"  ’  '  '*  '*"■  v  ■  r 

He  cliabed-tb.eii._or,  so.  stealthily  ,  .  '  ’  .  y- 

'.’  Sd  as,  not-  to ^disturb  the  hairs,  -..'A;-  :  '  '  . 

.  And  theye  yn.  tlie.'bed  lay  the  candler'  &  boy  .•  •  • 

■Between  a  .lady, ',s  thighs 


v_. 


ijid-thoy  wore  .having  a. (tap,-  tap,  tap)  right  before  his  eyes. 

Yes,  they  wore  .having  a  (tap,  tap,  tap)  right  before  his  eyes. 

Hair  when*  the  game  -was  over, 

.The  lady-raised  her  head,  ■  •  .  , 

>:And  -.she  was  very  surprised  to  see  ,  . 

■The.  boy  beside  her  bed.  .  ~  . 

Said  she,  , ,  to\mg -’map,.  if  my  secret  you'll  keep 
To  you-  I  null' be  kind,  ... 

i.nd  you)  11  be ,  haying  a -(tap,  tap.  tap) 'when  ever  you?  re  so  inclined: 


les,  you)  11  be  .having,  a  - (tap, 


tap)  when  over  you’re  so< inclined." 


.  ’•  . .  ",  Now  ‘all 'yop'  mcri-who  do  ■wives,"  ’  '• 

J  A- ,  ,yhen  ever  you' goHo  town.  ’  . 

■  Make  sure  you  -either  -  lock  'em' up,  ■  ,  ,  .  •' 

Or  else  you  tie :. 'em' down.*. ;  \  ■  • 

.  .  -  '.For  If . they' re . like  the  candler' s  wife  ,  -  . 

:  .'  <  .  '•  ■  And  truepto  the  ways  of  their*-kind,  . ...  .  _  .  - 

,  *  '■%'  tney'll  be. having  a  (tap;-  tap,  top)),  ’.''hen  ever  they're  so,  inclined 
f  ;.i-: ,-' ■.-/.!  ,  ^2S>  they'll -bp  having  a  (tap,  tap;  tap)  when  over  they're  so  incline 

V'v  Now  this,  pis  the  end  .of  my  story  '  . 

■’>'  up '  r  i  ''  And  -if -you ‘nod; your  head  -  -  .  -  .  : 

vw-."  ’Yc'li  just  turn',  out.  the  .‘lights  right,  here  '  A  .  ,  •  ' .  "  ■ 

..And  slowly g climb  -.-.to  bed.;  _  -  ' , .  -  ‘  .  -  .  -  '  .  -  ■. 

w v  '■  -For  if  you). re  .like  the  candler' s- trife. 

V'b  ,'d  :  -  A  .-.And:  maybe  you*  re.;,  so  inclined,  *,•  ,  .  '  .  n 

- ;  /-*—  J--n,  tap)  when  yoii  make  up  your  mind,  . 

tap)  when  you -make  up  your  mind. 


fy \>] yyy  *yy;-wy*/  :•  '•  ••  -  :  v 


iyJl 

'  *.'.  -*v.  -**'t  ‘ 

4  fr'f*  '} 
x\  \^-y<'  ' 


-,  V'*!u  --'tS' ' :  <  . ; 


EA5LI  ABORT 


,  _ r ••■ ' I‘ 11  ^o:;t'h©f/la#t:v;one '-tottakc  off,-  thbl  first  one -to^ got  back- 

•v/4,  *'*,*'  1  -f  ■ r  * '  ‘>  *  '  A“  ■  ••»  >v  y?  •'..  *  '4  •  ;  ■  •  ,  t‘t  .  '  ..i  *  *  ' 

vCv--*:  ’.'  Chorts:  ab5ort,tf§vatoid  tha  rushj ’■  .  y 

yhv '■.■  . ,'  'V;  rd^Xey,  -  Vv^s.';  ' '  V, Cy.  .  y 

|\! r  ’  y  '  ,.  S'S  7  '  ,  .  X ,  •  .*  \  ’•  /'.  ‘  ?,,  ’’  *  Is  ,  ,  ,; Jl  \  .  */  y%  ^ 

take  off  gadget;,. our ’•courdefat ?1Q:Q0  v  *  -  y 

S' ^  •T&on^seap^  turn  back" again £J"  "**  ~ . 


C;y;“  '  /Jid  we  a«ilX^ll  turn,  baok^gadm^  ••  '”'  ' 

^ MS-  =;  ',  ./,iet^t  -?.f S^'  S?Q ' don? t'.'  faSiow’ •wher^^.te’-'ve 'boon.'  •' '  ■  •  ■  j- 

and.bcO.Xy-i».;  -'y/- ,-  >;ry  , 


^.'“•'  l  '  ;,  .Chorus;': 

r1!.!*-'  ~'N — .’.  *’’  V 


«'r  *  i% 

. H;v, 


.y,  ,  -•  '  'T  •’  -**  r.-  ^  ^rrWf-1T**o  V 

Ik ;, .  '•■  ■ '  :• 

•v.C"A  V  ;k-  Rv->- ,  id  --- T‘-;:y:. - ; 


Jugs  af'  a'Kundrcd  bloddy  foot.’.  •• 

■  anckfo^vand  in  tho  bloody  sleet  . ,  ,  , 
dy\  Bojith,^ instead',  we1  re  bloody  north* 
S all.  5at.-'ti'-o  ‘ furth  of  HLoo'dy  F^rth.  •  . 


"•;•  -. .  ;--4.  ■£  S  '. •: 

•••  y-  '  v>il; 

iS 

C  '  ^KiTL ?:&  j. 


Moody  Mcf-  ■ ' 

Cl'^IS^i^o^M'-noMduhHIdelay^:  ■„  .  •  ■■..  ,:  •  ’  .. 

Huppej-fc-' Lca(j0?;  '  ; '  '  -y 

^ *..%  ■ r  M  iMSMCi^lead^r  o$'^y®xn$iit£Mi  -  all  the  Poop*:* .  '- 

m^HSMmArn^ -  <•:  ...  -;vv 

“ '.  If) '-■» '  -:  •■•■■'■.-  v\  ■  .  .  ■-.  ■ 


'■:/<'  i  ;vi:  V'  -'j 


.,'  :  :.  Ik- 

^  &  v'  sv”  * 


’.>4.11  -  .-'h  v 

L:.l .  .  ?  1  /..  ,  > 


: .  r:;‘'-% " 
1  y-it’.-'j 


‘.  v.:  -  * 

'  py’:  ; 


fa  WiV-M 


V  ,  '  :  /  »  '  ITEST  VIRGINIA  HILLS 

In  .ihe  Hills  of -west  Virginia  Lives  a  girl ' named  Nancy  3ror/n« 

‘  never  seen  such  beauty  in  city  or  in  term# 

Nq1^  Nancy  and  the  Deacon  c.limbea  the  mountain  come  high  noon*  1 
And  when  they  reached  the  sunrnit  it  was  very,  very  soon# 

■:  f-  #  '  • 

■  .Oh,,  she  >coine ’rollin*  dorm  the  mountain,  rollin’down  the  mountain, 

Pollin' down  the  mountain  by  the  damn,  •  • 

fnd;  in  spite  of  all  his  urgin’  she  remained  the  local  virH n,  ,  ■’ 
And  is  just' as  pure  as:  7/est  Virginia  ham,  ./  A'.  . 

■  Now,  along  came  a  trapp.erj  Hendqrso'n  by  name.  •  .  •  ,  !  h; 

He  tqoh  ,o«r  little  Nanby,  and  the  story’s  ju^t  the  same.  '  ' 
ohe  cam©  .rollin'  ■■■down  the  mbuntsin,  rollin' dorm  the  mountain, 

i  Rollin' down  the  mountain  by  the  shack,  .  '•  a  < 

And*  in  -  spite  of|  all-  his  urgin’-,  she  remained  the  local  virgin, 

;  And  is  just  as  pure  as' Papp;^’ s  Applejack, 

.  But,  along  came  a  slicker  rath  his  hundred  dollar  bills. 

He,  took  our  little  Nartcy-  a  iray  Up  in  the  hills, 

hi .'Tbm''  inc*  sy  up  in  the  ihountaip,  stayed  un  in  the  mountains, 

?  otaycd  hp:  In'  the-  mountains  all  that  night, '  . 

i:  :  ■  :  1  ®-  ■  ;She  came  Jhome  hext  morning  early  more  a  -roman  than  a  drlv. ' 


,  r  ,  '  ■  ■  . —  ^  - - * awi  u  ct  WVJtlf.lJU  I 

e  -  y '/'And  her'pap.y  kicked  the’ hussy  out  of  cirht. 


,  she's  dJ.yini'in'Vfche  city,*  livin''  in  tho^itv,  • 

:  Oh,  she*'s  < 'livin', ,  in  the  city  mighty  swell.  .  "  '  ■  *•••  •  \  ' 

‘  * s  cone  ,auay  path  pots  ana  kittles,  ana  she's  oatin*  fancy  vittles 

***!■/. 'An?| Rteat /Virginia  hills  can  go  to  hcllli  •  - 

.  ■■■  ■  /  -  '  .  '  , 

along' come  depression;  took  Slicker  bv  the  nsnts. 
fojy#  Mi-Xlo  .had'  to  -  sell  his  Packard,  -had  to  give  up  litt-lo  Nance.  ■  • . 

&*ik  a&  ’Soj  non  she’  s  .back  in  Vest  Virginia,  back  in  "rest  Virginia, 
in  "fest Virginia  as  of  yore,  1 
*  ^1C  , and  the  Trapper  get  that  thins  that  they  wore,  after, 

-V ^itey>And-shets.  knop^  as  the  ’  est  Virginia  Girly  of  .the  mount ain.U  l> 


v,*'4  \ ’  i  £ 


*  / 


tV:A 


A :  ^  ! 

t  r  -  (t  .  ■••A' 


‘ ' ,  'h 


’■  '  %  :  *  ' 

*  *  ft ,  «  ♦  ^ 

i 


o»  rtsiLLY*  r;  bar 


Tv,ras  a  cold  ranter's  evening,  tho  guests  "Tore  all  -leavinr. 

O’Reilly  -as  closing  tho  bar,  . 

’’iicn  ho  turned  and  ho  said  to  the  lady  in  red 
"Got  up l  You  can't  stay  v/horo  you  oral 

She  r/ept  a  sad  to  r  in  her  bucket  of  beer, 

As  she  thought  of  the  cold  night  ahead; 

’  .lien  a  ~ontlome.) 

And  those  are  ti 


rroncr  oto-por1 

out 

eras  tbnt  ho 

said 

old  her  the  to 

.In  p;g 

•  Ir  Corps  -man. 

md 

^  ~ ~  J  v ■  ;c  O  VUcllb 

gash l U ) 

So,  remember  our  mothers  and  sisters,  boys. 
And  let  her  sleep  under  the  bar 11 


HE 


gp’ 


:!D  1C  BY  IIY  SLEITOEH  ICCIC 


He  grasped  mo  by  my  slender  neck 
I  could  not  yell  or  scream 
He  took  me  to  his  r'ingy  r'-om 
’There  he  o,  r.ld  not  be  seen 
Ho  toi’c  off  all  my  flimsy  a  reaps 
And  gazed  upon  my  form 
I  ras  so  very  cold  and  dr-  in 
-  -nd  ho  so  hot  and  ■'Tarn 
He  pressed  me  to  his  eager  lips 
I  cor- Id  not  make  bin  stop 
He  drained  no  of  my  very  life 
To  my  very  last  drop 
Ho  made  me  ’.That  I  am  today 
That’s  idly  you  see  me  litre 
A  broken  bottle  throrvn  array 
That  one  vies  full  of  beer. 

A 


R2C  T(  TO  B?.1LIN 


It’s  along,  hard  road  on  roccy  to  Berlin, 
-■-nd  the  flak  its  bursting  high, 
ind  the  P-lfi* s  and  the  P-gl's  * 

fni  ~  $  • 

ia°Y  wore  uarding  us  high  in  the  sky. 


•fc  wore  hall  i  ray  bo  tivocn  Lake  OunuTior  and  Ha 
l:\on  all  hell  broke}  loose  in  the  blue, 
f  Cause  the  Jerrys  had  spotted  us  from  five 
...nd  tuey  omo  up  to  s...o  aliat  thov  could  do. 


,mhur  a 

o1 clock  under, 


Noit  the  first  pass  its  wade  on  the  k6:?nd, 

Colonel  Shearers  -.ra  in  the  lend. 

Oh,  he  eo-pKid  end  he  nor. pod  and  ho  mopped  and  he  mopped 

Cause  ho  tncmght  he  ircr  Id  never  get  home. 

uo  the  Colonel  lie  called  to  his  brave  navigator. 

Said  Crivo  me  a  heading  hono”, 

But  tnc  na%~lgc.tor  vrith  bus  hand  on  the  rip  cord 
Said  11  Hey,  boy,  you1 re  going  hone  alone.” 

So  r.nc  Colonel  he  called  to  his  brave  bonbardior, 

Said,  51  ivo  me  a  h  ad  in  g  hone”, 

But  the  bonbardior  had  already  parted. 
more  are  sx.t.cncc  on  the  ships  interphone. 

oo  at  Tivrcnt;/— tiro  thousand  lie  cbov-od  on  his  candy, 

-nd  he  mopped,  mo  pod,  mopped,  mopped,  mopped. 

Oh,  he  mopped  and  mopped  and  ho  nooped  and  he  mopped, 

Oc  so  he  thought  he  would  never  get*  homo. 

oo  t, dtp.  i our  engines  feathered'  ho  glided  into  safety 
it  the  runway  of  his  homo  base, 

-jid  iu's  vdt.'i  great  pride  if -at  he  tolls  this  story 
ith  a  mop- eat in*  grin  on  his  "ace. . .  nop,  mop I 


i 


October  10,  1989 


Mr.  C.  W.  Getz 
P.0.  Box  412 

Burlingame,  CA  94011-0412 
Dear  Mr.  Getz, 

i  saw  your  ad  In  the  June  ‘89  Retired  Officer  Magazine  and  thought  that 
I'd  send  these  two  “songs"  to  you.  They  were  dedicated  to  the  C-123 
Provider,  the  Trash  Hauler  of  Vietnam  with  the  callsign  "Bookie".  1  don't 
believe  that  they  are  copyrighted.  They  were  put  together  by  a  lieutenant 
from  Atlanta  for  a  dining-in  at  Phan  Rang  A.B.  in  early  1971.  Unfortunately 
can't  remember  any  more  details. 

incidentally  I  have  a  copy  of  Wild  Blue  Yonder  I  but  have  been 
unsuccessful  in  locating  volume  I!,  is  it  still  available? 

Sincerely, 

(2j  jQ— 

Paul  J.  Reinman 

Lt.  Cbl.  USAF,  Ret. 


THE  BOOKIE  BIRD  SONG  b  " '  ■  \  .  f 


The  AG  tells  me  that  I'm  too  slow, 

The  Dash  I  and  Chapter  8  I  don't  know. 

Bub  to  fly  the  Bookie  Bird,  I  wake  up  at  night,  ' 

The  only  thing  I  know  is  "Fly  and  Fight," 

K 

Oh,  it's  "ALCE"  this  and  "TAILPIPES"  that, 
lour  Fox  Mike’s  broken  and  your  tires  are  flat.  ; 
Can't  tell  what  the  guy's  saying  on  the  ground,  1 
But  you  know  on  final  you'll  be  going  around.  '  . 

"Fire  and  Follow"  are  all  very  swell 

But  to  start  without  a  bang  is  an  art  in  itself* 

She's  a  sweet  ol'  bird  if  you  treat  her  nice;  ; 

land  her  short  and  you'll  be  walking  on  ice. 

Oh,  Colonel  "Z"  will  have  your  neck  in  a  noose. 

And  Corasale  won't  dare  let  you  loose. 

So  do  your  job,  boy,  and  do  it  good. 

And  don't  complain  like  you  know  you  should. 

The  Bookie  Birds  fly  low  and  slow, 

And  the  pilots  don't  know  just  where  to  go. 

Once  in  a  while  we  carry  a  band, 

Then  it's  off  to  Cam  Phan  with  a  load  of  sand. 

OOOOOOOOOOOOH,  Off  you  leap  into  the  war  out  yonder,  ' 
Flying  low  under  the  clouds.  .  - 

"Saigon  Tea"  is  not  a  drink,  '  • 

For  she's  our  "Mother"  and  It's  stupid;  I  think, 

Just  to  carry  drift  wood  to  old  An  Thoi, 

Rocks  to  That  Son! !  You're  shlttin'  me,  boy! ! 

On  45  to  the  down  wind,  call  the  tower,  .  v; 

Tell  em' ,  "I'm  coming  in." 

Puttin'  down  the  flaps  in  the  final  turn, 

Pop!  goes  the  bracket  —  Oops!  you  crash  and  burn. 

With  6,000  feet,  you  don't  need  to  reverse, 

And  pilot's  that  do  will  surely  be  cursed. 

'Cause  a  copilot's  job  you  will  have  bought, 

For  running  off  the  runway,  oh!!  Parish  the  thought!!! 

Now  this  is  the  last  verse  in  our  song, 

And  one  thing's  for  sure,  it  won't  be  long, 

Before  Colonel  feed  buys  a  little  Saigon  Tea  ’ 

And  finds  out  the  girls  don't  do  it  free. 

I  say  good-bye  to  all  my  children, 

It's  been  grand  but  I  have  to  split. 

So  mind  your  altimeter,  lower  your  gear,  - 

And  just  like  the  monsoons,  I'll  eee  you  next  year. 


SAIGON,  SAIGON  TOWER  ; 

THIS  IS  EX-PROVIDER  ONE 
I'M  COMING  DOWN  FROM-' PHAN  RANG  ' 
TO  HAVE  A  LITTLE  FUN 

OPEN  UP  YOUR  RUNWAY 
AND  LET  MY  BOOKIE  LAND 
THEN  TELL  THE  GIRLS  IN  SAIGON 
OF  ALL  THE  THINGS  I'VE  PUNNED  ,  ; 

SAIGON,  SAIGON  TOWER  ,  ; 

THIS  IS  EX-COMMANDER  REED 

I'M  COMING  IN  FROM  PHAN  RANG  ... 

TO  FILL  ANOTHER  NEED 

I'M  GOING  WITH  THE  I.G. 

SO  PLEASE  EXPECT  THE  WORST 
IF  YOU  DON'T  LET  ME  LAND 
I'LL  INSPECT  YOUR  ASSES  FIRST 

SAIGON,  SAIGON  TOWER 
THERE'S  A  V.I.P.  ON  BOARD 
WE'RE  TURNING  FINAL  WITH  THE  GEAR 
"GO  AROUND"  THE  TOWER  ROARED 

BIEN  HOA,  BIEN  HOA  TOWER 
WE  NEED  TO  END  THIS  FLIGHT 
WE'RE  TURNING  FINAL,  CHECKING  GEAR 
PLEASE  GIVE  US  A  GREEN  LIGHT 

Vfe. 

PAN  AM  IS  CLEARED  ON  ACTIVE, 

F-5S  ARE  PITCHING  TOO 
THEY  DON’T  WANT  US  EITHER,  ■  - 
PHAN  RANG  IT'S  UP  TO  YOU 

PHAN  RANG,  PHAN  RANG  TOWER 
THIS  IS  EX-PROVIDER  ONE 
I'M  GIVING  OUT  OF  GAS 
THERE'S  NOWHERE  I  CAN  RUN 

PLEASE  TURN  ON  YOUR  LIGHTS 
IT'S  AS  DARK  AS  SHITHOUSE  CRUD* 
"I'M  SORRY  BUT  THEY'RE  OFF  TO  STAY 
BY  ORDER  OF  COMMANDER  BLOOD!" 


2421  ffecklind  AYenue 
St.  Louis,  Mo.  63110 
October  17,  1989 


Dr.  Charles  ¥.  Getz 
P.  0.  Box  412 
Burlington,  CA  94011-0412 

Dear  Sir: 

A  notice  in  the  "AFTERBURNER" ,  a  newsletter  for  retired 
USAF  personnel,  stated  you  would  be  interested  in  any 
Air  Force  music  for  your  "The  Wild  Blue  Yonder ;  Songs 
of  the  Air  Force"  book. 

Am  enclosing  a  copy  of  "SONG  OF  THE  MATSMBN",  which  was 
written  while  I  was  Command  Band  Supervisor *  and  Director 
at  Scott  Air  Force  Base,  Illinois. 

You  my  retain  this  copy  for  your  files. 


Yams  truly. 


BENNIE  MANISGALCO 
(Capt.  USAF  Retired) 


Music  by:  Capt.  Bennie  Maniscalco 
MSgt.  Carlos  Saloio 

Lyrics  by:  Doctor  Hilda  Kelley 


SONG 

of  the 

M A  TSMEN 


Published  by 

Directorate  ot  Information  Hq.  Military  Air  Transport  Service 
Scott  Air  Force  Base,  Illinois 


SONG  OF  THE  MATS  MEN 


Lyric  by 

Doctor  Hilda  Kelley 

March  Time 


Music  by 

Capt.  Bennie  Maniscalco 
M/Sgt.  Carlos  Saloio 
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Moderato 


Arthur  C.  Porter 

305  East  Fourth  South 
P.O.  Box  415 
Rexburg,  Idaho  83440 


(208)  356-6801 


C.  W.  "Bill"  Getz 
P.O.  Box  412 

Burlingame,  Calif.  94011-0412 
Dear  Bill: 

Here's  the  sheet  music  to  "Tonopah." 

I  couldn't  find  my  copy,  but  called  up  a  former  buddy  who 
lives  in  Fort  Worth,  Texas,  and  found  this  one. 

Neither  was  I  able  to  find  the  record  I  thought  I  had.  My 
friend  in  Fort  Worth  can't  remember  the  recording  and 
perhaps  the  band  never  recorded  it.  I  may  have  confus|fed  it 
with  some  somewhat  bawdy  records  I  accumulated,  but  I  can't 
find  any  of  them,  either.  I  still  have  a  couple  of  places 
to  look,  however,  and  if  I  find  a  "Tonapah"  recording  I'll 
send  it. 

If  your  productions  are  strictly  recordings,  I  hope  you  can 
have  this  song  recorded,  as  it  is  a  good  tune.  At  least  I 
hope  you  can  publish  the  music.  There  must  be  a  lot 
old-timers  out  there  who  were  stationed  at  Tonopah,  on  their  way 
overseas. 

Will  look  forward  to  hearing  from  you  again. 


Art  Porter 


October  25,  1989 


''tbnqpahJJ 


WORDS  AND  MUSIC  BY  CPI.  HERMAN  KRINSKY 


l  c60l*  oo  wijn\  out  my  <norn£(ts  j  noatfm*oe  ememn 
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TONOPAH  ARMY  AIR  FIELD  DANCE  ORCHESTRA  DIRECTED  BY  T/SGT.  EARL  PENNY 


Dear  Sir: 


October  27,  1989 


I  noticed  your  article  on  songs  of  the  Air  Force  in  the  September 
1989  issue  of  the  Afterburner. 

I  am  not  a  musician  and  have  no  music  to  supply  with  a  coudIp  of 
songs  I  picked  up  while  flying  B-2h's  in  Italy!  You  may  Sve 
them,  but  I'll  send  them  to  you  anyhow. 

One  of  them,  the  Fifteenth  Air  Force  Song,  is  sung  to  the  tune  of 
As  Time  Goes  By.*  The  words  ares 

You  must  remember  this 

The  flack  can't  always  miss 

Somebody's  gotta  die 

The  odds  are  always  too  damn  high 

As  flack  goes  by. 

And  when  the  fighters  come 

You  hope  you're  not  the  one 

To  tumble  from  the  sky 

The  odds  are  always  too  damn  high 

As  flack  goes  by. 

Two  tenths  and  four  tenths 
Knocking  at  your  gate 
Hurry  up  you  joker 
Gotta  kill  that  rate 
And  if  they  hang  up 
Salvo  don't  be  late 
The  target's  passing  by. 

It's  still  the  same  old  story 
The  Eighth  gets  all  the  glory 
Ihile  we're  the  ones  who  die 
The  odds  are  aLways  too  damn  high 
As  flack  goes  by. 

The  other  one  is  the  B-2i|  S0ng  and  is  sung  to  the  tune  of  "The 
labash  Cannon  Ball.*  The  words  go  like  this: 

listen  to  the  rattle 
The  rumble  and  the  roar 

The  country  side  is  littered  with  the  parts  of  2Us. 


2. 


The  bombardier  yells  “Bombs  Away* 

Right  thru  the  bombay  doors 

The  country  side  is  littered  with  the  parts  of  2l*s. 

Oh  that  B  dash  2k 
Oh  that  four  engine  whore 
The  pilots  who  fly  it 
Are  all  bound  to  lose 
Pull  55  inches  and 
Still  only  cruise 
Oh  that  B  dash  21*. 

If  you  don't  have  these  songs  I  hope  you  can  figure  them  out. 

I  had  trouble  remembering  the  words,  because  I  remember  them 
best  when  I  get  looped.  Happy  memories.  Incidentally,  Homeland 
is  8  miles  west  of  Hemet. 


Very  truly  yours, 


Magnus  <J.  (Myg)  Siegfried 
It.  Col.  USAF  Ret. 

30?12  Cocos  Palm  Ave. 
Homeland,  California  9231*8 


Verden  McQueen 

1617  Kemumoku  St.,  it  1403 
Honolulu,  HI  96822-4322 


November  6,  1989 


Mr,  Charles  W,  "Bill"  Getz 
P.0,  Box  412 

Burlingame,  CA  94011-0412 
Bear  "Bill": 

According  to  an  item/^Setwash"  on  page  5  of  the  September,  1989, 
Afterburner,  you  are  looking  for  any  vintage  Air  Force  music  not 
included  in  your  first  two  volumes* 

It  was  through  this  note  that  I  first  learned  about  those  first  two 
volumes,  and  sure  enough,  the  Hickam  library  had  a  copy  of  the 
"clean**  one.  You  did  us  all  a  great  favor  by  collecting  and  publish 
lishing  so  many  memorable  pieces  that  would  otherwise  have  soon 
been  lost  forever, 

I*m  sending  you  two  of  my  "dated**  attempts,  and  give  you  full 
rights  to  do  whatever  you  wish  with  them. 

Good  luck  in  your  valiant  up-dating  effort. 


Verden  McQueen 
LTGOL  USAF,  Bet. 

Glass  42A,  Kelly  Field 


Inc: 

Along  the  Mekong 
One-Engine  Song 


Phone  (808)  531-8687 


THE  ONE-ENGINE  SONG 


tqr 

Verden  McQueen 


I  climb  in  the  cockpit 
and.  look  all  around; 

I  hope  this  old  Gooney 
will  get  off  the  ground. 

The  cowlings  are  rusty, 
the  gages  are  wrong. 

It  looks  like  the  start 
of  a  one-engine  song. 

CHORUS i 

Clackety  clang J 
Now  what  have  I  done? 
Rattlety  bang! 

This  flight  is  no  fun; 

I  need  two  good  engines 
and  only  have  one. 

I  take  to  the  runway 
and  give  her  the  gun. 

She  balks  like  an  outlaw 
about  to  be  hung. 

The  weather  is  lousy 
and  as  we  plow  on 
my  copilot  tells  me 
our  right  fan  is  gone. 

We  feather  the  dead  one 
and  bore  through  the  soup 
while  that  other  engine 
starts  getting  the  croup. 

The  rain  is  so  heavy 
I  feel  like  a  fish. 

The  sky’s  full  of  lightning, 
all  aimed  at  old  ish. 

We  tune  in  the  tower 
to  give  them  the  word. 

Our  antenna's  broken; 
our  calls  can't  be  heard. 
There's  ice  on  the  wings 
and  we  can't  break  it  loose. 
We  feel  like  our  necks 
have  been  caught  in  a  noose. 


We  throw  out  our  cargo, 
we  snap  on  our  chutes. 

Our  good  engine  sputters; 
we  shake  in  our  boots. 

It's  dark  and  we  can't  find 
the  back  of  our  hand. 

We  can't  keep  on  flying 
and  can't  see  to  land. 

We  trim  up  our  aircraft 
to  fly  straight  ahead, 
get  ready  to  leave  her 
and  walk  home  instead. 

My  crew  chief  deserts  me, 
my  copilot  next, 
while  I'm  getting  lonesome 
and  greatly  perplexed. 

Forgive,  me,  dear  Gooney, 
for  ending  this  tour, 
but  you're  so  contrary 
you'll  clobber  me  sure, 

I  jump  into  nothing* 

I  tumble  and  drop. 

I  yank  out  the  rip  cord 
and  feel  the  silk  pop. 

I  swing  and  I  dangle. 

I  pull  at  a  shroud. 

I  fall  till  I  puncture 
the  base  of  a  cloud. 

At  last,  just  below  me, 
at  home  on  its  strip, 
right  there  on  the  ramj 
sits  that  contrary  ship! 

Be  kind  to  old  Gooneys, 
wherever  they  be  — 
but  first  cut  my  parachute 
down  from  this  tree  — 
you'll  never  replace  her, 
that  bucket  of  bolts 
will  still  be  around 
when  your  grand-daughter  votes* 

—1963 


ALONG  THE  MEKONG 

Verden  McQueen 


I  don't  waste  my  idle  fancy 
on  the  flooding  of  the  Yantze; 

I  don ' t  worry  ' bout  the  ice  worms 
on  the  Yukon. 

When  the  Mississippi  rages 
I  just  keep  on  turning  pages 
while  I  dream  of  next  year' s  harvest 
on  the  Mekong. 

CHORUS: 

When  the  rice  is  gathered  twice 
along  the  Mekong, 
my  long  year's  remote  assignment 
will  be  through. 

When  the  rice  is  gathered  twice 
along  the  Mekong, 

I'll  be  flying  supersonically 
to  you. 

I  don't  worry  'bout  the  VC 
or  the  politics  in  DC, 
or  if  oarachutes  are  filled  with 
straw  or  nylon; 

■  I  work"  overtime  at  wishing 

for  the  kisses  I've  been  missing, 
While  I  watch  the  crops  progressing 
on  the  Mekong. 


I  don't  worry  'bout  the  Buddhists 
or  the  Montagnard  half-nudists, 
or  the  riots  and  the  pedicabs 
in  Saigon; 

but  the  thing  that  gets  my  back  up 
is  the  Red  campaign  to  hack  up 
my  two  precious  crops  of  rice 
along  the  Mekong. 

There  may  be  no  good  solutions 
to  the  wars  of  these  Confucians, 
but  there ' s  one  sure  way  to  lick 
the  Commie  Dragon: 
not  by  howitzers  or  Hueys, 

or  ten  thousand  second  Louies, 
but  with  laddies  from  the  paddies 
on  the  Mekong. 

'.'hen  I  see  what  Uncle  Ho  did 

starting  out  like  Uncle  Joe  did, 
making  dictatorial  slaves 
of  men  and  women; 

I  remember  Dien  Bien  Phu  days 

and  the  early  World  War  Two  days, 
and  I ' m  proud  to  do  my  part 
to  save  the  Mekong. 


—  1965 
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pilots  :^e  piaying  cards  °ne  d*y- 

Says  one,  I  11  tell  you  something,  boys,  if  you’ll 
listen  to  what  I  say* 

've  dr°ve  ail  types  of  aircraft--  one  each  of  every  kind 
But  I  ve  yet  to  meet  the  equal  of  the  Bell  P-39.  ’ 

-rit  S  aknown  tricycle  cannon,  the  fastest  on  three  wheel®? 

It  s  a  dangerous  among  the  109' s  as  a  worm  in  a  ’ 

stream  of  eels. 

JI  S+IrtWho^?1lot1  like  a  womani  it’s  shape  is  also  slick. 

if  tte  head  ani  y°u  Just  as  iuiok. 

II  the  command  to  hit  your  cockpit  comes  ringing  through 

your  shack 

You’re  a  pretty  cagey  pilot  if  your  plane  is  not  „intact. 

If  you  read  last  month* s"Be 11  Ringer"you’re  damn  sure 
misinformed 

For  when _ the  Jerry  spots  you  he’s  not  one  bit  alarmed. 

This  stripped,  denuded  strafer  goes  stumbling  through 

the  blue 

But  Jerry  is  up  there  waiting  to  slip  the  screw  to  you! 

When  Jerry  sees  this  ’Cobra  he’ll  laugh  and  clap 

with  joy 

Fot  when  he  comes  down  a-roarin’  it ’s  '‘finis'  f or  you*my  boy. 

You  only  have  two  worries?  the ’Cobra  and  the  Hun.  ' 

You  re  sitting  in  the  first,  the  second’s  in  the  sun. 

Now  the  moral  to  my  story,  though  unpatriotic  lines 
Is  why  the  Hell  we  don’t  dispense  with  the  Bell  P-39?" 


m  not  in  a  P-  three"  nine  ~ 

Where  all  you^go^is  T*  ^  M*'B  whine 
To  carry  yC  t^fS-liSeTSir. 

TordiTO  f?r  ^  man  in  the  Bel1 

t,  ° Ztahlm  ri&ht  straight  down  to  Hell. 

I  ve  been  across  and  I  want  to  go  back 
or  Jerry  has  too  damn  much  flak. 

Whether  your  ba£  be  silver  or  gold 
Five  sorties  and  you’re  damn  sure  old 

You  can  keep  your  BFCj  just  send  me  across  the  deep, 

And  put  my  ass  in  a  big  BT  where  the  blonde-headed 

0-r  -011+  mo  -k  c?n  swarra  ’round  me. 

-7^4.?u^  me  ^ehmd  a  hard-wood  desk 
With  a  good  sharp  pen  and  an  elbow  rest. 

P??8  0f  this  piaihtive  song: 

Your  life  m  a  Bell  can’t  be  too  long. 


of  1943 


Ova-  clouds,  under  wires 


eyes  or  me  artmery. 
In  and  out  through  the  trees, 
We  re  as  hard  to  find  as  fleas, 
We  re  the  eyes  of  the  artillery. 


So  it’s  fly  fly  see, 

In  the  field  artillery. 

data  toud  attd  clear, 
l>h,  we’ll  give  the  axis  fits, 

In  our  Maytag  Messerschmftts, 

We  re  the  grasshopper  artillery. 

We  don’t  wear  spurs  or  boots. 

And  we  fly  too  low  for  chutes, 

We  re  the  eyes  of  the  artillery. 

We  don  t  mind  mud  or  sand, 

We  don’t  need  much  room  to  land, 

We  re  the  eyes  of  the  artillery. 

(i^ine  &  author  unknown) 
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brave  men 

this  STORY  WHICH  I  TELL  YOU  DEPICTS  THE  Bl 
°F  MEN  WHO  FLEW  THE  B AITLE5  -  BENEATH  THE 
THEY  DRENCHED  THEIR  SOULS  IN  WHISKY  ANI 
THEY  GAVE  NO  DAMN  FOR  ANY  MAN**UVE  ON  F 

THEIR  GUNS  WERE  HEARD, AT  NADZAB,  THEY  FC 
THEY  LEFT  THIER  MARK  UP  IN  THE  SKIES  WHIL 
ON  WADKI  AND  OWI  THEIR  NAMES  ARE  LOUDLY 
THIER  FAME  WHILE  BASED  ON  LEYTE,  CLIMBED 

THERE  WAS  NO  GREATER  EFFORT,  SO  G|yE;  THE 
JUST  LIFT  A  GLASS  OF  WINE  FOR  THOSE  WHO  D 
THIER  GUNS  GOT  HOT  ON  LUZON,  AND  IE  SHIM  A 
SOME  NIGHTS  HARD  CUT  WIT&  HONOR,  AND  COUI 

C  .  ■  i  i 

ALTHOUGH  THE  WAR  IS  OVER  THERE  STILL  IS  P: 
WHO  SERCH  THE  SKIES  FOR  DANGER  IN  OLD.  GO] 
DONT  FROWN  UPON  THIER  CRAVINGS  DON ,  T  ANG 
JUST  STEF  UP  BOYS,  AND  HAVE  A  DRINK  WITH  T; 


THE  FAR^  AND  :>THK  MAlT)EN 


OH,  THE  FARMER  AND  THE  MAIDEN 
THERE  WERE  COURTJN  I  DECLARE 
DOWN  BY  THE  GARDEN  GATE-  THJetlf 
OH>  THE  FARMER  WAS  BASHfflJUAIs 
HE  ASKED  HER  IF  HE  COUMYAND  7 


YOU  CAN  DO  fTUF  YQ€  WANT  TO 
BUT  YOU  BETTER>d  IT  RipHYOs; 
YOU  HADN'T  BJ^TEksDQ  |T  LIKE 
FOR  IF  YOU  JXJlM  TELb#lf0U  j 
I  »  LL;  NEVEjV'LElj  YOU  DO  $$$$&& 


[THE  OTHER  NIGHT 


OFArr  n  nrctoLDMETHE  G00^  FROM  TffE  BADi  *■ 

Ob  ALL  Ob  His  WORDS  THESE  WERE  HIS  LAST  I  Mi 

NEVER  FLY  HIGH  AND  NEVER  FLY  FAST*" -ML  £  |  -  <t  \  ,■  . 

AND  OK1™  J?_™*  wafers  JVITH  THESE  OKI'S  IN  -  MIND 
AND  Obb  lO  NEW  GUINEA  DID  GO'  -'O*  :  L*  !  .  ' 

BUT  WHEN  I  GOT  THERE  IT  WAS  ONLY  FIND-  fil  '4  •[ 

5RS8S  S  SSjSSiB*  4J  ( 

^sssmssismmh  A i- 

BUT  BROTHER  YOU'RE  KLYING:ilUSI.:TQS;'«ffIPn^!.,  '■  MJ. 


(SPEAK*$R) 

(CROWD 

(SPEAKER) 

(CROWD) 

(SPEAKER) 

(CROWD) 

(TOGETHER) 

(YELL) 


WHiPFEN  POOF 

TO  A  TABLE  DOWN  AT  MQWRY 
TO  THE  PLAQE  WHERE  LOUIE  I 
TO  THAR  DEAiXQLL  -  TEMPLE  B J 
WE  LOVE'  pQ  'W^pssKiP  :i' .  f  '  f 
WHERE  THE  !  W H I F b E^SP OOF S !  J 
WITH  THEIR  GllASSRjS  SeD  C 

AND  the  majgic  b’YfTteiSStG 

jCUSTS  A  spell 

YES  THE  MAGl'd1 4|^HiiRfelNg 
OF  THE  SONOS  ^fefp)VE-S>-WE 
HOW  MY  'BpNNi^lMife^sTiN'1 
AND  TH^'-KEft  Jpfeifr J. 

-OH  WE  ’JUis^^rdL^  LODI 
FOR  A&-LONG*AS;*r?I*^&w4^  *-4! 


WHIFFEN  POQF,:  (CHORUS) 

tRE|  LjrTgLf ,  LAST  SHEEJE-J"i  r 

W AiVlhil /*v4  Tr>  T*  ‘  ;'P  ■  I 
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np 
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B 

illif  'Iffip-i 
Vt  -V 

mh 

||ft; 

1. 1: 

|  '  | 

SYDNEY  LEAVE 


There  once  was  a  pilot  to  Sydney  did  stroll 
He>d  just  gotten  back  from  a  raid  on  Rah§ 
When  an  old  MP  Sgt.  said  pardon  me  pleas 
There  ’  s  blood  on  your  tunic  and  mud  on  vn 


Why  Sgt,  you  bastard,  you  bloody  damm  fool  i  j 
I've  just  gotten  back  from  a  place  called- Rabaul 
Where  the  Aek  A«k  is  flying  and  comforts  tfjf  ‘'few 
And  brave  men  are  dying  for .  bastards,  l^jjppl  j 


Then  the  ,old  Mp  Sht,  said  !  pardon  pe'  Sir 

On  yep  Lt.  I -intended  no 

But  the  girls  here  in  SydneyLawfjdlmawd ' 

U7i+.!i  KWwl  /V.J  _  .1 '  1 ’  V  '  '  I 


With  blood  on  your  tunic  and  mue  on  your  sleeve. 

Now  listen  here  Sgt,  you  Woody  dammed. fool  J 
The  girls  will  all  know  I  ‘  ve  just  caom  from.Rab 
I'll  wine  them  and  dine  them -and  then  we  will  : 
Out  to  my  flat  where  I »  11  tell  them  my  woes. 

And  so  the  Lt,  found  liim  a  girl 
He  wined  her  and  dined  her  and  gave  her  a  twirl 
Then  out  to  his  flat  where  he  told  her  his  woes  „ 
And  she  felt  sorry  so  she  oguldn  ’  t  say  no. 


Twas  nine  months  later  the  had  a  son 

She  wrote  to  her  pilot-Oh  ?  what  >  to  be  done, 

With  this  fair  baby  that  gave,  to  me. 

Who  sits  around  and  wets  on  my  knee  ? 


The  pilot  wrote  back  with  this  sad.  I$vipe  t  |  j 
The  baby  *  8 ,  ijot  mine  -but  t§>  UM  1  ! 

If  I..'d  to  .  pilot  tat  i.«y 

Ifi -the  boll^y  jloung  taotonf itJ-hg-f  wWat  a-i-r  t^abanl 


js 


<A  ^ 


THE  MAN  BEHIND  THE  ARMOR  PLATED  DESK 
Strip  Polka) 


Ctu'  ) 


ff  Early  in  the  morning  when  the  engines  start  to 

'  ...  .  '  im«i  #1  <  1  ajt  ^  ^  JL 


roar 


You- cfi^see  the  did  'ga#£  standing 
Beside  hi  a  office  do-or.  f?y  opza-iri**?  £>0&c 


j seet«»-*aA-( 

^  Hem.  Ibp  Sweating  out  the  take-off^ 
/As  he-*-o  often  dona  before. 


jjj 3  The  man  behind  the  armor  plated  deski —  d*-^ 


Four  times  he's  led  us  up  there 
.And  he  always  led  us  back  4 
Fori.he  circled  o’er  the  I  F 
As  we  weht  in  to  attack. 

He  said,  "I’m  hard  yet  fair,  boys,  but  allergic  to  ack  ack." 
The  man  behind  the  armor  plated  desk  l 


And  when  the  target  *  s  sighted 
Who  inspires  our  attack? 

Who  says,  "Hundreds  may  go  inV'lads, 

But  a  few  aren’t  coming  back." 

Who  says,  "We’ll  disregard  the  minimum 
When  you  suppress  the  flak," 

The  man  behind  the  armor  placed  desk. 

And  when  the  mission’s  "over 
And  debriefing  they  should  be 
Ton  can  search  the  whole  field  over 
But  J?ot  a  pilot  will  you  see. 

For  they’ll  all  be  at  the  #0"  Club 

With  a  mixed  drink  in  their  hand 

Binging  "The  Man  Behind;  the  Apmor  Plated  Desk"  i 


*4n  i)"A) 


{Tmm  Ban4) 

J*  Tbrottl.  Bender, 
t  ?  ”5e  ^®&ier  of  the  R&tmi 

££^rg‘£  rss,-*- 

They’ve  got  a  lot  to  learn. 

CBOBUS  W.  are  k>  beys  ft™  Ita,ukt, 

We  are  the  boys  from  Itazook, ' 

We  are  thl  boys  from  Itazt 
We  fly  with  the _ _ Crojdp. 

ff  nf?e  fs  "battle  Bende: 

I  a  the  leader  of  the  Grohp. 

1  always  causei  confusioi  ^ 

But  I  don’t  giW  a  hoo 
I  climb  too  slow,  I  di 
I  pull  excessive  G* 

I  beer  their  knocking  Knees. 

*«••«»,  .CHORl 


too  faal 


My  nane  is  ThrottlfeWnder, 
l  a  the  leader  off  the  Wine 

So^Sn^1^!  a/roAin  y«are 

So  I  don’t  knov/ a  thiiife 

*«*  the  »Wf««eu3n,  boye. 
That  I  am  goiig  to  ieadY 
fut  I‘m  Command^- 

So  there  really  is  no  neX 

L  * CHORUS 

S  flight/  bfcys. 
Of  if  you  lead  a  Group;  ' 
Je^an/ ear  and  you  win  he 
BI  kind  of  poop* 

Frvm /ToKeey o  to  Sazzm&go 
Joum  hear  the  boys  all  say, 

tT I6?1**  benb  toe  throttle! 

Zynad  it  rough  today, 

. CHORUS 


The  Old  Bombardment  Group 


Fill  that  barrel  up,  we’ll  drink  a  loving  cup 
To  bombers  one  by  one. 

Drown  your  sorrow  and  forget  tomorrow, 

For  tomorrow  never  comes. 

Here’s  a  health  to  Anti-Aircraft, 

Here’s  a  bumper  to  Pursuit— God  help  them; 

Join  in  all  of  you,  we’ll  drink  a  barrel  to  .  .  , 
THE  OLD  BOMBARDMENT  GROUP. 


"TH;i  sag;  of  ms  swede n 
Tunc  -  "Utah  Carl1* 


bor*fr  non  also  cane  up  with  "The  Saga  of  tho  Swede ", 

SSo^  h:+C^°y  °f  "Utah  Cryli,»  which  in  the  case  of 

p.i  sonncl  ct  luvcnaair  Base  will  be  of  interest  only  to  certain 

vni^tGd  in  feriTinS  supplies  and  in  providing  weak  ! 

SsXp  *$*«“*«&»» of^Lan 

upon  other  &  lighter 


We ^ were  going  on  a  mission 

And  the  Swede  was  on  ray  right, 

Whr.n  the  iccder  made  a  stoop  turn  to  the  left, 
un,  the  Swede  ho  racked  it  over, 

And  he  hold  it  in  there  tight. 

But  he  couldn't  hold  it  there  despite  his  heft. 


Oh,  tho  Jerries  they  did  bounce  him 
As  ho  fell  off  in  a  skid. 

So  I  cut  back  my  four  throttles 
To  go  back  and  help  tho  kid. 

Xt  was  too  late  when  I  got  there. 

Ho  was  going  down  in  flame, 

And  it’s  lucky  that  1  didn't  get  tho  same 

Oh,  the  Jerries  they  did  bounce  him. 

And  I  say  this  horrtfully. 

If  you  will  fly  your  missions 

You  must  cut  across  your  knee. 

How  you  all  have  hoard  ny  story,  | 

It' p  tho  Srga  of  the  Swede,  ; 

and;  you'll  never  make  a  stoop  turns  I  d  I 
Whop' you're  flying  in  tho  load.  ■  .  1  ;j 


'  j  An4  ^e.’prej  thir4y  as  hell  |MB 

iFor  want  oflj  4  woman  we  ’Wall 

Sh  gliant^ 'please'  my  wljat'^^n^slpl 

Now  there  ’  s‘  snakes  in  the'  |  jungle  ami  i^b^0 j|| 
;  '•  <  Mosquitos  have  a  seven  ipeh  prong,  ,;£j||.  4$|jg|j 
i  ■  The  rain 1  falls  in  buckets,  $3j|jdTj|,^p 
j  Oh  Shan^fit  gives  us' 

1 '  The  aeroplanes  stink  and 

.  '-j  And.the  jfjSIaveyj”  doayjpnow'.whemjwMift 
^tombp^lifflrs .  opuldn  *  t  liit  Vjf  ■ 

•  4  Oh  IShanty!  please  send  fps&Jr*  3  ’ 

Now  Shanty’s  our  leader,  and  this  you  al|.  sa? 

He’s  a®  Irish  as  a  banshee’s  wail.  ;  .  |.? 

But  take  it  from  us,  the  truth  of  it’s  just. 
He’s  half  Scotch  and  half.  Ginger  Ale,  .  ’ 


BLESS  THEM  ALL 


There  ’  s  a  Mitciiall  that  *  s'  leayjpg.  ] 
Bound  for  New  Britain  shores' i T y’ 
Heavilly  laden  with  terrified'  Yanks 
Bound  for  the  land  they  abboih  i  ^ 


Jhe  polots  a  second  ^  Louie  ]  "~j; 
He  never  expects  to  be  ’moire  | 
There’ll  be>;i}0  pro|aotious: .A 
So  cheer  pip'jijsy  'las®„.Blesj  M 

Blfla^^^|,J  bWfj  «a<  aljj  j| 


The  Grasshopper  Song 

(Tune:  "As  the  Caissons  Go  Rolling  Along") 

Over  clouds,  under  wires. 

To ^ hell  with  landing  gear  and  tires. 

We  re  the  eyes  of  the  Artillery. 

In  and  out,  through  the  trees. 

We  re  as  hard  to  find  as  fleas. 

We  re  the  eyes  of  the  Artillery. 

CHORUS:  Then  it's  fly,  fly,  see. 

For  the  Field  Artillery, 

Send  down  your  data  loud  and  clear— 

RANGE  CORRECT! 

Oh,  we'll  give  the  Axis  fits 
With  our  Maytag  Messerschmitts 
We're  the  Grasshopper  Artillery!! 

We  don't  wear  spurs  or  boots. 

And  we  fly  too  low  for  'chutes. 

We  re  the  eyes  of  the  Artillery. 

We  don't  mind  the  mud  or  sand, 

We  don't  need  much  room  to  land 
We're  the  eyes  of  the  Artillery! 


The  Glider  Song 

Don't  flush  the  toilet  on  the  township. 
When  the  glider's  on  behind, 

For  there's  nothing  quite  so  disconcerting 
As  flying  blind. 


I  love  the  high  tow,  X  love  the  low  tow, 

I  love  to  listen  to  the  whistle  of  the  wind; 
But  when  you  flush  the  toilet  on  the  township. 
Brother,  that's  where  I  came  in  - 


10 


Washout  Dirge* 

(Time:  "The  Funeral  March") 


Check  Flight  Instructor  was  after  me  today. 

Too  late  for  me  to  get  on  my  knees  and  pray, 

Oh,  how  he  spun  me,  now  you  must  shun  me~-f o-o-r 
Check  Flight  Instructor  was  after  me  today. 

Clothes  packed,  I'm  leaving,  my  flying  days  are  done, 
Home  to  raise  babies,  the  Army  says  it's  fun. 

Making  tiny  garments,  luck  to  you  varmints — f o-O'-r 
Check  Flight  Instructor  was  after  me  today. 


*WASPS  Training  Songs. 


it' 


CH0BD3 


(&*■*  ) 


VU#rr  as  corps  maw 

(&»  Battle  Hymn  of  the  Republic) 

5  s  &s  ir^Msr  -■  *-  ^ £• 

6  the  manwho^bMaks*^^  4300  th*"‘  ”“4  0t  eT“Iy  »*»«•<>■> 

The  Air  Force  has  gone  to  HELLt 

«F  bones  have  felt  their  pounding  TttQ6-  hllrlHlwi  .. 

A^*tr  alrborn.  Xegion  Imt  frtffitJ'ZSSZ 

£  s  £.v&  rio »  u"‘ 14  ^ 

But  now  they  fly  like  eissies  Ldil!!  ^ blast!d  Gang's  name, 
Thair  epirlt'e  ihoilb^E?  h«*d*  *  «*—, 

The,  flew  «-*-  rjR~,i£jh.  .  . 

tod  bloody  dying  pilots  gave  their  live^to^rll^th^1^  °f  flack> 
But  now  they  «H  Dlav  Pino  Pnn»  a_  +.  ®  bring  them  back, 

."r  f  “A*  rin8  rang  in  the  Operations  shank 
Their  technique' 8  gone  to  HELL  l  snacic 

Tea,  the  lordly /Boe£*4-  Portress  and  the  Liberate**  +>,« 

Once  wrote  the  doom  of  Germany  with  contrails  in  the  blue 
But  now  the  skies  are  empty  and  our  planes  are  woWth  dew 
And  we  can't  fly  them  for  HELL  i  wlth  dew> 

tiA*& 

And  it  wALU^fe  climb  for  HELL^.  groanin' 

A^ufSf,  ?W  ST  ~ng. 

But  now  «.•„  cloa^TSrrtaeS  T* 

The  Air  Porce  haa  gSaTTSK?  "e  "J'  d° 

»•  "Sit'ttfblSrt^bSS"^  ”  4,10  angal'a  gama, 

But  now  that's  all  VERBOTEN  L  w!'!!  f?^ld  ou^ W  to  fame. 

Our  spirit's  toot  toHBLLl  11  S°  tame» 

One  day  I  tnizzed  an  airfield  with  another  reckless  ^h«n 

n»tffhW  S,  hot  f,°mation  with  his  wingtip  in  my  lap  P* 

But  there's  a  new  directive  ZF  ^  J■ap, 

Or  you  will  burn  in  HELL  l  Ve  no  ffioro  o£  that. 


All*  Corps  Lament  (coni) 


Bar®  you  ever  climbed  a  Lightning  up  to  share  the  air  ia  thin? 
Have  you  stuck  her  long  nose  down  just  to  hear  the  screaming  din? 
Have  you  tried  to  do  it  lately? 

Better  not  —  You'll  auger  in.  , 

And  then  you'll  sure  catch  HB^Lic  t.. 

Mine  eyes  get  dim  with  tears  when  I  recall  the  days  of  old 
When  pilots  took  their  choice  of  being  old  or  "young  and  bold" 
Alas,  I  have  no  choice  and  I  will  live  to  be  quite  old. 

The  Air  Force  has  gone  to  BELLI 

But  smile  awhile  my  pilot,  though  your  eyes  may  still  be  wet, 
Someday  we'll  meet  in  heaven  where  the  rules  have  not  been  set. 
And  God  will  show  us  how  to  buzz  and  roll  and  real fy  let 
The  Air  Force  FLY  L£KE  HELL  t 

2JHAL  CHORDS  * 

Glory  —  no  more  regulations, 

Rip  them  down  at  every  station. 

Ground  the  guy  that  tries  to  make  one 
And  let  us  fly  like  HELL  l 


S'OC  J7M 


Vaib  force 


Off  ^e  go,  into  the  wila,  blue  yonder 
Cliobihi  high ,  Into  the  sun 
Here  the^vcome  zooming  to  meet  our  thunder 
At  'em  boyV*.  give  her  the  gun* 

Down  we  dive/smooting  our  flume  from  under. 

Off  with  one  helJ/of  a  roar, 

We  live  in  fame /dr  go  down  In  flame. 

Nothing  can  stop  theNJ  S  Air  Fords  t  •" 

/  \  *« 

Here's  a  toast  to  the  host\pf  those  who  boast 
the  vastnesar  of  the  sky, 

To  a  friend  we  send  a  message 
Bis  brother  men  who  fly/ 

We  drink  to  those  who  gave  their  aHvOf  old 
As  down  m  roar  to  soore  the  rainbow 'Vjfet  of  gold* 
Here's  k  toast  to  the  host  of  those  Whov^oast 
the  I  >5. Air  Foroel 


h 


Mew  m.tsm  nmr 

C&lge:  Wabash  Cannon  Ball) 

Listen  to  the  rumble,  Oh  hear  old  Merlin  roar 
I'm  flying  over  Moji,  like  I  never  flew  before 
Hear  the  mighty  rush  of  the  slipstream 
And  hear  old  Merlin  roar 

I'll  wait  a  bit  and  ssy  a  prayer,  and  hope  it  gets  me  heme. 

Itazuke  tower,  this  is  Air  Force  601 
I'm  turning  on  the  down -wind  leg 
My  prop  has  over-run 

*?•  **"*■  •v  oM-tw-on. 

Ion  d  better  call  the  crash  crew,  and  get  them  on  the  run. 

Air  Force  801,  this  is  Itazuke  tower 
I  cannot  call  the  crash  crew,  'cause  this  la  coffee  hour  l 
You're  not  cleared  In  the  pattern,  now  that  la  plain to see. 
So  take  it  on  around  again,  we  have  some  VIP  i 

Itazuke  tower,  this  is  Air  Force  801 

I'm  turning  on  the  downwind  leg,  I  see  your  biscuit  gun. 

My  engine's  running  rough,  and  the  coolant's  gonna  blow 
I  m  gonna  buy  a  Mustang,  so  look  out  down  below! 

Itazuke  tower,  this  is  Air  Force  801 

I'm  turning  on  the  final,  and  runnin'  on  one  i»mg 

I  m  gonna  laud  this  Mustang,  no  matter  what  you  say 

I  gotta  get  my  charts  fixed  up  before  that  judgment  day  l 

Air  Force  801,  this  is  judgment  day 
You're  in  Pilot's  Heaven,  and  you  are  here  to  stay  I 
You  just  bought  a  Mustang,  and  you  bought  it  well 
The  famous  Air  Force  801  was  sent  straight  to  Kelli 


Air  Force  Wpim 


Here’s  a  toast  to  the  host 
Of  the  men  who  boast 
The  vastness  of  the  sky. 

To  a  friend  we’ll  send 
A  message  of  his  brother  men  who  fly. 

We’ll  drink  to  those  who  gave 
Their  all  of  old. 

Then  down  we’ll  dive  to  reach 
The  rainbows  pot  of  gold. 

Here’s  a  toast  to  the  host 

Of  the  men  who  boast  the  US  Air  Force. 

Off  we  go  into  the  wild  blue  y(pnder 
Climbing  high  into  the  sun. 

Here  they  come  zooming  to  meet  our  thunder 
At  ’em  boy^  give  her  the  gun,  give  her  the  gun. 
Down  we  dive  spouting  our  flame  from  under^ 

Off  with  one  hell  of  a  roar.  * 

We  live  in  fame  or  go  down  in  flame*  * 

Hey^ nothing  can  stop  the  US  Air  Force: 


&H8  ^  IS§§ig|tiS  o\ 


N  Af^r  the  mission'  s  over 
Aftek  we  all  get  back 
We  get.  interrogated 
Where  did  you  see  the  Mak? 

How  were\the  Jerry  f igntere? 

What  time\was  tally  feg? 

Have  you  W  bitchej 
If  not,  youNmay  go, 
we  like  P-47\ 

We  think  ttwyNhandle  swell 
We  like  to  fly\£6rmation 

We»re  all  as  nuts  ae  H . 

We  like  the  fighter  peal-off 
2b  will  kill  usallx  some  day. 
land  in  15  a5oonds\  7 
Or  the  Coloksl  will  We  to  say 
(Any  name)/  you  straggled  all  day 
.used  pook  technique 
you  had  yW  head  up 


WeOl 
Tou  mi 


a  short  critique 
the  land  fall-! 

_ you  will  report 

;|h.  „9°4-y  one  wing  off 
1  to  abort. 


Off  w  go,  into  fcha  'Wild,  Blue  yonder 
Climbing  high,  into  the  aun 
Hare  they  coma  zooming  to  meat  our  thunder 
At  'em  boys,  give  her  tha  gun. 

Down  wo  diva,  spouting  our  flams  from  under. 
Off  with  one  hell  of  a  roar, 

Wo  live  in  fame,  or  go  down  in  flame, 
nothing  can  atop  tha  U  S  Air  Faroe  l  - 
.  ■  .« 


Here's  a  toast  to  the  host  of  those  who  boast 
the  vastness  of  the  sky,  *  .  • 

To  a  friend  we  send  a  message  of 
Bis  brother  men  who  fly, 

We  drink  to  those  who  gave  their  all  of  old 
As  down  wa  roar  to  score  the  rainbow'  s  riot  of  gold. 

alitoaft  to  fcb*  h0Bt  of  those  who  boast 
the  V  $  Air  Fore  el 


BOSOM  BUDDIES 

A  fighter  pilot  lay  dying 
The  medics  had  left  him  fcr  dead 
Around  him  women  were  crying 
And  these  are  the  words  that  he  said. 


Why  did  I  Join  the  Air  Force? 
Mother  ,  dear  Mother  knew  best 
Here  I  lay  under  the  wreckage 
An  "80"  all  over  my  chest. 


Take  the  dive  brakes  out  of  ay  kidneys. 
Take  the  buckets  out  of  my  brain. 

Take  the  throttle  out  of  my  shinbone. 
And  assemble  that  Allison  again. 

CHORUS 


We  are  the  boys  who  fly  high  In  the  sky. 
Bosom  buddies  while  boosin’  Vl 

We  are  the  lads  that  they  send  out  to  diei 
Bosom  buddies  while  boozin'  • 


in  the  hangar  they  sing  and  the*  shout 

■*>*  thing.  thV  tar«S3£f32s 

We  are  the  boys  who  fly  high  in  the  ik? 
Bosom  buddies  while  boozin' . 
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AIR  CORPS  LAMENT 


\. 


CHOKB3 


(Tune  Battle  Hymn  of  the  Republic) 


5®8  ^  seen  the  days  of  men  who  ruled  the  fight in*  „i~ 
jS^earts  ^  i?Ughed  at  death  and  lived  for  nothiS^bSt  To  flv 

Tb.  £f  Force  ha.  gonHo  ES  ",°Se  ^  lo"«  *«»• 

Glory- -  Flying  Regulations  have  them  read  at  everv  atA**X 
Crucify  the  man  who  breaks  them  veiy  station 

The  Air  Force  has  gone  to  HELL  l 

Uy  bones  haveVelt  their  pounding  thump  a  hundred  thousand  atw«„» 
jlrbo^a  legion  aant  to  right  th.  dSS?  arT*  ”°8' 

5*  lv  8  nes*>ry,  it  only  lives  in  song7 
The  Air  Force  has\aone  to  HELL*.  08 

I  have  seen  them  in 'their  T-Bolts  whan  th*4n  /  . 

“d  ¥*  *«  * 

Bley  £l©w  their  rugged  Thiihder j et 8  through/a  i  W4na  KaIi  #1  » 

tad  bloody  dying  pilots 

^t  now  they  all  play  Ping  ring  in  the  Operatic^  shSk  * 

Their  technique's  gone  to  HELm  ^  ***** 

Yes,  the  lordly  Boeing  Fortress  kn/the  Liberators  too 

BSten^0fh«thv4d00m  °f  °®rmany  contrails  in  the  blue 
But  new*  the  skies  are  empty  and /Our\ planes  are  wet:  with  How 
And  we  can't  fly  them  for  HELL/  \  et  With  d**’ 

You  heard  your  pounding  50'/ blaze  froiik  wings  of  nolished  *t«.i 

2  sis  2/r  ““/r*3  *  X SUfiC1'- 

.  .  ^  5  charms  you  with  its  moanix^1  groanift1  saueal 

And  it  will  not  climb  tof  HELL'.  '  '  8  squeal, 

ARNOLD  built  a  fighting  team  that  sang  th'e  fighting  song 

™  ^e  days  whfn  mV^fro^' 

Jfw  pe  cicely  supervised  for  fear  we  raak  do  wrom? 

The  Air  Force  ha/  gone  to  HELL  i  ^ Q  rong> 

8 bold  and  happy  when  we  played  the  akel's  game. 

u®  ^  tczzing  and  we  rolled  our  waAto  ffme. 

d  an  airfield  with  another  reckless  chap' 

>mation  with  his  wingtip  in  my  lap,  \ 

3w  directive  and  we'll  have  no  more  of  that  ' 
a  in  HELL  l  re  °r  that* 


X _ 


BELL  BOTTOM  TROUSERS 

. . 

Once  1  was  a  chamber  said 
Down  in  Drury  Lane 
%  aisWess  she  was  kind  bo 
My  master  was  the  same 
“Till  along  came  a  sailor 
Happy  as  could  be 
He  was  ^ie  oauae  of  all  misery* 

CHORDS i 

Bell  Bottbm  trousers 
Coats  of  Mvy  blue 
He’ll  climb  the  riggirf’ 

Like  his  dapldy  used  tv  do* 

He  asked  me  If  or  a  Kerchief 
To  tie  about\his  head 
He  asked  me  for  a  handle 
To  light  his  Way  to  bed  * 

And  1  a  silly  Widen 
Thinking  it  nd  harm 
Jumped  right  in/ the  sailor’s  bed 
To  keep  the  sailor  warm* 

CHORDS  > 

Early  in  the  inorhing 
About  the  break  of  day 
A  five  pounf  note\he  gave  to  me 
And  -this  tc/  me  did\  say 
You  may  hay®  a  daughter  or 
YoU  may  have  a  sen 
Take  this/  note  my  d^ar 
For  the  ^Silage  I  have  dene* 

CH0RDS.I/ 

1  / 

If  you/have  ft  dauyhboA 
Bounce  her  ott  your  imei 
And  if  you;  have  a  son 
Send  the  bastard  out  to\sea. 
Singing t  CHORDS 

How  the  moral  of  4his  stAry 
As  you  oan  plainly  see  is\ 

Nftver  trust  a  sailor 
An  inch  above  the  knee. 


BRING  THAT  BASg-LBQ  IB 

/*1& U»Y 

(TUB*!  Pistol  Paalfln*  Mamn) 

.5 

Flying  'round  the  pattern 
And  was  I  having  fun 
Until  one  day  I  undershot 
And  now  ray  flying's  done. 

CHORDS  Bring  that  base-leg  in,  boys, 

Bring  that  base-leg  in, 

Space  yourself  on  the  forty-five 
And  bring  that  base-leg  in. 

Oh,  the  pieces  flew  and  the  pieces  fell 
As  1  slid  onto  the  ground, 

And  all  the  wliile  the  tower  yelled, 

"Pull  up  and  go  around. " 

77* W' 


GUINEA  WATERFALL 

BesidaaOuinea  waterfall,  one  brighi^and  sunny  day, 

Beside nigshattered  Mustang  a  yojjng  pur  suit  erlay, 

His  parachute^hung  from  a  nearby'treej  he  was  not  yet  quite  dead. 
So,  listen  to  the^yery  last  wdrds  that  young  pursuiter  said. 

"I'm  going  to  a  batter^land^whe re  everything  ie  bright. 

Where  itiiakey  flows  fr  Appals graph  poles  and  there' s  peker  ~ 
every  night.  / 

Biere^  not  a  aingle'thing  to  <fc*s^ut  sit  around  and  sing, 

Where  all  our  crew  chiefs  are  womet 
Oh,  death  whery/is  thy  sting. 

Oh,  death  whe*<e  is  thy  sting,  ting-a-lingNdng-^a-ling. 

Oh,  death  where  is  thy  sting. 

The  belU'of  hell  will  ring  ting-a-ling 
For  yopi  but  not  for  me. 


/ 

COMS  Am?  JOIH  THB  AIR 


'tC&S  ) 


Cojmj  in  &qd  join  the  Air  Force,  it’s  8  grand  place  so  they  say. 
Ion  never  have  to  work  at  all,  just  fly  around  all  day. 
flhile  ©there' work  and  study  hard,  and  soon  grow  old  and  blind. 
We’ll  take  the  air  without  a  care,  and  you'll  never  mind.-' 

v/nJju. 

CHORUS  never  mind,  tso,  never  mind, 

0,  come  on.  end  join  the  Air  Force, 

And  you^Ul  never  mind* 

Coca  on  and  get  promoted  as(j&4§  as  you  desire, 
loa're  riding  on  a  gragy  train  when  you're  an  Air  Force  flier. 
But  jm&t  when  you' r#Sbout  to  be  a  general  you'll  find 
Ihe  engine  coughs,  the  wings  fall  off,  and  you'll  never  mind. 
. ..CHORUS 


You're  flying  o'er  the  ocean,  you  hear  your  engine  spit. 

You  ce©  your  prop  coma  to  a  stop,  the  G —  d —  engine's  quit. 

Th®  ship  won't  float,  you  cannot  swim,  the  shore  is  miles  behind. 
Oh,  what  a  dish  for  the  crabs  and  fish,  but  you'll  never  mind. 
.  CHORUS 

Oh,  when  you  loop  and  spin  her,  and  with  an  awful  tear. 

You' 11  see  your  stubby  wings  fall  off,  but  you  will  never  care. 
For  in  about  two  minutes,  Mac,  another  pair  you'  11  find. 

You'll  fly  with  Pete  and  the  angels  sweet,  and  you'll  never  mind. 
.......  CHORUS 


Oh,  then  you  meet  a  Fokker,  he  shoots  you  down  in  flames. 

Don't  waste  your  time  belly  achin'  and  callin'  the  beggar  names. 
Just  push  your  stick  into  the  ground,  and  pretty  soon  you'll  find 
there  ain't  no  hell  and  all  is  well,  and  you'll  never  mind. 

. .  CHORUS 


Oh,  we're  Just  a  bunch  of  Air  Force  lads,  and  we  don't  give  a  d— 
About  the  groundlings'  point  of  view  and  all  that  sort  of  ham. 

We  want  a  hundred  thousand  ships  of  each  and  every  kind. 

And  now  we've  got  our  own  Air  Force,  so  we'll  never  mind. 

.  CHORUS 


CIGAREETS.  WHISKEY,  AND  WILD,  WILD  WOMEN  % 


Oribsl  was  happy  and  had  a  good  wife} 

I  had  enough  money  to  last  me  for  life, 

I  met Na  gal  and  we  went  on  a  spree  j 
She  tau^t  me  to  smoke  and  to  drink  whiskey 

CHORDS : 

Cigareets  and\whiskey  and  wild,  wild  women. 

They'll  drive  yqu  crazy,  they* 11/Qrive  you  insane, 
Cigareets  and  whiskey  and  wild/wild  women,  !: 
They'll  drive  you  Way,  they'll  drive  you  j^sane, 

Cigareets  is  a  blot  ok  the  whole  human  race, 

A  man  is  a  monkey  with>&ne  in  his  face, 

deft nition ./Delisye  me,  dear  brother t 
"A  fire  on  one  endy^  fool\n  the  other." 

CHORUS 

|rpther,  rewiit  or  they'll  write  onNyour  grave i 
"Tb  Wbmen  whiskey  here  lies  a  pooKslave." 

?trang«r#  taka  warningMear  friend 
They'llywrite  ih  big  letters  these  words  af^your  end 


CIGARETTES  AM)  WHISKEY  — 

Pourth  fight er  Group 
hel1  S1**6  you  the  poop. 

?*  8*Mn  cockpit  and  push  on  a  rudder. 
But  when  we're  in  trouble. 

W«  help  ope  an  udder . 


The  MIG  is 
When  you're 
They’ve  got 
If  you’re  not 


blight  on  the  whole  humph  reoa 
th  of  Chinapo,  they’re  found  every  place 
of  or  pilots  and  they're  herd  to  tame 
not  rock,  they’ll  shoot  you  down  in  flame*. 


KP'B  II™  jjET  YOURSELF  A  GUT 


nd, 

ar  winga 


U 


Tou’d  better  gey' yourself  a  guy' 

Who  stays  righy  here  upon  the  gr^ 

And  doesn't  weir  those  shiny,  sib 
And  when  the /evening  shadows  fall 
There'll  be /no  long  distance  call 
?>•**!>•'/  Ming  In  Palm  Spring.! 
ne  ll  be  known  in  every  bar  across  the  ^ountrv 
v  brunettes ,  and  redheads  h#\ill  flee. 

a£  n^ptSi^”;“iM?a*t*r-  ln  4  w  t~«l  «tt 


(Tune:  "Solomon  Levi") 

Oh,  I  jined  the  U.  S.  Air  Force,  a  pilot  for  to  be, 

The  bastards  put  me  in  the  brig  and  I  ended  on  KP. 

I  thought  I  knew  the  answers  and  had  them  on  my  tongue. 

When  all  of  a  sudden  I  found  myself  shouldering  up  a  gun. 

I  got  myself  a  section  gight,  the  Navy  for  to  try, 

They  welcomed  me  with  open  arms  and  I  was  pretty  sly. 

I  said  I’d  left  the  Air  Force  ’cause  they  wouldn’t  let  me  fly. 

The  Navy  said,  "Just  stick  around,  we’ll  try  you  by  and  by." 

Oh,  they  put  me  into  training  and  christened  me  a  boot. 

Then  handed  me  a  bigger  gun  than  I'd  ever  tried  to  shoot. 

We  marched  around  the  goddamn'deck  till  I  was  fit  to  die, 

I  prayed  *er  hands  on  the  bosun's  sate  and  a  chance  to  black  his 
eye. 

finally  when  the  s hip  one  day  got  close  enough  to  shore, 

X  scurried  down  the  ratlin© ,  Wavy  life  wy  goal  no  more . 

I  flagged  myself  to  the  nearest  town  to  get  my  ashes  hauled. 

Then  off  to  the  nearest  draft  board  to  get  myself  recalled. 

The  doctors  felt  me  over  to  see  if  I  was  warm, 

Then  planked  my  ass  right  back  in  camp,  a  member  of  the 
Airborne. 

I  says  to  myself  you're  gettin'  around,  but  then  it's  fun  to  try. 
And  at  last  you’re  goin’  to  get  a  whack  at  learnin’  how  to  fly. 

Since  I'd  run  me  out  of  services  I  had  no  place  to  go. 

So  I  stuck  around  at  Benning  to  give  the  'Chutes  a  show. 

Every  time  X  went  two  feet,  I  did  it  on  the  run. 

Carrying  everything  in  the  camp,  including  another  gun. 

They  picked  the  meanest  bastards  and  made  'em  drill  us  hard. 

They  never  even  gave  us  a  chance  to  pick  up  a  pack  of  cards . 

They  showed  us  how  to  pack  our  chute,  and  how  to  rightly  space 
it. 

And  promised  if  it  didn't  work,  they'd  soon  enough  replace  it. 

The  final  day  at  last  arrived  and  we  went  out  to  fly. 

It  couldn't  have  been  a  better  one,  it  was  a  perfect  sky. 

The  lads  were  having  trouble  with  their  harnesses  and  straps. 

While  a  couple  of  wise  guys  sat  in  the  tail  shooting  a  game  of 
craps. 

I  for  one  was  glad  of  the  strap  that  wound  around  my  jowls, 

It  kept  my  chin  from  quivering,  but  it  didn't  keep  my  bowels. 

I  didn't  mind  the  knocking  around  or  cold  and  drizzly  chills. 

But  I  hated  like  hell  to  give  a  thought  to  the  coming  laundry  bills. 

They  told  me  later  I  didn't  hook  up,  I  ran  out  the  tail  so  fast. 

But  pulled  my  other  'chute  just  in  time  to  save  my  aching  ass. 

Oh,  I'm  off  to  join  the  Air  Force  where  life  ain't  half  so  bad. 

4  a  U  La  A\f  ffcret  .4  k  a  l  £  *  a 


zwir3Hii3  m  amggaa 

Bell  Bottom  Trouser  a) 


TJere  onoe  lived  a  Fraulein  dovnp  near  Fur sty  wav 
fc.  lowd  the  Jet  boy.,  especially  their p», 

*  Buzz-boy"  as  happy  a8  could- be' 

He  w,j.s  the  cause  of  all  her  misery. 

CHORUS |  Zootreuits  and  parachutes 
Ring*  of  silver  too* 

He*ll  fly  a  fighter  like  his  daddy  used  to  do. 

He  ask  her  for  a  candle  to  light  his  way  to  bed 

L  itirhW  £°r,a  pillow  to  rest  his  wea?y  head. 

J^nedkr-l^£00livh  ^id'  it  no  ham, 

umped  right  m  beside  him  to  keep*  the  "Buss. boy*  warn. 

J®,*!?®  morninG  before  the  break  of  day 

" Take°thi s^mv ‘ ®om®  Deutschs  Marks  and  this  he  had  to  say 
Take  this  ny  darling  for  damage  I  have  done,  7 

By  me  you  11  have  a  daughter,  or  by  me  you'll  have  a son' 

How  if  you  have  a  daughter  bounce  her  way  up  hieh  ’ 

4^d  if  you  have  a  son  send  the  rascal  out  to  flv 
The  moral  of  this  story  as  you  can  plainly  see/ 

Is  never  trust  a  >uz*  .  boy  an  inch  above  your  knee. 


YOU  CAN  TELL  A  FIGHTER  pjLbT 

'_r'  :  .  ’TT1. 

(Sum:  Mine  Eyes  Have  Seen  fc he  Glory J 

By  the  ring  around  his  eyeball. 

You  can  tell  a  bombardier 
Ytu  can  tell  a  bonfcer  pilot  by  the 
| spread  arourri  his  rear 

You  can  tell  a  navigator  by  his  sextants, 
ffi&ps  and  such  * 

You  can  tell  a  fighter  jockey,  but  you 
cannot  tell  him  much  1  7 


S'OC  77*  ^ 


C  ,  ^  PID  l  ATB  gray* p _ 

'& ’S*~  J 

constructs  or  ri,.ti..„l  tin! 

It  cruises  well  over  One  fiftv 
The  ship  with  the  headwind  built  in 

0H0"“S,  ^wy  ?*  1  3°in  »•  “r  *”»• 

h!«  ?  Mth.r  know  best  . 

A  »?  let all  *  th*  "r£cfc««». 

A  f  Jet  all  over  ay  chest." 

Now  when  you  are  out  on  a  miS8iOT1 
Jeu  wiU  be  happy  to  learnf  °  ' 

Ih.  or™  chief  i.  betting  good 
Ten  to  one  you  will  never  return. 

CHORUS  i 

How  when  you  are  out  on  a  mission 
R.^Ser8Oh0dtt  makee  »  ^ae  pas?! 

Li1?*  fl!b  hold  of  the  rip  oo id, 

a  h  11  with  the  “hip.  save  your----! 


jMl . 


The  Aeroplane  Commander 
(Tune  » ' — ) 

If  you  ever  see  a  guy, 

With  lots  of  age  and  rank. 

Who's  just  about  as  useful 
As  an  empty  belly tank; 

Who  hardly  ever  flies  at  all. 

Who's  quiet  as  a  lamb  .  .  . 

It's  an  Aeroplane  Commander,  and  he  isn't  worth 

For  up  in  Washington  they  found 
The  Air  Corps  had  a  lot 
Of  broken  down  old  pilots 
Who  weren't  very  hot; 

So  they  gave  a  fancy  rating 
To  each  decrepit  lout; 

Thus  we  got  Command  Pilots , 

You  can  see  them  all  about. 

When  he  gets  inside  a  ship 
We  help  him  to  his  seat. 

We  tell  him  to  be  careful 
Not  to  get  beneath  our  feet. 

We  let  him  hold  the  maps  when  he 
Would  like  to  bear  a  hand, 

But  as  Aeroplane  Commander 
He  can't  take  her  off  or  land. 


ISaen  the  gyropilot's  on 
And  everything  is  sweet , 

We  sometimes  let  him  come  and  take 
The  young  co-pilot's  seat. 

He  thinks  the  plane  is  guided  by 
A  pair  of  leather  reins. 

For  he's  got  three  thousand  hours,  but 
He  ain't  got  any  brains. 

He  doesn't  take  command  at  all 
He's  always  fast  asleep. 

And  when  we  ask  for  his  advice 
He  doesn't  give  a  peep. 

But  when  we  roll  her  in  a  ball 
With  lots  of  noise  and  flame, 

It  s  the  Aeroplane  Commander 
Who  always  takes  the  blame. 

He's  lost  what  flying  skill  he's  had 
He  s  old  and  broken  down; 

Young  pilots  all  feel  sorry  for 
This  poor  enfeebled  clown. 

Instead  of  feeling  sorry 
They  should  all  be  pretty  glum. 

They  11  be  Aeroplane  Commanders,  too, 

In  the  years  to  come.  5 


damn 


f  TIPTANKS  AND  TAILPIPES 

tfcttn  7^~J~ - 


Bless  them  al"i5  bless  them  all. 

Bless  tlptanks  and  tailpipes  and  all 

£?•?  LockJsed  for  building  this  Jet, 

But  I  know  a  guy  who  is  cussing  him  yet 

iHC“8.ei8  t£ied  t0  8°  over  the  wall 
Wfith  fciptanks  and  tailpipes  and  all. 

B®,  n®edJ-es1  did  cross,  and  the  wings  did  come  of; 
With  Tiptanks  and  tailpipes  and  all! 

Through  the  wall,  through  the  wall 
Through  the  bloody  invisible  wall, 

TCiat  transonic  journey  is  nothing  but  rough 
As  bad  as  a  ride  on  the  local  base  bus. 
so  I'm  staying  away  from  it  all 
Subsonic  for  me  and  that's  all 
If  you're  hot  you  might  make  it. 

But  you'  11  prob  *  ly  break  it ; 

Your  butt  or  your  neck,  not  the  wall  *. 


TAC  HEADQUARTERS 

rl&Lwi  ‘  - 

(-£«»©:  Pepsl-Cola ) 

TAC  Headquarters  is  the  spot 
Twenty-eight  colonels,  that1 s  a  lot 
-  Lots  of  brass  with  nothing  to  do 
TAC  Headquarters  is  the  place  for  you  t 
Chicken,  chicken,  chicken,  chicken  . 


S'o&  7PM 


SAFI  HAND  MAIL 

(Tune:  Wreck  of  the  Old  *97)  * 


They  gave  hira  his  orders  at  old  Itazuke 
Saying:  ’’Bill,  you' re .  'way  behind  time, 
t  this  safe  hand  mail  in  your  war-weary  eighty 
\ And  put  ’er  in  Nagoya  on  time.” 

Bill  turned  and  he  said  to  his  black,  greasy  crew  chief. 
"Is  my  spam  can  ready  to  roll?  * 

Just  head  '  er  down  the  runway  and  open  up  the  throttle 
And  I’ll  call  Camel  Control,’* 


There  was  one  dark  cloud  between  Bofu  and  Nagoya 
But  Bill  was  a  gauge  pilot  bold 
It  was  in  this  cloud  that  he  spun  all  hia  avroa 
Arid  his  eighty  did  three  snap  rolls. 


He  came  roarin’  down  the  bottom  doin’  a  million  miles...  an  'hour 
When  the  tip  tanks  came  off  with  a  scream. 

They  found  him  in  the  wreck  with  his  hand  on  the  throttle 
Still  flying  the  Tokyo  beam  ..  . 


Pare  thee  well,  oh,  fare  thee  well 
Old  Bill  broke  his  eighty  ail  to  hell. 

There'll  be  no  more  suki-yaki  at  good  old  Itazuke 
Fare  thee  well,  oh,  fare  thee  well!  1 r 


j'OC  77>M 


_Save  Another  Pilots  Ass 

Oh  I  lined  up  with  the  runway  and  headed  for  a  ditch 
I  looked  down  at  my  prop;  my  God,  it's  in  high  pitch^* 
pulled  back  on  the  stick  and  rose  into  the  air. 

Glory,  glory  hallelujah!  How  did  I  get  there! 

CHORUS:  Oh,  hallelujah,  oh,  hallelujah! 

Throw  a  nickle  on  the  grass,  save  another  pilot's 
Oh,  hallelujah,  oh,  allelujah!  P  ‘  * 

Throw  a  nichle  on  the  drum,  and  you'll  be  saved. 

V16?  th!  traffic  Pattern,  to  me  it  loked  all  right 
And  when  I  made  my  last  turn,  my  God,  I  racked  it  t^ltf’ 

May  dayl  Mayday I  Colonel^’  ^  enS±ne  COU&ed  311(1  wheezed. 

y  y  onei  .......  spin  instructions  please! 

CHORUS:  ..... 


I  started  in  to  buzz;  I  thought  that  I  was  clear. 

I  came  in  oyer  fursty:  I  knew  the  end  was  near. 

Glori  ^  flying  board,  and  they  gave  me  the  works, 
y,  glory  hallelujah!  What  a  bunch  of  jerks! 

CHORUS :  . 

in  .  the  gutter  with  pretzels  in  my  beer, 

Thlt  1  1I\my  whiskers>  I  knew  the  end  was  near. 

Then  came  this  glorious  Air  Force  to  save  me  from  the  worst* 
Everybody  bust  a  gut  and  sing  anothe^  verse!  ’ 


CHORUS ;  . 


/if&^r  SMQHs  lament 

^*“w s  *£  1  Had  the  Wings  of  an  Angel) 

SS-S"  you  pilots  ^  you  airmen. 

We  will  tell  you  a  story  sad  but  true; _ 

Of  many  who  wear  wings  but  are  not  haw 
\  Gather,  round  and  we'll  sing  this  song  to  you. 

thj^many  who  wear  wings  but  are  nc*,  happy, 

JhL.iSmil8.0n  *heir  lips>  in  the±?  hearts; 
They  re  .overjoyed,. to  wear  the  badge  of  an  airman 
B»t  ar.  sad  in  gatting  off  ,.t„  a^fbS 

Wh^Sf0"  fUSt  be  had  for  discontentment, , 

St^hT  83  dftJ?  aS  My  b^cked  out  loqpj 
vUSw  asfej . thsDx  on©  and  all  and  thAv  *  *  •' 

I'M  NOT;  ASSIGNED  K)1hE  7  gbOUpT*  ^ 


Rolling  down  the  runway  at  ninetv-eight  percent. 

The  colonel  cut  his  throttle,  *  * 

My  God,  I  was  hell  bent.  . 

I  pull  off  to  the  left, 

And  bounced  into  the  boon  docks, 

Glory,  Glory  HaHelu^a,  what  a  bunch  of  «Rpcles«, 

CHORUS  Oh,  Halleluja,  Oh,  Halleluja, 

Throw  a  nickel  on  the  grass,  save  a  fights  pilot's  lit** 

Oh,  Halleluja,  Oh,  Halleluja, 

Thro#  a  nickel  on  the  grass  and  you'll  be  saved. 

I  threw  my  throttle  forward 
Up  to  a  hundred  and  one, 

I  bounced  off  the  runway  lights  after  the  damage  Wes  dope, 

I  pulled  back  on  the  stick  and  ricocheted  some  mere. 

Glory,  Glory,  what  a  hgoat"  even  at  full  bore. 

I  then  pulled  up  my  gear, 

•  The  cockpit  filled  with  smoke. 

My  wingman  passed  me  by. 

My  God,  it  was  no  joke 
He  then  looked  me  over. 

And  saw  a  great  long  tear. 

Glory,  Glory  Halleluja,  how  did  I  get  there?  fe 

■I  then  came  in  for  landing  <. 

Just  after  it  started  to  rain,  i; 

And  there  sat  Flying  Safety  with  a  gosh-darn  ball  and  ohAin. 

They  sent  me  before  the  board. 

And  gave  me  the  works, 

Glory,  Glory  Halleluja,  what  a  bunch  of  jerks. 

S'oc  7?U 
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/Wr  SI  BHB  ffl£H 

(&n«:  Man  en  the  Flying  Trane, 

*S  nZ  Sr1^!,CSS‘aeli^9!'  .  . 

But7  alar^™’  *h9y^roil”d  'et.^wy  bounead  DC-3' a 
But,  tlaa,  ,bo7a,  their  rings  h.v*1»«  uliJjSi  3 

One  day  they  approached  Itazuke  -i. 

.jet  leader  called  echelon  right 
Mustangs  at  nine  o'clock  level, 

Let's  see  if  8th  Fighter  will  fight  l 

Ihthink°tLv,,«kft  left  and  'the  Mu® tangs  broke  right 
ThatrS  ,t?!y  s?®  ua>  says  Jet  y<w  in  fright  - 

St's  go  8aya  Jdt  Nteber  Thre< 

5  gQ  nott6>  ia  no  place  to  be  i 

?S.thdi?tt!t^88  had  fitghted  the  Bogies,  - . 

They  pulled  through  the  top  of  a  loop  “ 

Th^  dove  tJh!  the  trembling  F-80's  ?* 

My  God,  they  have  scrambled  the  Groooooopl 

The  Jets  headed  home  at  a  hundred  percent. 

BaeJat«,u4Umbar  f0Ur  had  the  throttle  stop  bend 

SSwVA1RlW,a> 

^  r  to  bounce  any  more  1 


S&C  7?w 


CHORUS 


SAVE  a  fighter  PILOT [S  LIFE  (I) 
Glory, Glory,  Halleluja,  how  did  I  get  there? 


Oh  Halle luja.  Oh  Halleluja 
Throw  a  nickel  on  the  grass 
Save  a  fighter  pilot’s  life. 
Oh  Halleluja,  Oh  Halleluja 
Throw  a  nickel  on  the  grass 
And  you’ll  be  saved t 


I  started  in  to  buzz,  I  thought  that  1  was  el.** 


4 


J*  i2T hXXS»A™>VS0“ 

tojrdayrtoyd4*1?„SnelhUd<1,“r'  4,16  • 

.......  CHORUS  - - —  •* *  i)^ln  in  st rue  t  ion  s  plea  se  t 

K.?™J?.,th*.®,tt*rwWith  in  V  b«r, 

mm  ^  i»  "<7  "Maker.,  I  knew  the  end  «a.  aMr. 

pen  came  this  glorious  Mr  Force  to  save  iris  tm. +kl  -  _* 

Everybody  bust  a  butt  and  eins  the  ..“m  «r£T 


^fbc,  7 T’tJ  0~y. 
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&s$5  star  : 

<jr4***»e  Biskay  ^  - 

Chntw  tw^^* 

■Aiui  #bo  ■fcJie  hjftll  ar©  yous© ;  •*• 
'5*.-«W  ^if  r#l^,0«;  -  ^  w  ;:  '  ^ 

5°*“^'*  «-*  «*  J*°eW:  cry  Viy,  w 
IK  €*fj&  'fchi#  ol.ULb  60  r  wfit-  wa  }  p'v 

0»52  tfcig  .club  00  ■  ■**  WBL  «*..•  W&  j 

~-  '■■■  ;.  y  fighter;  Croup  we  reply  -  fg,  „ 

*■#&*  '  ■•'  i»  -  V  ■■■■ 
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K&  QZ  SS&  ' 

% are  97aireraf  t  parked  out  on  the  toron 
And  thwt  wasn’t  room  for  more 
Kow  the  first  96  were  of  modern  construction 
And  the  last  was  a  DH-4,  -a 

®*®  first  47  were  reserved  for  the  majors 
And  the  captains  had  the  next  49  * 

There  was  one  ship  left  cn  the  end  of  the  apron 
It  pas  the  last,  ship  in  the  line, 

M97lf  ur3  her  f.  selage  was  rusty 
And  her  wing 3  were  warped  and  bent 
And  she  sagged  in  the  middle  like  a  cow  in  the  pastors 
Like  a  cow  that  was  quite  content. 

Then  a  2d  Lt  wandered  into  operations 
And  he  asked  for  a  ship  cep  two 

But  they  said.,  "Young  man  we  are  mighty  short  of  aircraft. 
But  we’ll  see  what  we  can  do."  * 

It  was  old  "97"  and  she  had  a  fine  record 
But  she  hadn't  been  flown  that  year 

And  she  growled  and  she  groaned  when  he  warmed  dp  her  engine 
•Cause  she  knew  that  her  end  was  near,  P 

Southey  flew  over  Birmingham  arid  South  Aiaha^ 

’Til  the  clouds  began  to  fall 

’Til  they  settled  doici  on  the  tops  of  the  mountains 
And  you  couldn’t  see' a  thing  at  all. 

So  he  turned  to  the  left  and  he  flew  into  a  snowstorm  5 
So  he  turned  back  to  the  right 

*2*  fOU??1a  milfoad  6°^  in  his  direction  and  he  said 
"By  God,  we’ll  get  there  tonight," 

Shan  he  pointed  her  nose  in  a  southerly  direction 
And  he  kept  those  tracks  in  eight* 

»TU  they  disappeared  in  the  side!  of  a  mountain 
And  he  ended  his  last  long  flight • 

It  was  old  “97"  with  her  nose  in  the  mountain 
And  her  wheels  upon  the  track 

Sow  her  throttles  were  bent  in  the  forward  direction 
But  her  engine  was  pointed  back. 

•All  you  Air  Force  ladies  please  take  fair  warning 
No.  matter  where  you  roam 

Never  say  harsh  words  to  your  aviator  boy  friend  • 

Hs  may  leave  you  and  never  come  home. 


)¥  /  ~ 


JUST'  GIVE  kb  operations 

Don^jive  me  a  P-38  with  props  that  counts  rotate*  ' 1 
teeyiii  loop  roll  and  spin,  but  bheytH.  soon  augerln 
Don't  give  me  a  P-38 At**  SU£  S 

Just  give  ae  Operations 
Way  out  on  some  lonely  atoll 
For  I  am  too  young  to  die  ' 

I  just  want  ,to  go  home.  ' 

&J:39  ^ith  ^n/^lne  that 1  s  mounted  behind 
°*4  ..  tuffible  and  roll  and  dig  a  deep  hole. 

Don’t  give  me  a  P-39’.  H 

Unflefuu?*»&  Curtiss Jfrtevk,  about  it  the  pilots  all  squawk 
It  flew  like  a  sparrow  but  its  gear  was  too  narrow  q 

Don’t  give  me  a  Curtiss  Warhawkl  '  narrow, 

an<°ld  T^derbolt>  ^  many  a  pilot  a  Jolt 

It  1  oQifa  like  a  Jug  and  iz  fllea  Uke  a  t  v  P  a  Joit 

Don’t  give  me  an  old  Thunderbolt’. 

??m  F“shoofcin«  Star,  it’ll  go  but  not  very  far 

It  11  rumble  and  spout  but  soon  will  flame  out. 

Don’t  give  me  an  F-Shooting  Star’. 

^J-84’  their  Pilot e  aren't  here  any  more 
but  they  111  ^  «***.. 

fr84.^"1  ”lnes  UlM  h™k‘>"  »toh  .tick. 

. 

af  p-ln  ea'  311  boxsd  ”p  *  TT 

T  “  !:94'.it’8  n0V6r  .  score. 

It  may  fly  in  weather  but  won't  hold  together. 

Don't  give  me  an  F-94 1  6  * 

S  ? vr^  *-  don“ 

Just  give  me  an  old  '51'  you> 


FINAL  CHORUS: 


Just  give  me  my  old  fifty-one 
For  defending  democracy's  cause 
For  I  am  too  young  to  die, 

I  just  Want  to  go  Home  l 


jQp  ^ 
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-'uin-Ri  AiiD  Aimno 

ft\£Lr»  y  “  " 

{turn-  Ui;;?/roi;v03  .>.nd  Whiskey) 


i  /  .  toce  I  wao  happy  and  had  a  good  deal 

Wow  Pox-86 's  at  old  Viotorville 
^  They  asked  fpr  a  volunteer,  said  "I* 11  take  you" 

The  next  thing  1  knew  1  was  a  feu ok  In  Taegu I 

CHORUS i 

JBml-ri  and  Anting,  and  Wild,  Wild  Pyong-yang 
They1 11  drive  you  orazy,  they* 11  drive  you  insane 
^*ad  fifties  and  forties  and  one  hundred  sorties 
They'll  drive  you  orazy,  key'll  drive  you  insane! 

?e  go  down  to  briefing  while  it  is  still  night 
W#  lift  off  the  runway  before  it  is  light 
Hh  form  in  the  gloom  and  we're  off  on  our  way 
We' re  over  the  target  before  it  le  day* 

TN're  up  to  the  Talu,  There's  oons  overhead 
We  think  of  the  wheele  who  are  snug  in  their  beds 
We  drop  our  big  tips  and  we  break  to  the  tight 
"Josie"  we  orywith  all  of  our  might! 

We  steer  on  280,  we're  up  in  the  soup 
We  swear  that  the  leader  is  doing  a  loop 
Break  out  in  the  olear  and  set  down  on  K-2 
Be  oareful  or  Willy  will  write  about  youl 

If  I  fly  a  hundred  and  they  ask  for  more 
1*11  tell  them  to  jam  it  «•  my  — —  is  too  sore 
They  «a*  ram  it  and  Jam  it  for  all  that  1  aare 
dkat  give  me  a  wing  Job  -  a  deeW  and  a  chair! 


LAMaiT  OP  ms  RESERVIST 

tyfZy- - 

(»una»  Cigarettes  and  Whisky  \ 


I  was  a  civilian  and  flew  one  weekends 

ab°U!  °lankS  and  no  8i6"  of  th.  bends 
But  |  mi  a  retread  and  older  I  grow 

How  I  fly  a  Mustang,  it’s  old  and  it's  slow* 

CHORUS* 

Sinuiju  and  Anfck,  Sinanju  and  Sinmak 
SSPiJrJ!4™  yoU  CraZy'’  they’ll  drive  you  insane 

Ihayjll  drive  you  insane* 

°n°®  1  wa®  Happy  and  I  flew  a  Jet 
At  36,000  how  fat  oan  you  get? 

They  seat  me  to  Hell  is  for  six  weeks  to  train 
They  gave  me  a  Mustang,  it's  no  aero-plane! 

W®  b<mbed  and  w®  shot  air  to  air 
off  to  Korea,  we're  fouled  up  for  fair 

St  w!t?tKS>Ur"SiX  to  fly  with  m*  Group 
%  hair’s  turning  gray  and  my  wings  have  a  droop! 

*  “y  Tiwt  mission  and  it  was  a  snap 
Just  follow  the  leader,  don’t  lodkat  a  map 
But  now  I’ve  got  eighty  and  lead  a  sad  flight  * 

Go  out  on  armed  reooe  and  oan|t  sleep  at  night! 

??*  ^  Mg  Alley'  S"2  8ftid  no  sweat 
«*»«!-  “ot  1°okecl  ar°und.  I’d  be  up  there  yet 

^Umpod  our  ~~~  and  the  leader  relledbt^fc 
lxty-one  aid  3000*  how  my  knees  did  shake? 

ifll  Hu  ?r0U!h  *  hu«dred  and  they  ask  for  more 
££■  !el1  1 1:0  sh<>™  it,  my  —  U  too  sore 

They  oan  ram  it  and  4am  it  for  all  that  I  oare 
duet  give  me  a  Wing  job*  a  desk  and  a  chair* 


StiL  77>(u 


fruity  JE2^ 

(fane:  You  are  my  Sunsh ine ) 

To«  ™?a7  mo°^fne»  W  onlY  moonshine, 
You  guide  my  fighters 

When  skies  are  grey 

I  chase  your  bogies  from  here  to  Moji 

Just  to  find  they  have  gone  the  other  way. 


Jh®  other  day  boys,  as  I  was  flying, 
I  heard  Moonshine  Controller  say: 
"I've  got  a  bogie  down  by  JCurume, 

Won  t  you  head  your  jet  that-a-way?" 


He  said  he  had  me  in  radar  contact 
And  I  believed  him  like  a  dope, 

I  flew  to  Moji  -  and  still  no  bogie 
He  had  chased  a  fly  across  the  scope’. 


Hm  mo?nfhine»  ^  only  moonshine 

How  could  you  let  me  down  this  way? 

Ifcr  chute  was  swingin1  -  they  heard  me  singin' 
Won  t  you  take  that  Moonshine  away? 


77^  & 


NAPALM 

('5»ae:  The  Good  Ship  Titanic) 

It  iias  up  by  Sopcri  where  the  Yalu  meets  the  sea 
I  was  out  on  a  recce  to  see  what  I  could  see, 

When  I  spied  a  farmer  man  with  his  pitchfork  in  his  hand, 

It  was  sad  when  my  napalm  went  down. 

CHORUS  It  was  sad,  oh,  it  was  sad, 

It  was  sad  when  my  napalm  went  down  (hit  the  farmer) 

There  were  husbands  and  wives 

(Itty  bitty  children  lost  their  lives) 

It  was  sad  when  my  napalm  went  down  l 

It  was  up  by  Kuniri  where  I  won  my  DFC 
I  was  out  on  a  recce  to  see  what  I  could  see. 

When  I  spied  a  church  below  and  I  let  my  rockets  go 
It  was  sad  when  those  rockets  went  down. 

CHORUS  It  was  sad,  oh,  it  was  sad, 

It  was  sad  when  those  rockets  went  down  (hit  the  stt.pJ...), 
All  the  people  ran  like  hell, 

When  those  rockets  hit  the  bell. 

It  was  sad  when  those  rockets  went  down. 

It  was  up  by  Smanju  when  I  knew  that  I  was  through 

The  50*s  and  40'  s  had  shot  ray  turbine  through.  .  ‘ 

It  was  when  I  hit  the  silk  -  oh,  my  God,  I  strained  my  millet 
It  was  sad  when  that.  pilot  went  down. 

CHORUS  It  was  sad,  oh,  it  was  8ad,  .  * \ 

It  was  sad  when  that  pilot  went  down  (hit  the  bottom) 
There  were  husbands  and  wives 
(Itty  bitty  children  lost  their  lives) 

It  was  sad  when  that  pilot  went  down. 


S'tC  77*^  0^22. 
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g”£2£sa  mmm 

(*«#•'.  On  Top  of  Ola  Smoitay) 

(to  top  of  old  Pyongyang 
All  covered  with  flak 
I  lost  my  poor  wing  man 
He’ll  never  get  back. 


For  flying  is  a  pleasure 
And  dying  a  grief. 

And  a  quick- triggered  Commie 
I 8  worse  than  a  thief. 

For  a  thief  will,  just  rohVyou 
And  take  all  you.;  save  1  - 
But  a  quick—' triggered  Commie 
Will  send  you „to  .the  grave. 

The  “grave  will  decay  you 
And  turn  you  to  dust 
Not ,  a  Commie  , An  a  thousand 
Can  an  old  Mustang  trust. 

Now  when  the  bad  weathWi*' 

Keeps  the  ships  down 
AH  day  we  can  hear  this 
t  This  horrible  sound: 

"Attention  411  pilot  J 
Now listen  to  this 
:  .  There’  11  be  a  jfr'ort  meeting 
That  you  dare  not  miss . « 

They' 11  give  us  some  lecture's 
Then  give  us  some  more, 

,  But  we.  have  all  heard  them 
•Twenty-five  times  or  more. 

i;  .  • 

Now  listen  you  trainees 
Tou  can’t  fight  the  Group 
Whatever  they  tell  you) 

Is  superfluous  poop,  i 

Now  the-1  moral  of  this  story' 

Is  easy  to  see 

Don’t  go  M  Sinanju 

Or  old  Kuhiri.  • 


SAVE  A  FIGHTER  PILOT’S  LIFE  (IX) 


t- 

% 


Oh  Hallelujah,  oh  hallelujah. 

Throw  a  nickel  on  the  grass 

Save  a  fighter  pilot's  life  • 

Oh  hallelujah,  oh  hallelujah 
Throw  a  nickel  on  the  grass 
And  you^ll  be  saved* 

Made  my  traffic  pattern,  to  me  it  looked  all  right 

My  airspeed  read  130 

My  God,  I  racked  it  tight 

The  airframe  gave  a  shudder 

The  engine  gave  a  wheeze 

Mayday,  mayday.  Leader  -  spin  instructions  please! 

CHORUS 

V  J 

Fouled  up  my  crosswind  landing,  my  left  wing  touched  the  ground 
Got  a  call  from.  Mobile 

Full  up  and  go  around i  i, 

I  racked  that  ^  in  the  air 

A  dozen  feet  or  more 
The  B— —  snapped,  I’m  on  my  back 
Oh,  save  me,  II 

CHORUS 

.  * 

I  * 

Strafin’  on  the  panel 
.1  made  my  pass  to  low  .  j  . . 

Came  a  call  from  tower  j 

"One  more  and  heme  you  gol  " 

I  pulled  that  in  the  bjue 

She  hit  a  high-speed  stall 
Now  I  won’t  be  back  this  winter 

When  the  work’s  all  done  this  falii  ' 


Cruisin’  down  the  Yalu,  doing  650  per 

Gave  a  call  to 

Oh,  won’t  you  save  me,  slrY 

Got  two  big  flak  holes  in  my  wings 

My  ^ank  ain’t  got  no  gas 

Mayday,  mayday,  mayday  -  got  six  MIGs  on  my  — 
CHORUS* 


CHORUS 


SINGING  SO  IX) m 


SfVfi,fU^this  Song  and  Il,u  sing  it  again  -  , 

S6n^hoftthIJ8+h^hat  JuV!  d°n®  and  the  P^oeS  I »ve  been 
^he  things  that  have  bothered  mymind. 

Ana  a  lot  of  good  wingraen  that  I've  left  behind. 

it,s  been  8°od  to  know  you. 

So.long,  xVs  oem  good  to  know  you. 

Stc «*««•• 

st°ry  begins  when  we  gathered  to  brief. 

He  +he  1’0rds  of  our  dark  beaded  chief.'' 

?®  ^  -"f^ten,  men,  and  I'll  give  you  the  score 
About  what's  the  way.  with  the  F~S4. 

...o. .  .CHORUS 

We  turned  on  the  runway  and  started  to  roil. 

***?  throttle  add  poured,  on  the  coal 
The  Jato  was  heavy,  my  God,  it  was  thick.  . 

°  I  went  on  the  gauges  and  yanked, .pn  the.  stick. 

*  a  *  o  o  •  O CHORUS  f  m f ; 


m  fl-ew  up  to  Sunan  and  dodged  all  the  flak. 

',0h>  Plea^  take  me:  back. 
I  flt  tired  of  flying  these  big  iron  birds." 

But  instead  of  turning  he  uttered  these  words.  r 
.CHORUS 


ooeoooov 


5®  JhC?  Wfn\,t0  Sukchon  and  dive  bombed' ihe  rails. 

We  broke  to  the  right  with  the  flak  on  our  tails 

AndrTnfhZVDK+8ef  high’v,ith  the  Migs  in  the  sun,,  ' 

And  I  thought  to  myself  we ■  should  give  h^r  the  gun. 

2’!nJ'f  clroJj!i  UP  it  »«  »  ereat  race.’  . 

The  Mig s ; wo uld  soon  be  there  and  give  Us  a  chase 

Ifterdid^t'tlel^0ne  thousand"  were  stiU  tightly  hun 
ii  we  didn  t  leave  soon  we  wovud  surely  be  dOne. 

“•••»•  .CHORUS 

* 

I  cailed  Jo  my  leader,  »I«m  way  low  on  fuel. 

If  you  turn  around  quick  I  can  get  back  to  Seoul." 

Just  then  he  shouted,  "There*  a  Migs  pulling  lead  ' 

"°'U  S«S  l6ft  «"  ^e’aPMd 

O  «  o  O  e  0  0  OnUitUO 

f  bw5k®  to  the  left  and  I  felt  a  great  jar. 

A  whistling  golf  ball  had  cut  my  main  spar.  ' 

Mycanopy  jammed  and  my  engine  flamed  out. 

And  over  the  R  T  I  started,  to  shout. 


*009000 


CHORUS 


l0Jg  ^ 8  s  been  good  to  know  you.;  i 

~°,  1?”S»  ft  s  been  good  to  know  you. 

IS  a  i?hole  lot  that  I've  got  tb  say 

For  it  looks  like  I  auggered  today.  6  7* 

'S’oC 


STAND  TO  YOUR  GLASSES 

A  poor  aviator  lay  a-dying 
At  the  end  of  a  bright  summers  day 
And  his  comrades  were  gathered  around  him 
To  carry  his  fragments  away. 

Oh,  his  bird  was  piled  up  on  his  wishbone. 
And  his  engine  was  wrapped  around  his  head 
And  he  wore  a  spark  plug  on  each  elbow 
'Twas  plain  he  would  shortly  be  dead. 

Oh,  he  spat  out  a  valve  and  a  gasket 
As  he  stirred  in  the  sump  where  he  lay. 

And  to  his  sorrowing  comrades 
These  brave  parting  words  he  did  say: 

I'll  be  riding  a  cloud  in  the  morning 
With  no  Merlin  before  me  to  course. 

So  come  along,  and  get  busy 
Another  lad  now  wants  the  hearse'. 

Take  the  manifold  out  of  my  larynx. 

And  the  cylinders  out  of  my  brain. 

Take  the  piston  rods  out  of  my  kidneys. 

And  assemble  the  engine  again. 

With  rusted  fifties  and  rockets, 

'With  pilots  as  old  as  they  seem. 

We  fly  these  worn  out  Mustangs 
Against  the  MiG  fifteen. 

Forgotten  by  the  land  that  bore  us, 

Betrayed  by  the  ones  we  held  dear. 

The  good  have  all  gone  before  us 
And  only  the  dull  are  still  here. 

So  stand  to  your  glasses  steady. 

This  world  is  a  world  full  of  lies, 

Here's  a  toast  to  those  dead  already, 

And  here's  to  the  n^xt  man  to  die. 


STMFJN'  ROUND  THE  MOUNTAIN 

(•fane:  She *11  be  Coinin'  Round  the  Mountain) 

Now  listen  all  you  airmen  young  and  old,* 

To  the  tale  of  fighter  pilots  young  and  bold, 

Vfith  their  fighters  painted  yellow 

Leaping  off  to  contact  Mellow 

In  the  crisp  Korean  ai^  so  Blue  and  cold. 

It  was  ^  dive  bomb  old  Sinuiju,  stop  the  Neds 
Eight  one  thousand  pounders  loaded;  instant  heads 
Four  birds  lined  up  on  the  runway  * 

Wish  I’d  gone  to  church  oji^SuHday, 

Hope  we  catch  those  lousy  Commies  in  their  beds. 

Twenty-thousand  over  Pyongyang  on  Northwest 
/  /  Mask  flight  about  to  face  the  acid  test^ 

^4.  by-  •  V,  Till  we  past  the  Yalu  River  •v.:*'*’  ” 

Which  makes*  my  liver  quiver 
With  tlak  ©ins  lined  Up  24  abreast . 

Dust  Clouds  roll  up  from  Antung  'cross,  the  way 
Twenty  swept-wing  Chinese  war  bii^ds ‘‘otdb  to  play 
Thirty-sevens,  twenty-threes,  ’ 

AH  lit  up  like  Christmas  trees 

Tip  tanks  salvoed  off  we  leap  intb  the  fray. 

y.  x  " 

Kimpo  tcwer  clear  the  pattern  in  kreat  haste 
Twenty  victory  rolls  our  pilots  do  with4 grace 
It  was  thri  lling ,  it  was  hairy 
...  Near  that  privileged  sanctuary 
Synghman  fihee  will  soon  be  president  of  this  place. 

Kimpo  tower  this  is  Gas  Mask  Willie  Four  x  h  ;  ... 

I  am  heading  home,  I'm  through  with  this  dam  war 
1:  am  .flying  on  to  Taegu  >  T. 

Heading  152  tp  K-2  .  \  ,•  if 

'Cause  they're  sending  back  to  Moscow. for  some  more. 


~TT^ 


THBRB  ARB  HO  FIGHTER  PILOTS 


Cfo.  there  are  no  fighter  pilots  deem  in  Sell 
Oh -there  are  no  fighter  pilots  down  in  Hell 
™he  place  is  full  queers 
Haeagators.,  Bombardiers 

Oh  there  are  no  fighter  pilots  down  in  Hell* 

Oh  there  are  no  fighter  pilots  in  the  States 
Oh  there*«?^no  fighter  pilots  in  the  States 
They  are  off  on  foreign,  shores 
Making  mothers  out  of  ' 

Oh  there  are  no  fighter  pilots  in  the  States* 

Oh  the  bomber  pilot«s  life  is  just  a  fasoe 

Oh  the  bcmber  pilot's  life  is  just  a  farce 

The  automatic  pilot’s  on 

Reading  novels  in  the  John 

Oh  the  bomber  pilots  life  is  just  a  fares 


Oh  the  bomber  pilot  never  takes  a  dare 
Oh  the  bomber  pilot  never  takes  a  dare 
His  gyros  are  uncaged 
And  his  women  overagod  ; 

Oh  tie  bomber  pilot  ns? ox*  takes  a  dare* 

Oh  there  are  no  fighter  pilots  up  in  Fifth 
Oh  there  are  no  fighter  pilots  up  in  Fifth 
The  place  is  full  of  brass 
Sitting  round  on  their  fat  •—«  » 

Oh  there  ar8  no  fighter’  pilots  up  ia 

Oh  there  are  no  fighter  pilots  in  Japan 
Oh  there  are  no  fighter  pilots  in  Japan 
They  are  all  aoroSs  the  bay 
Being  shot  at  every  day 
OK  there  are  no  fighter  pilots  in  Japan* 

Oh  it’s  naughty  naughty  naught^  butlffc’  s  idee 
If  you  ever  do  it  once  you’ll  do  it  twice 
It’ll  wreck  ^ouf  reputation  ; 

But  increase  the  population 
,It’3  naughty  naughty  nativity  but  it’s  nioelf 

When  a  bomber  jockey  walks  into  our  club 
When  a  bomber  jockey  walks  into  our  club  ' 
He  don’t  drink  his  share  of  Buds 
All  he  does  is  flub  his  dub  : 

Oh  there  are  no  fighter  pilots  down  in  Hell# 


^OC  77%/ 


CHORUS 


(-Tope;  Mcflaa&ra 8  a  Bam) 

^Hff6  }a  Throttle  Bender, 

**  the  leader  of  the  gangf 
Iburn  up  lots  of  engine*/ 

But  I  don't  giw  afcang, 

lm*t  r^1  ^r®,is  nacm>1  cr*±M> 

Cause  I  don't  give  a  dams 
My  boys  can  never  catch  me 
They've  got  a  lot  to  learn. 

We  are  the  boys  from  Ita«uM. 

We  are  the  boys  from  Itazook! 

We  are  the  boys  from  Itazuki* 

We  fly  with  the  Croup. 

jy  name  is  Throttle  Bender 
I'm  the  leader  of  the  Croup. 

I  always  cause  confusion 
But  I  don't  give  a  hoot. 

I  climb  too  slow,  I  dive  too  fast. 
I  pull  excessive  G'sj 
I  know  my  boys  are  following. 

I  hear  their  knocking  l&ees. 
e  «  *•  a  o  6  a  CHORUS 

My  name  is  Throttle  Bender, 

I'm  the  leader  of  the  Wing. 

I  haven't  led  a  group  in  years 
So  I  don't  know  a  thing 
Abeut_the  wing  formation,  boys. 
That  I  am  going  to  lead; 

But  I'm  the  Wing  Commander 
So  there  really  is  no  need. 

...... .CHORUS 

i  ' 

Sow  U  jrm  load  .  flight,1  bo„. 

Or  if  you  lead  a  Group; 

Lend  an  ear  and  you  will  hear 
The  latest  kind  of  poop. 

Frvm  ToKeeyo  to  Sazzmago 
Ten'll  hear  the  boys  all  say. 

The  leader  bent  the  throttle!  so 
I  had  it  rough  today, 

**»»*« »CH0RUS 


^OC  77”-'  O^f- 


11^  BEHIND  THE  AMOR  PLATED  nttftir 
(Tune :  Strip  Polka) 

E^rly  in  the  morning  when  the  engines  s^a&t  to  mar 
You.;  can  see  the  Old  goat  standing’ 

Besiite  his  office  door. 

He»0.1\bt  seating  out  the  take-off 
As  he often  done  before. 

The  jnanXbehihd  the  armor  plated  .desk  1 

Four  timekhe’s  led  us  up  th< 

.And  he  always  led  us  back 
Feu*.. he  circled  e’er  the  I 
,  As  we  weht  inNto  attack. 

He  said,  "I’m  hhrd  yet  fhir,  boys,  but  allergic  to  ack  ack.* 
The  man  behind  the  arnurfr  plated  dOSk  l 

And  when  the  target 9b  sighted 
Who  inspires  our  attahk? 

Who  says,  "Hundreds  may  go  in) 'lade, 

But  a  few  aren't/cemipgNback." 

Who  says,  "We'll  disregard  the  mJi ^ rmim 
When  you  suppress  the  flak," 

The  man  befaifod  the  armor  pj^tfed  desk. 

And  when /the  mission’s  over 
And  debyiefing  they  should  be 
You  can  search  the  whole  field 
But  apt  a  pilot  will  y 04  see. 

For^they’ll  all  be  at  the  “0"  Cl 
&h  a  mixed  drink  in  their  hand 
Singing  “The  Man  Behind  the  Armor 


>ver 


Plated  Desk" l 


m 


CHORUS 


HERE’S  TO  THE  NEXT  MAN  TO  DIE 

let  rayed  by  the  Regular  Array, 
teat  off  by  the  Signal  Carps, 

Signed  up  for  nine  months  flying 
And  stayed  on  for  three  years  mar 6/ 

So  stand  by  your  glasses  steady, j 
This  world  is  a  world  of  lies* 

Here’sV  toast  to  the  dead  already, 

,And  Hurrah  for  the  next  man  to/ die* 

We  looped  \n  the  purple  sunset. 

We  spun  in  the  silvery  dawnj 
With  a  trail\of  black  smoke/ behind  us 
To  show  where\our  comrades/ have  gone.' 

Echoing  through\the  low  hung  rafters. 
Resounding  from  \he  walls  so  bare. 

You  can  hear  the  tssars  /and  laughter 
Of  the  dead,  for  tnpy/eally  are  there* 


TIPTANKS 


AILPXPES 


Bless  them  all,  blfess  th^sn  all. 

Bless  tiptanks  ana  tailpipes  and  all 
Bless  old  man  Lockheed  for 'building  this  jet. 

But  I  knew  a  guy  who  is  cus^ng  him  yet 
•Cause  he  tried  to  go  over  tne  wall 
With  tiptanks  and  tailpipes  and  all. 

The  needles  did  cross,  and  the  vdngs  did  come  off 
With  Tiptanks  and  tailpipes  and  all  l 


Through  thd  wall,  through  the  wal! 
Through  the  bloody  invisible  wall, 

That  transonic  journey  is  nothing  butN 
As  bad  as/ a  ride  on  the  local  base  bus^ 
So  I'm  staying  away  flora  it  all 
Subsonic  for  me  and  that's  a,ll 
If  you  we  hot  you  might  makd  it, 

But  you'  11  prob ' ly  break  it ; 

Your  putt  or  your  neck,  not  the  wall  t 


ough 


* 


STAND  TO  YOUR  GLASSES 

A  poor  aviator  lay  a-dying 
At  the  end  of  a  bright  summers  day 
And  his  comrades  were  gathered  around t 
To  carry  his  fragments  away. 


lltt 


Oh,  his  bird  was  piled  up  on  his  wishbone, 
And  his  engine  was  wrapped  around  his  head 
And  he  wore  a  spark  plug  on  each  elbow 
^Twas  plain  he  would  shortly  be  dead. 

Oh,  he  Njpat  out  a  valve  and  a  gasket 
As  he  stirred  in  the  sump  whei^e  he  lay. 

And  to  hisk  sorrowing  comrades 
These  brave\parting  words  heTdid  say: 

X«ll  be  hiding  a  clouds  in  the  morning 
With  no  Merlin  before  me  to  course. 

So  come  along,  and  get  busy 
Another  lad  kot  wants  the  hearse  \ 

Take  the  manifold  out,  of  my  larynx. 

And  the  cylinders  out  Vf  my  brain. 

Take  the  piston  rods  Out  of  my  kidneys. 

And  assemble  the  engine  again. 

With  rusted  fifties  and  rockets. 

With  pilots  as/ old  as  mey  seem. 

We  fly  these  Worn  out  Mustangs 
Against  the  MiG  fifteen. 

Forgotten  by  the  Aand  that  bore  u^  ^ 

Betrayed  by  the  ones  we  held  dear. 

The  good  have  ail  gone  before  us 
And  only  the  dull  are  still  here. 

! 

So  stand/to  your  glasses  steady. 

This  wojAd  is  a  world  full  of  lies. 

Here's  L  toast  to  those  dead  already, 

And  here's  to  the  n^xt  man  to  die. 


STRAFIN'  ROUND  THE  MOUNTAIN 

(Tune:  She'll  be  Cominf  Round  the  Mountain ) 

How  listen  all  you  airmen  young  and  old,, 
the  tale  of  fighter  pilots  young  a^a  bold, 

With  their  fighters  painted  yellow 
Leaping  off  to  contact  Mellow 
In  the  crisp  Korean  ai^  so  blue  and  cold. 

It  was\aive  bomb  old  Sinuiju,  stop  the  Reds 
Eight  pne\  thousand  pounders  loaded^  instant  .heads 
Four  birds\lined  up  on  the  runway 
Wish  I'd  gone  to  church  ojt1  Suhday, 

Hope  we  catci\those  lousy  pommies  in  their  beds. 

Twenty-thousand\over  Pyongyang  on  Northwest 
Gas  Mask  flight  about  tp  face  the  aci^d  test" 

Till  we  past  the  mLu payer 
Which  makes- ray  livek  nuiver  .  h. 

With  tl.sk  guns  lint 


\hp  24  abreast  . 


Dust  Clouds  roll  ujb  frdm  Antung  ' c  rps  a  the  way 
Twenty  swept-wing^  Chine  se  war  biAis  ‘obit  to  play 
Thirty-sevens,  tkenty^threes. 

All  lit  up  like' Christmas 'trees 

Tip  tanks  salyoed  off  we  leap  intb  the  fray. 


SAVE  A  FIGHTER  PILOT*  S  LIP*  (H) 


Cruisin'  down  the  Yalu,  doing  650  pel*  / 

Gavb  a  call  to  ”  / 

Oh,  Von’t  you  save  me,  sir?  / 

Got.  tiro  big  flak  holes  in  my  wings  / 

My  tank  ain't  got  no  gas  / 

Mayday ,\nayd  ay,  mayday  -  got  six  MIGs yon  my  — 


CHORUS: 


Oh  Hallelujah,  oh  hallelujahs 
Throw  \  nickel  on  the  grass' 
Save  a /fighter  pilots  life 
Oh  hallelujah,  oh  hallelujah 
Throw  a  nickel  on  ihe  grass 
And  you^ 11  be  saved*  / 


Made  my  traffic  pattern,  ty  me  it  looked  all  right 
My  airspeed  read  x30  / 

My  God,  I  racked  it  tight 
The  airframe  gave  a\ shudder 
The  engine  gave  a  whe©/ 9 

Mayday,  mayday.  Lead®/  -  spin  instructions  pleasel 


CHORUS 


Bind  landing,  my  1 

ile  \ 
ndi  \ 

_ in\  the  air 

e  \ 

,  Pm  on  toy  baek 

_ V  ** 

iel  \ 

ow  1  \ 

wer  j  \ 

you  gol  "  ' 

_ in  the  blue 

id'  stall :  ■ 

:  this  winter 

. .  .  .  done  this  falli 


ing,  my  left  wing  touched  the  ground 
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SINGING  so  LONG 


CHORDS 


(£ve  .  sung  this  song  and  I'll  sing  it  again  * 

6  I#v®  done  and  the  places  I've  been 

Soak  of  the  things  that  have  bothered  my  mindi 
Ar»t  «\lot  of  good  wingmen  that  I've  left  behind. 


Pinging' 
So? long. 
Etc....: 


k>  long,  it's  been  good  to  know  you. 
it's  been  good  to  know  you. 


This,  story  begins  when  we  gathered  to  brief. 

We  harked  to  the  words  of  our  dark  headed  chief, 

He  said,  "Listen,  men,  and  I'll  give  you  the  soore 
About  what's  the. 'way.  with  the  F-84. 


0  o  o  o  •  9  o 


CHORUS 


We  turned  on  the  runway  and  started  to  ro] 

I  gave  her  the  throttrearid  poured,  on  the/ coal 
The  Jato  was  heavy,  my  W, '  it  was  thick£  ■ 

So  I  went  on  the  gauges  \nd  yanked  on  the.  stick. 

•  .CHORUS  \  .  A  ,,  .-r; 


<  M  M  »  «V 


Wb  flew  up  to  Sunan  and  dodged  all Ahe  flak. 

1  called  to  my- leader,  "Oh,  pleased  take  meback. 
I'm  tired  of  flying  these  big  \rwi  birds."  - 
But  instead  of  turning  he  uttered  these  words. 
.CHORUS 


©  o  o  o  o  o  oV 


♦ 


We  then  went  to  Sukchon  and  >6ive  botobed'  the  rails. 
We  broke  to  the  right  with /the  flak\n  our  tails. 
We  rendezvoused  high  .with/the  Migs  in\the  sun,  ,  ’ 

And  I  thought  to  myself  We  should  give\her  the  aun. 
........CHORUS  7  X  ‘ 


When  circled  to  join  up  it  was  a  great 
The  Migs; would1  soon  )6e  there  and  give  Us  a' 
Number  Four  man 's  cp&  thousands  were  still 
If  we  didn't  leave"  so  on  we  wou^d  surely  be 
...... .CHORUS 


>ace 

these. 

ghtly  hung, 
dbne. 


I  called" '$0  nur  leader,  "I'm  way  low  on  fuel. 

If  you  turn  around  quick  I  can  'get  back  to  Seou^t" 

Just  then  he  shouted,  "There*  3  Migs  pulling  le$d<A 
So  we'll  break  to  the  left  and  we'll  get  up  some  Apeed. 
.CHORUS 


/«  M  #  #  o  l 


Well,  i/broke  to  the  left  and  I  felt  a  great  jar. 
A  whistling  golf  ball  had  cut  my  main  spar* 

My  canopy  jammed  and  my  engine  flamed  out. 

And  Aver  the  R  T  I  started"  to  shout. 

*00000 0 CHORUS 


jjuddies,  so  long  it's  been  good  to  know  you  A 
So  long,  it's  been  good  to  know  you 
So  long,  it's  been  good  to  know  you. 

But  there's  not  a  whole  lot  that  I've  got  to  sav; 
For  it  looks  like  I  auggered  today.  ** 

77  ■ 


oys 


Parties,  banquets,  and  balls,. 

Parties,  banquets  and  balls 
As  President  ^ruman  has  said  before. 

There's  only  one  way  to  stay -out  of  a  war 
That's  with  parties,  banquets,  and  baM.s.  boys 
Parties,  banquetsNand  balls 
We'll  have  parties \nd /banquet s , 

And  banquets  and  parties, 
and  balls,  balls,  ba/t*  ' 


LET»/S  HAVK  A  PARTY 


have  soil 
Fighti 


Let's  have  aj party,  let's 
Let's  have  L  party,  the 

here  bright*  N 

Break  right ,  break  left,  streamers  off  the  wing 
Snap  dragons,  sweet  rolls,  we  do  everything. 

We  are  the  joy  boys  from  Itazuke 
Hello,  jiello,  hello,  he]to~o,*o~o*,Oi 


%(* 


MIG  1£ 

(Tune:  I  T* ought  I  Taw  a  Putty  Gat) 


I  t'  ©tight 
A*  twee# 

I.  did,  I 
Ad  big  as 


I  taw  a  MiG  15 
up  on  me 
-d,  I  taw  him 
le  could  be  l 


I  am  that  great  big  MiG  15 
Ivan  is  my\name 
And  if  I  catch  that  *84 
I  Ml  shoot  hint  down  in  flame  l 


TAC  HEADQUARTERS j 

( Tune :  Pep3i-Cola ) 

TAC  Headquarters  is  the  spot 
Twenty-eight  Colonels,  that's  a  lot 
Lots  of  brass  with/hothing  to  do 
TAC  Headquarters  is  the  place  for  you  t 
Chicken,  chickep^  chicken,  chicken  .... 


RED  NOSE 
(Tune:  Shrimp  Boats) 

**  4 

Oh,  the  Red  Nose  Migs  are  domin' 
Not  a  Sabre  in  sight 
Oh";  the  Red  Nose  Migs  are  con 
And  they  want  to  fight . 

Let's  hurry,  hurry  home 
Oh,  won't  you  hurry,  hurry  home? 
Oh,  the  Red  Nose  Migs  are  cornin' 
Not  a  Sabre  in  sight  1; 


WHEN 


XjtAVBS  HAVE  TURNED  TO  SILVER 


When/  your  leaves  have  turned  to  silver 
Wm,  you  love  us  just  the-  same? 

OK,  we'  ll  always  call  you  "(Any  old 
dirty  Major)"  '  ‘  >  . 

'Isn't  th%t  a  bloody  shame? 

To  the  days  at  Itazuke 

And  the  parties  that  we  knew 

When  your  leaves  have  turned  to  silver 

You  can  stick  them  up  your  flue t 


FLAK  SHOWERS 

(Tune:  A|u*il  Showers) 

Although  flak  showers  alay  corns  your  way 
They'll  bring  the  panic,  that  makes 
you  say 

"My  fuel  is  Josephine,  I'm  going  home 
So  if  you  want  to  ptay  and  fight, 
you  may 

Stay  and  fi^ht  alone 
I've  added  throttle,  I'm  on  my  way 
I'll  live  to  dome  back  some  cither  day. 
So  keep  on  strafing  that  position 
And  knock  it  out  for  me 
I'm  just  a/ close  supporter,  can't  you 


S FIGHTER  PILOT 

ave  Seen  the  Glory) 

his  eyeball, 
hardier 

ber  pilot  by  the 
s  rear 
igator  by  his  sextants, 

maps  and  such 

You  can  tell  a  figh£b*^ jockey,  but  you 
cannot  tell  him  much 


LILLY  FROM  PICCADILLY 


ChAI  took  a  trip  to  London  to  look  around  the  town. 

When\I  got  to  Piccadilly,  the  sun  was  going  dorm. 

wver  seen  such  darkness j  the  night  was  black  as  pitch. 
\uddenly,  front  of  me,  I  thought  I  saw  a  witch,/ 

CHORUS*  \ph.  it  was  Lilly,  from  Piccadilly 

tou  know  the  one  I  mean,  .the  one  I  mean, 
lyl  speM  each  payday,  that’s  my  hey  hej^  day* 

With  Lilly,  my  blackout  queen.  Da,  da,  f%t  da,  da,  da,  da- 

©h,  I  couldn’t  see  her  figure;  I  couldn’t  seeder  face' 

But  if  I  ever  meet  her.  I’ll  know.-.her  any  place  * 

I  couldn’t  tell Nif  she  were  blond ©.  or  a  dark  brunette. 

But,  gosh,  0  gee\  did  she  give  me  a  thrillyi  won’t  forgett 

CHORUS i 


She  said  to  me.  Oh  Y^uakee,  boy,  are  ya/lonesome,  are  ya  biuel 
Just  step  around  the  qorner.  I’ll  shqw  you  what  to  do* 

We  went  up  same  dark  alley;  I  said. 

She  said  "Okay,  but  firVt  you  pay" 


CHORUS* 

She  leaned  her  back  against 
She  gave  to  me  her  very  all, 
1  lost  my  head,  I  lost  my  he£ 
It  was  a  shame,  she  should 

CHORUS*, 


*1  love  you  kid"* 

So  I  gave  her  twenty 


walls  I  took  her  in  my  anas* 
td  all  her  buxom  charms* 
tv  I  even  lest  my  hat* 

,ve  Wen  a  circus  acrobat! 


We  Went  to  her  apartment,  anc  when  we  here  in  bed 
She  was  so  very  pleasant,  I  £  aid  some  ddy  we’d  wed. 

She  eveh  gave  me  breakfast,  she  was  so  vehy  nice* 

Why,  what  she  did  for  twenty  ;quid  was  cheap^at  half  the  price’ 

CHORUS; 

It  was  a  few  days  later,  I  began  to  feel  so  queer^ 

And  when  I  went  on  sick  call,  the  Doc  said  "It’s  qu^tp  cleat  * 
Youlve  had  sane  love  Commando  Style.  Come,  Son.  now  don't  be  shy* 
You’re  not  tp  blame,  tell  me  her  name*  "So  I  answered  wi^h  a  sigh. 

CHORUS* 


And  whetf  my  children  ask  me  "Please  tell  toe,  daddy,  dear 
Hhat  did  you  do  to  win  the  wart  "I'll  answer  with  a  sneer, 
"Tour /daddy  was  a  hero,  his  best  he  always  fought 
W|th  bravery  he  gave  to  Commandos  his  support*" 


-rtlfll-RX  MID  MIT1 MG 

«Ji,"?.rotfcba'  nd  Whiskey) 


One  e  I  it&a  happy  and  had  a  good1'  deal 
Plow  Fox^SS's  at  old  Viotorville 
They  askw,  fpr  a  volunteer,  Said  "I’ll  take  you" 

The  next  tMng  I  knew  I  v/as/fibjMSk  in  Taegul 

CHORUS « 

Kuni-ri  and  Antung/  and  Wild,  Wild  Pyong-yang 
they* 11  drive  youyorazy,  they’ll  drive  you  Insane 
Quad  fifties  and/Torties  and  one  hundred  sorties 
They'll  drivp  y</\x  crazy,  they'll  drive  you  insane! 

life  go  down  to  brloMng  while  it  is  still  night 
We  lift  off  the  runway  before  it  is  light 
We  form  in  the  gloomXand  we're  off  on  our  way 
We're  over  the  targatN^before  it  ie  day* 

We*re  up  to  th4>  Yalu,  There's  oone  overhead 
We  think  of  tie  wheels  who  are  snug  in  their  beds 
We  drop  our  big  tips  and  we  break  to  the  light 
■Jooien  we  ery  with  all  of\our  might! 

W*  steer  at  280,  wo 're  up  iir^tho  soup 
We  swear  that  the  leader  is  doing  a  loop 
Break  oiro  in  the  olear  and  set-down  on  K-2 
Be  oareful  or  Willy  will  write  a^out  you! 

If  Z  fly  a  hundred  and  they  ask  f  oh  more 
I'll /tell  them  to  jam  it  -  my  —  ia\too  sore 
They  o«n  ram  it  and  jam  It  for  all  th^t  1  ears 
it  give  me  a  wing  job  -  a  dost  and  a^ahairl 


LAMENT  OP  THE  RESERVIST 
(Ttmet  Cigarettes  and  Whiskey) 


I  wak  a  civilian  and  flew  ono  weekends 

Ho  sweat  about  clanks  and  no  sign  of the  bends 

But  I  rat  a  retread  and  older  I  greys 

How  I  fljt  a  Mustang,  it’s  old  and/it' a  slow* 

0H0RRs\  / 

Sinuiju  and  Anak,  Sin&nju  and  Sinaak 

They.' li  drive  you  orazy,  they'll  drive  you  insane 

Quad  fifties  and  forties*  and  one  hundred  sorties 

They'll  drive  you  crazy 

Theyjll  drive  yoy  insane* 

Oh,  onoe  I  was  *appy\and  I  flew  a  jet 

At  36,000  how  fat  canXybu  gett 

They  sent  me  to  HelliaAfor  six  weeks  to  train 

They  gave  me  a  Mustang,  Vt'  s  no  aero-plan  el 

We  strafed  and  we  bdmbed  aW  we  shot  air  to  air 
Then  off  to  Korea, /we're  fo tiled  up  for  fair 
We  oame  to  K-Fourvsix  to  fljnwith  this  Group 
Hy  hair's  turning' gray  and  myNwings  have  a  droop* 

I  flew  my  first/mission  and  it  was  a  snap 
Just  follow  the  leader,  don't  look,  at  a  map 
But  now  I've  got  eighty  and  lead  A.  sad  flight 
Go  out  on  ended  reooe  and  oan|t  slew  at  night! 

tifSttt  up  toyMlg  Alley,  S-2  said  no  sweht 
tf  1  had  hot  looked  around*  I'd  be  up  there  yet 
Slit  Migs /jumped  our  —  and  the  leader  felled  brfcak 
Sikty-bne  and  3000,  how  my  knees  did  shake  f 

If  I  live  through  a  hundred  and  they  ask  for  more 
I'll ycell  them  to  shove  it,  my  is  too  sore 
Them  can  ram  it  and  jam  it  for  all  that  I  oare 
Juyt  give  me  a  Wing  job,  a  desk  and  a  ohair! 


m 


■^9  boys  fro®  the  SOA 
sp  iwph  ahout  ?rT* 
Ihe  mothers  Js©ep  their  daughters 
WhenevePwe  go\«t,  yr  v"'-..  i 

Wb’^e  always  whiskey-  > 

And  ir©*r*  always  fuilxt?  boose  i 

Oh  iff 9* re  the  boys  ^poeiShe  < 

And  who  the  hell  We  you&f^ 


Q/#T/i 


lifho  owns  thiSj-olub  roe  -  wa  -hW 
mio^cwatl  ,;thl3^attb  or-  Wa  -  wa\ 
Whh'la^a'fe^tluh  'thA  poodle'.:  cry 
HE  CTO  thia/ olub  do  .r  w&~  wa 
f,2  oro  club  op  -  wa  -  wa  - 

>/  Fighter'  Group  we  reply 


Sit  tha  apron 

st ruction 

majors 

of  the  apron 
a  rnsty 

cow  in  the  pastnra 

ns 

ghty  short  of  aircraft, 
record 

n  he  warmed  ip  her  engine 
ar. 


I  Birmingham  and  South  Alabama 

egki  to  fall 

on  the  tops  of  the  mountains 
see <8^  thing  at  all* 

36  left\and  he  flew  into  a  snowstorm 

to  the.  tight 

ailroad  going  in  his  direction  and  ha  said 
t  there,  tonight •" 

sr  nose  in  a  southerly  direction 
tracks  in  sight’ 
ared  in  the  si  del  of  a  mountain 
last-  long  flight^ 

1th  her  nose  in  thewrointain 
on  the  track 

were  bent  in  the  forward  direction 
s  pointed  back.  \ 

ladies  please  take  fair  warning 
ou  roam  N 

orda  to  your  aviator,  boy  friend  • 

.  „  .  and  never  come  home. 


JR&CCX  TO  IHLUN 


It' s  a  long,  hard  road  on  a  reccy  to /feerlirt^ 

And  the  flak  was  bursting  high, 

And  the  P-47' s  and  the  P^51*s,- 
They  were  guarding  us  high  in  the/sky. 

twere  half  way  between  Lake  Dimmer  and  Hamburg 
en  all  hell  broke  loose  in  ye  blue, 
luse  the  Jerry' s  had  spotted  us  from  five  o'clock  under 
Anc^they  came  up  to  see  whay  they  could  do. 

Now  the  first  pass  was  madd  on  the  462d 
Colone\  Showers  was  in  tbs  lead.  . 

Oh,  he  mopped  and  he  mopjped  and  he  mopped  and  he  mopped,., 
'Cause  he\thought  he  would  never  get  home. 

So  the  Colonel  he  called  to  his  brave  Navigator, 

Said,  ''Give  mb  a.  heading  home'*, 

But  the  navigator  WM-h  hie  hand  on  the  ripcord 


Said,  "Hey,  boy,' 


'.re  going  home  alone, 


So  the  Colonel  he/ dolled  to  his  brave  bombardier. 

Said,  "Give  me  a/heading  home,"  r 

But  the  Bombard^r :  ha, parted,  ,  , . 

There  was  silence  on  the\ship'  s  interphone. 

So  at  twenty-tfoo  thousand  h\chewed  on  his  candy,  n 
And  he  mopped,  mopped,  mo  ppeaV  mopped ,  mopped.. 

Oh,  he  mopped  and.  mopped  and  hexmopped  and  he  mopped, 

*  Cause  he  thought  he  would  never/get  home . 

-  a  , 

So,  with  /our  engines  feathered  he  folded  into  safety 
At  the  rdnway  of  his  home  base, 

And  tt'sr  with  great  pride  that  he  tells  this  story 
with  a/kop-eatin'  grin  on  his  face..  ...j^op,  mop l 


vd.ll  rob  you, 
Lou  hare, 


For  a  thief  h 
And  take  what/,  JIWU  kKk  v  3  | 

But  a  f  al  se-jaearted  lover , 
Will  send  y/u  toN^he  grave* 


She’ll  hu^  you  and 'kiss  you 
And  tell  you  more  Ires, 

Than  cross  ties  on  the  railroad. 
Or  star  a/  on  the  sky. 

On  top /of  old  Smokey, 

All  covered  with  snow, 

I  lost/  my  true  lover, 

Come  a -court in'  ....  .too  slV>w . 


PIEOrS  LAMENT 

SIf  I  Had  the  Wings  of  an  Angel) 

an  all  you  pilots  and  you  airmen, 
toll  you  a  story  sad  but  trua^l 
who  wear  wings  but  are  not  happy, 
ound  and  we ‘11  sing  this  Jng  to  you. 

:Who  wear  wings  but  are  dot, happy, 
aile  on  their  lips,  not/in  their  hearts, 
overjoyed  ,  to  wear  the  Wedge  of  an  airman, 
id  in  getting  pff  .to/such  bed  starts. 


But  are 


A  reason  mW  be  had  for  discontentment,  , 
Why^th^gloW  as  dark  as  aWy  blacked  out  locmj ,  • 

:0m  and  all/end  they  will  tell  you, 
I'M  MOT; .ASSIGNED  TO  THE  L_  GROUP  l 


i.  m. 

(Tupe,su.  When  Yoty^fore^a  Tulip) 

When  you  flew  d Musta 
In  the  Itazukef  ORT, 

Other  pilot b %enfc;  to  briefing 
We  stayed  JW  the. sack  a‘slT 
Hotter  stones,. you-‘  11  never 
We  were  hotter  than  tabasco 
fiasbo/ 

We  excelled  in  profioiency. 
When  ydu  flew  a  Mustang,  and 
In  the  Itazuke  ORT  I 


and  I  flew,  a  Mustang,  ,• 


eping, 


e, 


ion  Group 


a  Mustang 


<2? 


forr  te*a~ 


Ax^  Force  Lampr,t- 


Sa  St^tLtT  °£ *0  ruUd  the  fl  ... 

raoRBS;  Glory-fly^g  regulations. 

Have  them  read  at  everv  cfaf- 

S'S  t  “n  Bh°  ^ 

•w  Force  s  gone  to  hell. 

My  bones  have  felt- 

BufS^-Srb0rne  leg±°"  to8r$htbthehdnd^d  thaUSimd  «™«. 

ut  now  xt  s  only  memorv  i  ®  *"  deadly  wrong 

Air  Force 's  goH^”1*  SOTes  8  ’ 


CHORUS:  .  . 


CHORUS :  . 

*  •  •  • 


5£2V  u\ln? hel1  °£ 

But  now  they  all  play  pin/non/^  t0  brinS  them  bac 

Their  techniqueis  gone^o^!!?  “  ^  °Perations  shack. 

CHORUS:  .  . 

#  •  •  • 

Once  wrote  the  do^of^^ena^  liberator  too> 

But  now  the  skies  are  er^ty  2S ou^  COntrails  ln  the  bh 
And  we  can't  fly  for  hell/  planes  are  wet  with  det 


CHORUS:  . 


SeU  purring^f  ^  —  of  polished  steel. 

But  now  the  L-5  charms  you  with  /  8  yOUr,heart  could  fet!. 

And  it  won't  climb  for  hell.  moanin  ,  groanin',  squeal 

CHORUS :  . 

AbLfthfwiS^iue^der  iTlhTfa  “S  3  fightlng  Song 

But  now  we're  closely  supe^Sed  f or  S  ^  Were  Str°nS> 

The  Air  Force's  gone  to  hell.  f  W£  m3y  d° 


r 


CHORUS : 


2?  fiew  mighty  Hog  right  down  the  flak  infested  track. 
The  Migs  flew  oe'r  the  Yalu,  the  SabresQchased  ’em  hack, 
ut  now  we  fight  the  paper  war  and  haven  *t  got  the  nack. 
The  Air  Forced  gone  to  hell. 


CHORUS ; 


35.  BRING  BACK  MY  cie 

My  packet  lies  down  by  the  hangar 

They’ve  grounded,  my  0#1}{Y- 

With  luck  we  will  get  to  Tacoma  > 

By  nineteen  fifty  two. 


Bring  Back,  Bring  Back,  Oh  Bring  Back  my  G-jjh. 
Bring  Back,  Bring  Back,  Oh  Bring  Back  my  C-fj2. 

She  goes  like  a  duck  down  the  runway. 

And  mushes  off  into  the  blue 
And  if  just  one  engine  you  feather 
St.  Peter  will  call  for  you. 


Her  heaters  are  wired  in  open 

Her  gas  tanks  are  patched  up  with  glue, 

It’s  cold  going  back  to  Tacoma,  * 

But  well  fly  our  /  A 

The  clam  shells  fly  open  on  landing  , 

It  slows  down  you^  landing  you  know 
But  we  sure  make  beautiful  landings, 

On  seventeen  inches  of  snow, 

^  i;  »  ■  i  i  :  ,  •  ; 

The  left  gear  extends  when  retracted 
The  right  one  Is  abnormal  too 
But  you  sure  would  have  lots  of  trouble  - 
If  your  nose  was  yellow  or  blue. 


Her  compasses  all  point  together  ..  * 
The  rest  of  her  instruments  too, 

And  both  of  her  engines  run  backwards. 
Just  like  all  the  rest  of  them  do.  * 


My  heart  lies  with  you  my  dear  packet 
And  Fairchild  will  surely  build  more 
But  we’d  rather  have  two  more  engines 
So  well  fly  a  (C-54). 


■■  - 


/r 


I  went  into  a  restau 
And  like  a  raving  n 
The  waiter  says  w! 
A  large  beefsteak  sa 
He  took  it  down  am' 
And  Slowly  walked 


And  he  never  1 
No  he  never  a 
I  waited  for  b 
And  his  neck 
If  he  don’t  ha^ 
When  we  meet 


I  went  to  Barnum’s 
She  laughed  at  ever) 
The  big  balloon  out; 
It  proved  to  be  my  ' 
I  shoved  her  in  and 
And  up  she  did  asccj 


And  she  nevei 
No  she  neyer 
Her  dear  face 
Pm  happy  ton 
Till  we  meet  1 


An  old  maid  of  sev 
With  a  sailor  boy  01 
Whom  she  called  1 
At  last  the  wedding 
The  daintly  little  th 
He  touched  her  for 
And  went  out  to  b 


And  he  never 
No  he  never  c 
His  dear  face  3 
But  that  sweet 
She  will  sure  g, 
When  they  me 


iti! 


Oh  we  re  from  th&  f,99f*  u  * 

Whenever  we  8„  out  “  Lv  e  a  Cl““*d  "22" 

We  take  delight,  in  stirring  up  a  fMt 
And  knocking  them  in  the  head  •  t 

Ha  ha  ha  oh  oh  oh  hee  tee^e?  S-1  ^  1  d“d 
We  have  gotten  a  reprove  In  written.  ? 

We  put  poison  In  our  C.O's  cream  of  wheat 
fe  re  from  the  ”22",  the  hairy  chestld  “2" 
tod  we  eat  raw  meat.  Call  thl  waiter  mo«  beer. 


/ 


V 


8.  GREEDY  fingers  / 

\  l™*  a  M  *nd;  she  had  Greedy  Fingers  / 
\  A  ways  searching  for  another  love  you Te  / 

V  Wed  this  girl  but  she  had  greedy  finger’/  ■ 
Never  satisfied  with  Kisses  just  from  nf/ 

•ShXwem  away,  and  broke  my  heart  i/two' 

ci?U  V  my  ove  was  not  enough  tJset  her  thromrh 
.She  w^nt  away  and  someday  she  Jj[  understand  ^  ’ 
•Greedy Rogers  never  find  a  lov^hand 

\  *  *  /  *  *  * 
,T  A  /  THE.  C- 5  4 

\ 1  une  prison  Without  hJfy  Walls) 

I  dont  need  booms  o^uouble  tails' 

To  tell  me  I  can’t\£}^ 

Fm  in  a  squadron  054’$.  : 

How  ancient  can Jm\aircraft  be 
Sometimes  I  wa/  to  aw,  ’  ■ 

Cause  Fm  studf with  tffe  C54, 

I  come  and  /  but  climbW  slow 
I  hese  engines  are  a  ftigfitv i  *  ’•  *  J\  ".J 
You  11  seafus  coming  home  \ith  three 
Most  ewfry  other  night  \ 

Piease/uild  some  more  124*5  \  *  * 

And/end  u$  on  our  way  \  *  ; 

Bade  to  Tacoma,  where  '  •.  'rrr***** — 


,  v  10*  CO-PIEOTS  SONG  ; 

Don-i  ne!id  g°!d,  leaVeS  01  raiJr°ad  tracks, 

Don  t  need  god  eaves  or  raiboad  tracks,  .  • 

lo  tell  me  I  can  t  fl^,  .  .  ' 

Ij»  in  a  squadron  where  they  rule  the  skv 
Hf>w  chicken  can  an  I.P.  get  ^ 

Scjmetimes  I’ld  like  to  fly, 

!lf  right  sea|!of  «  O54.  *  •  ■  ' .  -  1  . 

The 

Y.»  lave  to  wear  a  rf  T* 

But  we  aend  Stateside,  where  we  can ‘order  more. 


ri.  C-54  BLUES  ; 

1  sot  the  54  Blues, 

A^d  whfnthe1^^7, 1 T k  in  my  body  and'th« 

Oh  lor  iv  th  %  £ruck  comcs>  1  gotta  go' 

}>  guess  III  never  gonna  loose  these  54  E 

Now  a  steamboat  whistle  nevre  stirred  my  soul 
A  helicopter  humi^min’  always  left  me  cold  1 

Is  a  Csa  andg  mfk<ss  me  wallt:  to  navigate 
,s  3  c'54  and  a  load  of  freight. 

She  Was  ,a  f  ot,and  W  dear 

rr  'vas  th«  only  daughter  of  an  Engineer 

It’I  "7?  u  3  steyardncss  and  it  ain’t  no  jok< 
Its  a  dirty  shame,  the  way  she  keeps  me  broke. 

A  fast  trip  to  Tachi  never  stirs  my  soul. 

And  those  to  Korea  always  leave  me  cold 
e  only  thing  that  makes  me  want  to  navigate 
Is  a  fatcat  tnp  to  the  United  States. 


im  a  roving  cpwboy, 
Riding  all  ,?ky  long, 
Tumbleweeds  around 
•Sing  jtheir  lonely  song 
Nighf  time  underneat 
I;  ride  alone  an:d  sing 
.  See  them  tumfelirt 
Hedging  their  lot 
<f  Lonely,  but  free  j 
j  Drifting  along  w 
I  Cares  of  the  past 
No  where  to  go 
Just  where  the  tra 
Drifting  along  wi 
I  know  when  nigj 
That  a  new  work 
HI  keep  rolling  j 
Deep  m  my  bean 
Here  on  the  rang, 
Drifting  along  wit 


Oh  I  go  down  to  the 
To  see  those  pals  of  mi 
1  hose  wedding  bells  at 

T“at,  old  £ang  of  mine 
All  the  boys  are  singm. 
They  ve  forgot  Swectljjj 
Those  wedding  bells  ^ 
That  old  Gang  of  n^f 
There  goes  Jack,  TheW 
Walking  down  lovers^ 
When  we  iheet,  new* 
Thmgs  don’t  seem,  tfc.  , 

Oh  I  get  that  Idn^ 
When  I  hear  those, 'ay, 


V  3  7  •  WHIFFENPOOF  SONG  (AF  VERSION) 

From,  the  boys  up  in  the  barracks*  /  • 

To  theyfpys  down  on  the  line.  / 

To  the  clear  old  wild  blue  yonder  that  we  love* 

Stand  the  \Air  Cadets  assemble! 

With  their  glasses  raised  opr  high, 

And  the  mag\  of  their  ringing  casts  its  spell. 

Yes  the  magic  M  their  Ringing, 

Of  the  songs  we\love/so  well* 

Jolly  sixpence*  Wik/Blue  Yonder  and  the  rest 
We  will  Serenade yota  Air  Force  ’ 

While  life  and  y^oicc^  shall  last 

Then  we  11  pas^/ ind  bX  forgotten  with  the  rest*  , 

Who  h/vt  lost  our  vW,  Baa,  Baa..  Raa. 


was  a  cold  wmte 
The  guests  were  a 
O’Mally  was  ciosiu 
When  he  turned  a 
To  the  lady  in  rec 
Get  out,  you  can’t 
So  she  shed  a  sad 
As  she  thought  of 
When  a  gentleman 
And  these  are  the 

Her  mother  nc 
The  things  a  j 
About  the  way 
N°w  age  has  i 
And  sin  has  h 
Fememiber  you 
And  let  her  $le 


Many  years  have  co 
Since  I  wondered  £ 
In  those  Oklahoma 
Many  a  page  of  H£e 
Many  a  lesson  I  hat 
Still  it’s  in  those  hill 

Way  down  yon< 
Fide  my  pony  <j 
In  the  Okiahorri 
Way  down  yon* 
A  cowboys’  life 
In  the  Oklahoni 

Mow  as  I  sit  here  to 
Many  miles  I  am 
From  where  once  I  z 
^ere  the  blackhawj 
Where  the  saow-whlf 
In  those  Oklahoma  1 


Just  to  seem  them  makes  me  blue* 
They  are  aircraft*  they’re  not  coffins 
Like  my  Darling  82, 

Oh  the  tax-payers  gripe  at  taxes  $  , 
They  know  just  what  tfcey  can  do  ; 
They  don’t  fly ’em,  They)  just  buy  *em 
Oh  my  darling  8a*«  .  ■'*  j  ,  j*  *,? 


mh  JPighteivBonbfcfr  S4U titH*  6f  'Whiffenpoof  song.O 

! 

Busting  trucks  aibig  the  kid* 

Blasting  tanks  along  thb  Llde*  .  ir. 

It  »s  the  Mustang,  mighty  Mustang*  eyety  time-, 
we're  the  men  who  fly  those  Must antes.  < 

We're  the  Red  Soarfsj  and  we're  prdlaaV  , 

Sf/;renth%hoad  the  crowd.  ' !  j  i 

when  those  engines  rohr  'at  'dayby©ai|t  I  j  i  ■  n  : , 

Every  orew  chief  on  j,  ^§>|  j  ,  ,  ' 

Holds  his  head  high  $$  |atart  to  elisk,  M  i 

wo  we  11  drink  a  toast  to  'Red  fcatflJ*  ' 

And  our  life  and  lova  shall  lasfpW  1 
We'll  not  pass  nor  be  forgotten  like  the  rest* 

CHORUS s 

We  are  old  fighter  pilots  and  we're  here  to  stay, 

And  fly,  fly,  fiy.  ;  .  .  w* 

Sikty^Seventb  is  the  squadron  that  will  always  lead  the  way 

To  fly,  fly.  fly.  ’  <«**'«  In  th.  fray) 

Mustang  pilots  all,  are  we, 

Fly  any  bird  through  Eternity. 

So  God  have  mercy  on  such  as  we, 

Who  fly,  fly,  fly. 


•Ofrosi  Captain  Joseph  Burke, 

i is  $7th  Fighter  Bomber  Souadr 


(Addendum  to  ’Throw  A  Uliyi  on  the  Glass') 


Cruisin'  down  the  vaU©f» 

Six  migs  were  fceicgw 
leader  gave  a  wiggle  :|{h 

And  hollered  Tal^hoi ,  ’ 

:  i  •*  If'-;;;  : 

So  we  rolled  those  Madfapgs  over 
;  i'And  fcjtt'55&'perV.|  1;^:  ; 
'Red-line  l .Red-lipe |  BM^line  i ' 
'Oh,.:jeave  mt  i|^jjj£j^rt* 

Got  two  fcjjg  tl ah  hole  J  ip  W  win, 

My  tanha  ain’t,  gefkfesf 

Mayday  I  Mayday |  Maydpsji;  r  ! 

;  Three  MIGs  on  «y  jfffV 

CHORUS:  J  . 


Cruisin’  down  the  Yalu 
Doing  320  per,,*  '  ,f 
Gave  a  eall  to  Major  Col|qn| 
'Won't  you  s§ve  m,  Sir? ' 


Captaip  iospph  Bupfce 

o7th  Filter  Sender  ,, 


2?  b^iclsa!a  rck. 

But,  by  tho  tine  I  got  there. 

My  wings  wore  holod  with  flak. 

My  aircraft  wont  into  a  spin. 

It  would  no  longer  fly. 

Mayday,  Mayday,  Mayday, 

1  m  too  young  to  dio, 

CHORUS: 

Halloluja,  Helloluja , 

Throw  o  niokol  on  the  grass. 
Sayo  a  fighter  pilot's 
Hallolujn,  Holloing,  "~“ 
Jhrow  a  niokol  on  the  grass 
■^nd  you'll  bo  saved* 

I  flew  ny  traffic  pattern. 

To  no  it  looked  all  right! 

My  air  spood  road  150,  i  ■ 

My  God,  x  racked  it  tight* ! 

I  turned  into  tho  ; 

With  a  window  ankers  brocso. 

Mayday ?  Mayday,  Mayday,  '  >•< 

Bpxn  obstructions,  pl^aso*  / 

CHORUS;  . 


Halloluja,  HaUoluja,  /* 
Throw  a  nickel  on  the  'grass. 
Sayo  a  fighter  pilot's 
Holloluja,  Halloluja, 
p^row  a  nickol  oh?  the  grass 
*.nd  you'll  bo  saved./  I 


This  Old  Group  0*  ^  ^ ^  q\^ 

This  old  group  gonna  need  revision. 

This  old  group  has  lost  its  head. 

This  old  group  is  getting  rusty. 

Never  sees  blue  overhead. 

This  old  group  has  frosty  tailpipes. 

This  old  group  has  lost  its  charm. 

And  the  Colonel  said  the  other  day. 

My  boys  you've  bought  the  farm." 

CHORUS:  Ain't  gonna  need  this  group  no  longer, 
Aint  gonna  need  this  group  no  more. 
Ainjt  got  time  to  learn  the  mission, 
Ain  t  got  time  to  learn  the  score. 
Ain't  got  nerve  to  make  a  take-off 
Or  a  plane  to  do  a  roll. 

And  we're  looking  for  the  P.1.0. 

Who's  got  us  in  this  hole. 

This  old  group  can't  fly.in  weather. 

This  old  group  can't  fy  in  snow, 

This  old  group  can't  fly  in  sunshine. 

This  old  group  just  plain  can't  go. 

This  old  group  is  getting  lonesome. 

This  old  group  has  gone  astray. 

And  we're  just  a  bunch  of  puddy  cats; 

Awaiting  judgement  day.  ’ 

CHORUS:  Ain't  gonna  need  this  group  no  longer, 
Ain  t  gonna  need  this  group  no  more, 
Am  t  got  time  to  be  a  tiger. 

Ain't  got  time  to  give  a  roar. 

Ain't  got  planes  that'll  hold  together 
Or  that  G  suit  underwear , 

But  we're  on  our  way  to  .  .  ,t 
So  we  really  could  not  care  .  . 


The  Young  Pur suiter 

Beside  “*  *%. 

u-r  ^  saoer-jet  trie  young  pursuits^! 

Hxs  parachute  hung  from  a  ne^rKv  u  ^ 

«  *2  xx  w  d  £SS-e  dead 

SHF-  i- — 

Oh  death  WhereCirthrst"ged^gh;  TlnT '  ol^T  ?7  S‘ln§? 

beiis  of  hei1  **£  •  iU,  rL;ohf„dr^tr^ts  &  :“ns? 


The  Saga  of  the  Old  36th 

They  gave  him  his  orders  at  Group  Operations. 

Saying,  Casey  you*  re  way  behind  time." 

It  s  not  Kuneri  but  old  Namsi  Dong- 
Where  you* 11  cut  the  rails 
Or  bust  your  ass  in  trying. 

So  they  climbed  in  their  sabres 
At  quarter  past  eleven 
With  the  crew  chief  on  the  wing 
the  pilot  said,  "Plug  in  the  power 
And  listen  to  this  old  sabre  sing." 

We  went  rollen’  down  the  runway  at  90  knots  an  hour. 

When  the  nose  wheel  broke  the  ground. 

We  were  in  the  air  flying  o'er  the  mountains. 

Headed  toward  that  flak  infested  town. 

We  flew  over  Haagu  and  skirted  Chinampo 
And  headed  up  the  coast* 

When  dentist  Charley  looke^d  into  his  radar 
And  he  turned  just  as  white  as  a  ghost. 

bl?rred  as  the  trains  left  the  station 
As  we  glimbed  to  angels  29 . 

I  saw  those  contrails  a  headed  towards  us 
And  I  wetted  this  fleying  suit  of  mine. 

I  started  my  bomb  blast  at  altitude  zero 
And  he  died  with  a  rail  tie  up  his 
"Dig  that  crazy  sliver." 


X. 


strafing  in  a  mountain  pass 


Strafing  in  a  mountain  pass 
Cou^dnft  make  that  turn 
Twelve ' tons  of  Thunder jet 
Watoh  -(tot  — .  burn 


th!  11108  at  Kimuri*  we  f®u6h^  at  Sinajee 
They  nailed  us  down  at  Kycaaipo.,  and  we  lost  quite  a  few# 

fr<*  fld  **.  sisMfcwwd  imi  rn>r 

Don’t  ask  a  49*er  boys*  the  — ate  all  dead#  ' 


sdy 


77^  /^221 


THE  RIVER  RAH  RJS) 


(-?waej 


The  good.  Ship  titanic) 


dumber  One  was  having  fun.  Number  Two  got  quite  a  few 
Number  Four  got  (Some  more  as  lie  said 
0hc  the  river  ran  red  with  i  o  blood  of  the  dead 
As  we  came  around  and  tried 'to  get  some  more* 

; wfs  ful1  of  ruts»  and  the  ruts  were  full  of  guts 

tittle  children  sucking _  had  them  shot  right  from  their,  mitts 

A?  w®  came  around  and  tidecT  to  get  seme  more* 

There  were  Women  in  the  crowd*  little  children  cried  aloud 
But  they  all  carried  guns  for  the  foe. 

There  were  some  who  turned  around,  when  they  heard  that  awful  Sound 
As  we  came  around  and  tried  to  get  some  more# 

<&  it  seaaed  an  awful  crime,  as  we  shot  -them  in  their  prime 
But  they  got  Humber  three,  dcaa,t  you  see 

Yes,  They  shot  him  dewn  with  flak,  and  they  broke  his  bloody  back 
As  we  came  around  and  tried  to  get  some  more.  ‘  — 

(Repeat  first  verse) 


tS'oi,  Trv 


ms  commits  mm 

Tumo  **  "ClonontinG1' 


;  ■■  i‘i  !;  j  ,  Ml  !  j.  i:  i  i 

Once  a  flier  do's  or  dies,  faithful  Sabro  ittb,!,  !l  ',\i 

*-ftor  bitching,  flow 'R-EiisaioMtb  the  town,  of  Sinanju, !  1 

Still  in  flight,  ho  srw  a  one  nigiity  Comic  MIGs  upon  his  tail. 
With  a  quiver  and  a  shiver,  ho  .l|t  out  an  awful  wail. 

CHORUS ;  _  ..  ;  , 

Sayonora,  Spycporc, oh  so  dosu  '  '  ; 

•  '  yOU  bc  on- rajf^  nohswj 

Than  r.  Mustang  wont  in  just  t°  i  soo  whet  ho  could  .do#  : 

But  ales,!  hu  o  pas®,  omlffijat  was  allj  they  got  bin  tdo. '  ;j' 
Thought  an,  ’80s  ::I,ra  so  grq^^pj’ll  never  got  a  shot  at  nbL  :  I 
Wasn't  gone  long  whoa  his  serais  jppng  sounded  just  like  this  to  no. 

CHORUS:  M  | 

Sayonora,  Sayoncrn,  S&yoajrra,  oh  so  desu 

If  you  find  no,  novor  itiM  aoj  I  will  bo  an  awful  moss 

Then  a  Thundorjet  idio  hadn't  blundered  yot,  thought  he'd  try  it 

J  ;'$?■  ,  CliOli0  « 

liko  a  blotter,  he  hit  the  wateif,  shook  the  hand  of  Davy  Jones. 
So  the  tally,  in  oy  alloy,  isn'J  quite  like  all  the  elains. 

But  as  a  fair  course  to  the  Aid*Forco ,  wo  won't  nontion  any  nanos 

CHORUS:  § 

Sayonara,  Sryoncra,  Sayonora,  ah  so  desu 

If  you  find  no,  never  n|ftd  raaj  I  will  bo„*m  awful  noss. 


THE  BLUES  OP  CHIHHLE 
me  ~  "The  Bluos  i&;  the  Might11 


Proa  Chinhne  to  fyongyrng , 

Frm  Tagou  to  S^pul, 

Whore vor  our  Husfapgs  go, 

I've  dropped  mo  Some  nopalm. 

I’ve  firad  mo  sis  rockets, 

But  there  is  case; thing  I  know, 

The  Chino so  or©  two-fcced  . 

A  wcsrrioscsB®  >  th^ [■  vho*  II 
£#vo  you  i  to  sing,  |  | 

The  Bluos ;  of  Chi^h|o;. 

CHCHUSr  '  ' 

Hoor  the  Flak  a-blown» 

Sgq  tho  MiG's  a-goin' 
WILKMEST,  I  con' t  got  my  tank 
Well  laddio ,  you've  had  it, 
Bufihoro  ia  ono  thing  I  know 
You  oan't  do  a  thing 
But  sit  hero  and  sing 
The  Bluos  of  Chinhao, 

Wo  call  into  Hollow, 

We  thinks  wo  aro  yellow, 

But  on  to  tho  target  wo  go. 

Tho  weather  is  stinkin' , 

But  there  is  one  thing  I  know, 

Tho  SO' s  can't  do  it. 

They ' r c  bungling  thing s 
That  Ion vo'  you  to  sing 
Tho  Bluos  of  Chinhao. 


J^c  Yalu 

ytUing  ~  HEY  YOU t 

|acArthur  ]  :  M 

I  (thing  I!' 

fcpd  sing  ij-  :  :  i  i: 


pContim?d 


MIG  1£ 

(T uae:  I  T ( ought  I  Taw  a  Puttv  n»*.  i 

I  t' ought  I  taw  a  MIG  15 
A'  twe aping  up  on  me 
X  did,  I  did,  I  taw  him 
■At  big  as  he  could  be  l 

I  am  that  great  big  MiG  15 
Ivan  is  my  name 
And  if  I  catch  that  ’84 
I’ll  shoot  him  down  in  flame  l 


S"oC  7^^  0^^ 


LET'S  HAVfl  A  PARTY 

Let's  have  a  party,  let's  have  some  fun 

Let's  have  a  party,  the  _ Fighter  Croup  ie 

here  tonight* 

Break  right,  break  left,  streamers  off  the  wing, 
/Snap  dragons,  sweet  rolls,  we  do  everything. 

VS fe  are  the  joy  boys  from  Itazuke 

Hello,  hello,  hello,  helo— o-o-o-o «  V  \ 


<^0C  77^ 


mzmm 

(•£«*,:  l(,  When  You  Wore  a  tulip) 

%r»$£z:gr*'  - 1 *« »***««, ..; 

Othep  pilots  , went,  to  briefing 
We  stored  in  the;  sack  a » sleeping,  . 

Hotter  stems, you*ll  never  see/* 

S  '-  ““  taba5c<>  0*>»P  «*. 

We  excelled  in  proficiency,, 

smss.'jsr*’ aai  1  n” 


,  et 

c 


^bc  7>u  /Q^r* 


HMT8  1$  TBB  REOPLAS  AIR  FOBC1 

( /*! ^LWr:  MY  /i/£j  Gv&e  7%&  &c&m) 

nere'a  to  the  reguiar  lir  Foro»  . 

They  have  auch  a  wonderful  plan 

They  oall  up  the  - -  reservists 

Whenever  the  — hits  the  fan l 


They  call  up  every  old  pilot 
They  call  up  every  young  nan 
The  reservist*  they  go  to  Korea 
The  regulars  stay  in  Japan 

Here's  tfr*  the  regular  Air  Force 
Witii  medals  and  badges  galore 
If  it  weren't  for  the  reservist 

would  be  dragging  i&e  floor  1 


CHCBUS t  Fight  ont  Fight  on i 

Fight  on  regular  Air  Foroe 
Fight  on i  Fight  oni 


^di  tpv 


mmmmmwi  - 

We  fly  the  Sabre  with  Fourth  Fighter  Group 
Ask  any  It,  he'll  give  you  the  poop. 

We  ait  in  the  cockpit  and  push  on  a  rudder 
But  when  we're  in  trouble, 

We  help  one  anudder. 


The  MIG  is  a  blight  on  the  whole  human  race 
When  you're  north  of  Chinapo,  they're  found  every  place 
They've  got  apes  for  pilots  and  they're  hard  to  tame 
If  you’re  not  a  hot  rock,  they'll  shoot  you  dcarninf  lames. 


^5*0  &  /Qv-ia 


a 

Gome  and  Join  the  Air  Force  £ 

Come  on  and  join  the  Air  Force,  itfs  a  grand  place  so  they  say 
You  never  have  to  work  at  all,  just  fly  around  all  day. 

While  others  work  and  study  hard,  and  soon  grow  old  and  blind, 

We’ll  take  the  air  without  a  care,  and  you’ll  never  mind. 

CHORUS:  You’ll  never  mind,  you’ll  never  mind. 

Oh,  come  on  and  join  Air  Force, 

And  you  will  never  mind. 

Come  on  and  get  promoted  as  high  as  you  desire. 

You’re  riding  on  a  gravy  train  when  you’re  Air  Force  flier. 

But  when  you’re  just  about  to  be  a  general  you’ll  find 

The  engines  cough,  the  wings  fall  off,  and  you’ll  never  mind. 

CHORUS :  . 

You’re  flying  o’ re  the  ocean,  you  hear  your  engine  spit 
You  see  your  prop  come  to  a  stop,  my  God  the  engines  quite. 

The  ship  won’t  float,  you  can’t  swim,  the  shore  is  miles  behind. 

Oh,  what  a  dish  for  the  crabs  and  fish,  but  you’ll  never  mind. 

CHORUS:  ..... 

Oh,  when  you  loop  and  roll  and  spin  her,  and  with  an  awful  tear, 

You  see  your  stubby  wings  fall  off,  but  you  will  never  care. 

For  in  about  two  minutes,  Mac,  another  pair  you’ll  find. 

You’ll  fly  with  Pete  and  the  angels  sweet,  and  you’ll  never  mind. 

CHORUS :  . 

Oh,  you  meet  up  with  a  MIG  15,  he  shoots  you  down  in  flames, 

Ain’t  no  use  to  belly  ache  and  call  that  bastard  names. 

Just  push  your  stick  into  the  ground,  and  pretty  soon  you’ll  find 
There  ain’t  no  hell  and  all  is  well  and  you’ll  never  mind. 

CHORUS ;  . 

Oh,  we’re  just  a  bunch  of  Air  Forces  lads,  and  we  don’t  give  a  damn. 
About  the  groundlings  point  of  view  and  all  that  sort  of  ham. 

We  want  a  hundred  thousand  ships  of  each  and  every  kind, 

And  now  we’ve  got  our  own  Air  Force,  so  we’ll  never  mind. 


CHORUS ; 


Drunk 


Drunk  last  night,  drunk  the  night  before, 

1 Gonna1  get  drunk  tonight  like  Ifve  never  been  drunk  before. 
For  when  Ifm  drunk  ITm  as  happy  as  can  be. 

For  I  am  a  member  of  the  souse  family. 

Now  the  sourse  family  is  the  best  family 
That  ever  came  over  from  old  Germany. 

There rs  the  highland  dutch  and  the  lowland  dutch. 

The  rotterdam  dutch  and  the  dad  burned  dutch. 

Singing  glori&s,  glorias , 

One  keg  of  beer  for  the  four  of  us. 

Singing  glory  be  to  God  that  there  are  no  more  of  us. 

For  one  of  us  could  drink  it  all  alone:  damn  near. 

Herefs  to  the  irish’dead  drunk' — the  lucky  stiffs. 


Hake  Me  Operations 


Don’t  give  me  a  P-38, 

With  props  that  counter -rotate. 

She f 11  loop,  roll  and  spin 
And  she1 11  soon  auger  in; 

Don!t  give  me  a  P-38. 

CHORUS :  Just  make  me  operations 

’Way  out  on  some  tiny  atol. 
For  I  am  too  young  to  die. 

I  just  want  to  go  home. 

Don’t  give  me  a  P-39, 

With  the  engine  that’s  mounted  behind  * 
She’ll  loop,  roll  and  spin 
And  she’ll  soon  auger  in; 

Don’t  give  me  a  P-39. 

CHORUS:  ..... 

Don’t  give  me  an  F-84, 

That  dirty  old  ground  loving  whore. 
She’ll  loop,  roll  and  spin 
And  she’ll  soon  auger  in; 

Don’t  give  me  an  F— 84, 

CHORUS :  . 

Just  give  me  an  old  saber  jet. 

They  haven’t  caught  up  with  her  yet. 
She’ll  loop,  roll  and  spin 
But  she’ll  ne’er  auger  in; 

Just  give  me  an  old  saber  jet. 


CHORUS : 


Hawk’s  Squawk 


Wer're  the  boys  from  the  23rd  you've  heard  so  much  about. 

The  mothers  lock  their  daughters  in  when  ever  we  go  out. 

We're  always  full  of  whisky, 

We're  always  full  of  booze. 

We're  the  boys  from  the  23rd 
Now  who  in  the  hell  are  you'se? 

As  we  go  marching,  as  the  band  begins  to  p-l-a-y. 

You  can  hear  the  people  shouting,  "A  Raggedy  Ass,  A  Raggedy  Ass, 
The  23rd  operate,  00  WA  WA  WA  WA" 

Who  owns  this  club  00  WA  WA,  who  owns  this  club  00  WA  WA, 

Who  owns  this  club,"  the  people  cry. 

"We  own  this  club  00  WA  WA  we  own  this  club  00  WA  WA 
The  23rd  fighter  squadron,"  we  reply.  Hawk! 


Napalm 


n 


Husbands  and  wives,  little  children  lost  their  lives; 
It  was  grand  when  my  napalm  went  down. 

CHORUS:  It  was  grand,  it  was  grand,  it  was  grand 
When  my  napalm  went  down. 

Oh  the  river  ran  red  with  the  blooood  of  the  dead 
It  was  grand  when  my  napalm  went  down. 

CHORUS :  . 


Oh  the  road  was  full  of  ruts  and  the  ruts  were  full  of  guts 
It  was  grand  when  my  napalm  went  down. 


CHORUS : 


RED  NOSE  MIOS 

(®wne:  Shrimp  Beats) 

Oh,  the  Red  Nose  Migsare  cornin' 
Not  a  Sabre  in  sight 
Oh'i  the  Red  Nose  Migs  are  cornin' 
And  they  want  to  fight . 

Let* «  hurry,  hurry  home 
Oh,  won't  you  hurry,  hurry  homb? 
Oh,  the  Rad  Nose  Migs  are  cornin' 
Not  a  Sabre  in  sight  * 


PARTIES.  BANQUETS  AND  BALLS 

/'tyQLM'i 

(fane:  Take  Me  Out  to  the  Ball  Game ) 

Parties,  banquets,  and  balls,  boys 
Parties,  banquets  and  balls 
As  President  Truman  has  said  before, 

There1  s  only  one  way  to  stay  -out  of  a  war 
That's  with  parties,  banquets,  and  balls,  boys 
Parties,  banquets  and  balls 
We'll  have  parties  and  banquets. 

And  banquets  and  parties, 
and  balls,  balls,  balls'.'' 


^5^  £  tpu 


Once  I  Was  Happy 

Oh  once  I  was  happy  and  had  a  good  deal, 
lew  fox  86S  out  of  old  victor  field. 

They  asked  for  a  volunteer  and  said  I'll  take  von 
The  next  thing  I  knew  j  „as  in  0117^^^°"^. 

CHORUS :  Kun/ti  and  Antung  and  wild  wild  Pyo^ang 

tod  yr/pe  they,:l1  drlve  y°u  ^ane 

Thev'l!^  “  and  forties  and  <me  hundrejf sorties 
They  11  drive  you  ape  they'll  drive  youinsane 


We  loop  in  the  purple  twilight 
We  spin  the  silvery  dawn. 

With  a  trail  of  black  smoke  behind  us 
To  show  where  our  comrades  have  gone. 
So  stand  to  your  glasses  steady, 

This  world  is  a  world  of  lies, 

So  weTll  drink  to  the  dead  already 
And  hurrah  for  the  next  man  to  die. 


No  Fighter  Pilots  in  Hell 


Oh  there  are  no  fighter  pilots  down  in  hell. 

Oh  there  are  no  fighter  pilots  down  in  hell. 

The  place  is  full  of  queers,  navigators,  bombardiers, 

But  there  are  no  fighter  pilots  down  in  hell. 

When  a  bomber  jockey  walks  into  our  club. 

When  a  bomber  jockey  walks  into  our  club. 

He  doesn't  drink  his  share  of  suds, 

All  he  does  is  flub  his  dub. 

But  there  are  no  fighter  pilots  down  in  hell. 

Oh  the  bomber  pilot's  life  is  just  a  farce. 

Oh  the  bomber  pilot's  life  is  just  a  farce. 

The  automatic  pilot's  on,  reading  novels  in  the  john. 

~£ut  there  are  no  fighter  pilot's  down  in  hell. 

*’”’t)h  the  bomber  pilots  never  takes  a  dare. 

Oh  the  bomber  pilots  never  takes  a  dare. 

His  gyros  are  uncaged  and  his  women  overaged. 

But  there  are  no  fighter  pilots  down  in  hell. 

Oh  there  are  no  fighter  pilots  up  in  wing. 

Oh  there  are  no  fighter  pilots  up  in  wing. 

The  place  is  full  of  brass. 

Sitting  'round  on  their  fat  .  .  . 

But  there  are  no  fighter  pilots  down  in  hell. 

Oh  there  are  no  fighter  pilots  in  the  states. 

Oh  there  are^no  fighter  pilots  in  the  states. 

They're  all^ foreign  shores, 

Makin'  mothers  out  of  whores. 

But  there  are  no  fighter  pilots  down  in  hell. 

Oh  there  are  no  fighter  pilots  in  Japan. 

Oh  there  are  no  fighter  pilots  in  Japan. 

They're  all  across  the  bay, 

Getting  shot  at  every  day. 

But  there  are  no  fighter  pilots  down  in  hell. 

Oh  it's  naughty,1  naughty,  naughty,  but  it's  nice. 

If  you  ever  do  it  once  you'll  do  it  twice. 

It  will  w^j;ck  your  reputation,  but  increase  the  population. 
But  there  are  no  fighter  pilots  down  in  hell. 


ki 


Walked  down  the  Avenue  turned  down  Main, 

Saw  a  sign  "No  Cocaine". 

CHORUS:  So  honey  have  a  (sniff),  have  a  (sniff)  on  me. 
Oh  honey  have  a  (sniff) ,  have  a  (sniff)  on  me 
Walked  in  a  drug  store  filled  with  smoke. 

Saw  a  sign  "No  More  Coke". 

CHORUS :  . 

In  a  graveyard  on  a  hill, 

Lies  the  body  of  Morphine  Bill. 

CHORUS :  . 

In  this  grave  yard  by  his  side, 

Lies  the  body  of  his  Morphine  bride. 

CHORUS :  . 

Now  the  moral  of  this  story  goes  to  show. 

There  ain't  no  fun  in  sniffen'  snow. 


CHORUS : 


HAYNES  NOERIS  SPECI/l 


Haynes  Norris  wont  opt  to  his  let,  ! 1 

Ninety-nine  missions  end  no  abort  yet, 

He  looked  rt  the  forms  and  said  with  a  sigh, 
Malfunctions  galore  and  I  bet  it  won’t  fly,  j 

Saynnora,  it’s  been  good  to  knoif  you,  |  ; 

Sayanora,  it!s  boss  gop4  to  know  you,  ; ;  i 
Sayanora,'  it's  been  |f>pd  to  know  yon,  i  ! 

What  a!  long  long  timo;sinco  I »vo  boon  home,  ;; 

Ono  more  missions 'end ■!' «n  going  hone*  U  i  '  I  : 

Ho  started  hor  up  with  no  visual  chock.  ! 

Tail  oovor  was  on  and  he  burned  it  to  heck.  ' 

The  tomporaturo  soared  to  a  thousand  or  more. 

My,  ho  was  rough  on  that  F-84, 

CHORUS*  $$.*;  _  | 

The  emergency  system  it  Just  did  not  work. 

Ho  kicked  it  in  with  a  helluva  Jerk* 

The  fire  warning  light;hegan  to  glean. 

Ripped  open  the  tail  'pipe  from  soam  to  soon, 

CHORUS j 

Up  north  of  the  bomb  lino  this  *04  clown, 

Pippod  off  his  bomba  though  his -flaps  wore  still  down. 
He  headed  back  homo,  an  old  combat  vet.  ' 

100  missions  and  no  abort  yot, 

*5'  '<  ‘  1  ^,V  -Vv%  '  .j  * 

cb emus i  .  !:  j  i  :  -  i  ;  1 

Ho  turned  on  the  .final fond  dich  wore  his  iskHls* 

Ho  call  ::tf  tho  two?.  Dai  J  obi,  j  three  wheels",  !  i 
Tho  to|^“ implied,  |hink  you’ye  cniss"'.|i'  !  \ 

Instead  Jdbi,  if  turned  put  lito  this.  .  - 

m  „  ;  v  ■'  >.viM  i  i  .  '  :  ^  -  -  ■I-'':-.  I  \  1 

Ta-Rr^Rn.gp^  doway|  ift^oy  blow  tip  every  dbv  1  v 
Havo  w&W*  yg^f  itpdr-y?  ji  pth3  ^fttssrdajl,  '.jj. 


The  air  frame  gave  a  shudder*  the  engine 

gave  a  wheeze  We  flew  our  Sabres  through  the  war*  we 

Mayday,  Mayday,  Mayday*  spin  instructions  flew  them  far  and  fast 

please  But  when  the  war  was  over*  we  knew  it  couldn5t 

last 
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a^d  If  Uqr  las*;.  foir  fibre 


QHQRUS* 


M  abort; 


(Done  to  the  tune  .pigareets,  Whuekey,  and  Wild,  Wild  Windin') 

%f  :  i 

I  was  a  civilian,:  and  flew  on  weekends, 

Then«?vb0^ •!Ufk,;  110  s*en  of  the  hands. 

They  pall  me  a  'ret read V/ as  older  I  grow. 

And  they  gave  me  a  JUastang,  it’s  old  and  it's  slow. 


I  flew  my  first  mission  and  it  was  a  snapt»r' 
Just  follow  the  leader  and  didn’t  look  at  w 
But  now  1 ‘ye  got  ninety  and,  lead  a  sad  flight 
Go  out  on  aped’  'reeeltejJ  rid  can't  sleep  at 

CHORUS*  (sjame.as  abov4||j|  ,  j  f  !■: 


Oh*  Once  I  was  happy  for  I  flew  a  jet, 

^  35 1 000  bow  fat  §an  fPQ  t? 

But  they  sent  me  to  Kellis  for  six  weeks  to  train. 
And  gave  me  a  Mjstang,  that  sad  aeroplane* 


So  I  strafed  and  1  boobed  and  J  shot  airrto^air. 
Then  off  to  Korea  I’m  fouled  up  for  fair, 

1  can©  to  K*10  just  to  fly  with  the.  Group* 

%  hair’s  turning  gray  and  my  wings  have  a  droop. 


CHORUS*  > 

Simijuy^and  Anajcf1  and  Anju  and  sdabak. 
They'll  drive  youcpaay, 

They'll  drive  yo«f  insane,  ■  ! 

Quad  50*8  and  40 ^  and  ioo  sorties 
They'll  drive  ye^epe^spit. 

They’ll  drive  you liinsane. 


CHORUS:*  iSmsa  aeebovo) 


CHORUS;  (Same  as  above) 


'  :f  I’*- 1! 


I*n  only  r,  lowly  MusilngJ 

There  are  jarny  vArtuoifR| ‘lack.  1  ! 

I  don't  have  the  grrcbj^f  an  * Sp  i 

And  ny  wings  cro  not  |yjjpt  back.  ! 

I 'n  away  >e*Hao.  hope-  lnllsnoaj:  ,  . 

A  misplaced  brstard  at  best— 

For  according  to  Hoyle  and  the  "News  Hawks" 
My  bolts  should  be  laid;  to  rest. 

"The  yets  rye  the  hope pf  tho  future" , 

The  no wspopc|r  .’headline  ..^rics. 

They  won't  fast©  insert 

When  n  Must  png  pilbi  Mea.  ■  i 


But  I  can' t  understand  tho  clanor, 
That  roars  o'er  Korea  land, 

When  eneny  tanks  cro  sighted 
Or  tho  Connies  make  a  stand. 

I  never  hoar  tho  ward  "Sabre" 

\  On  "Shooting  Strr"  called  in  the  hue, 
\  It's  always  the  sane  aid  story  - 
"Get  those  Mustangs  into  the  blue". 

\\  I  think  perhaps  part  of  the  answer, 

^  \And  I»n  sure  you  know  what  I  nern, 

\  \\Lies  in: tho  fact  that  ny  pilots 
v* Never  learned  the  work  "Josephine"1. 

But  by  for  th3  lowest  blow  caxio 
Broke  nyHBrekrrd2  heart  in  two-- 
Was  tho  day  I  steered  fron  '16-3 
.  Carrying',  >  nr  pain'  to  Sinanju. 

f,JetS  Sw*  jU&O  \  tjl0 4  ftMfilvlF  .S  ihl  r*1r!:<2!  M 


[i[;hirfiold^": 


The  prp^s  !^xt  :day, .  ' 

Thoy  aueft  ty'w'loft  '®*  \l\  got,  tl^oro,: 

J  •  !;  fji'  1  *  :) 


rr.'i  :  -jfc'J  .  :s  .'i  il 

i  /j{  There  wq|  hrrdly  p,b#lc|ing' r-snoklngy!  : 
In  L  '*  !  The  x'lak:,|w4s \ heavy -yid  homo .  ;:l  )  ■  A1; 

j  'Twas  ^y wished  !fi 

To  bo 


y  dry jl^ycl [wished  •-/ 
aifocfl  iojr,  rcwo. 


7  '  thtijtowiioet  bfcw'j^rfcie  later,-  H  i  H'j|l  •  1  i  ; 

!  ’Twas  tpjdoy  I  wished" tp! hr  vc  diW:  J(  IJj  i 

I  was  sold  'out  by  .tho  "world's  greatest  pilot",  : 

Jt:  '  0olone4|ft#-|'id9^.;j;l^  '  -Jr  j*  J'!  A;-  i 

Jbs|?phino  -  in  «|,<^|iAino  i/mp  jor  Josephine  fuel 


-Hu  '*> 4k/ .. Ii 


Ihl 


TliE  Ii'TSTRUCTCE'9  LRidUT 
(Contributed  by  Major  Konnoth  B.  Welker) 


1.  Vihon  you  give  her  the  gun. 

Don't  try  to  zoon, 

For  in.  the  grr.vqynrd  below  you 
Thcro  is  plenty  of  roar.. 

CHORUS; 

I  don't  x^c.pt>  anymore  flying j 
X  went  to  stc.y  on  the  ground, 

2.  IXhon  you're  close  to  the  ground. 
Don't  try  verticrl  eights, 

For  they'll  ship  you  r.wey 
In  yellow  pine  crcte s, 

3.  When  you  give  hin  the  stick 
Bo  sure  you'ro  high. 

For  most  of  those  cede ts 
Don't  know  ground  XT  ora  the  sky. 


6 ^  ! 
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"\ 
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4.  Whan  you'ro  up  in  the  rir, 

Prey  ho  don't  freeze  the  stick, 
For  some  of  the  ground 
Is  nighty  deran  thick. 


THE  FIRST  PURSUIT 

(Tunc  -  "I 'n  a  Rambling  Wrack")  (Contributed  by  Cr.pt. 

When  I  wes  but  r.  little  led, 

My  Mother ,  she  said  to  no, 

"Liston  to  no,  my  son,  ny  lrd, 

And  you  will  eventually  soc. 

Stay  rwr.y  from  those  Bombardment  Groups, 

The  Observation,  too. 

Just  strap  a  P-1  on  your - ; 

It’s  the  First  Pursuit  for  you." 

Nose  down,  wide  out. 

Rill  her  up  in  a  zoom. 

We'll  got  on  your  tail; 

You'll  fall  down  and  go  bpor.il  b 

:  •  |  :  . 

I  like  ray  woman  crooked 

And  I ' 11  take  ny  wiskey  clear . 

I'm  a  member  of  the  First  Rirsuit, 

And  a  hell  of  a  guy  for  beer.  - 


Oht  we're  the  swiff  pursuiters, 

Well  rip  them  info  tatters, 

Wifh  a  ping-ping-ping  and  a  raf-faf-i 
And  down  he  goes  like  fhaf I 

Chorus . 

Oh,  we're  fhe  fough  affackers, 

We  fly  up  hosfile  valleys: 

Wifh  a  sef  'em  up  we  knock  'em  down 
In  anybody's  alleys. 

Chorus . 

Oh,  we're  combat  observers, 

The  eyes  of  all  the  forces; 

Wifh  camera  and  key  we  look  and  see 
And  chart  their  very  courses. 

Chorus . 1 


if 

It 


FOGS  ABOVE  Tfid  GUNNEL 

Air  Corps  version  q£  the  Merino  Hync 
by  ha  Jar;  Kenneth  IT,,1  Walker,  i. 

Fren  *'  thjo  fogs  rb£p?0;;the  channel 
To  the,  tap  peak  of  ;!ifc  Vosges  :  !  ! 

Wo  hqtvo  fought 1  our  oountry*  s  battles 
Wo  have  shot  down  all  our  foos. 

If  the  Nav?.andr|kf*4e' Cprye* 

Svon  gafln  to  HonfenN  jshWos,  I 

Th(W(vi{U  find  .tp^  fels,  M  I 

Sleeping, with  the Flying  Corps,; 


Kora  is  tho 

Contributed 


or  b£ ’!/. 


EIGHT  BUCKS  l 
Words  by  H.  S.  Hoi 


^  noodle  Hits  tho  po r, 

^cks  c.  dr.yWf?ht  bucks  a  day* 

id  roll  cjyjfBxm  tor  till  she  Is  windless  as 

lucks  a/rfny  is  iH^o  pay, 

iho  r^fxo  ,  lock  th^Sdo or , 

wVwon't  ccoo  back\o  Langley  any  more, 

■vnd.  at  ovory  Tlyir^  rlolct  to  ( Son  fk’aneisco 
^oks  ci  day  is  tho  pay, 


you  gonna  do  with 
you  gonna  do  with 
you  gonna,  do  with 
'  in  the  morning? 


drunken  pilot? 
drunken  pilot? 
drunken  pilot? 


Hi,  Hi,  up  sho  rises 
Hi,  Hi,  up  sho  rises 
Hi,  Hi,  up  sho  rises 
Early  in  the  morning 


up  sho  rises, 
up  she  rises, 
up  sho  rises, 
i  the  morning . 


liwant  to  go  hemal  I  went’ 
Tho  gas  tank  is  leaking,  th 
Tho  pilot  is  trying  to! 

Take  me  back  to  the  ground i 
:don*t  want  to  fly  upside; 
:ph,  nyl  I!m  to<$i  young  to  d 
I  want  to  go  hebo.  :'  I 


I- 1  HATE  TAKEN  TH  ’  HI'S .  p 

(Tunc  -  Kipling's  "The  Ladies")  (Contributed  by  Mr. jar  Kenneth  N.  Walker) 

I  have  taken  the  years  as  I  have  found  then; 

I  have  looped  and  rolled  in  my  tine. 

I  have  had  some  grand  old  cross— countries. 

And  most  of  the  lot,  they  were  fine. 

But  the  end  of  it  all ,  it  were  sudden. 

I ^ woke  in  a.  hospital  bare, 
ivith  the  echos  of  borrowed  tine 
?Tolag  wing-overs , in  the  air. 

Now  i  have  taken  ny  fun  whore  I  have  found  it, 

Bixt  now  x  must  pay  for  ay  fun.  ' 

i1  or  the  hours  you  spend  in  tho  sky  jazzing 

Must  be  paid  for  one  by  one . 

The  doctors  rebuilt  ny  expression; 

My  walk  is  painful  to  see; 

So  be  warned  by  ray  lot, 

Which  I  .know  you  will  not, 

And  learn  about  flying  from  mo. 

v  }' 
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Tuno  -  "X  Love  You  Truly") 


(Words  by  Lt.  G.L.  Wertenbckor ) 


Over  the  clouds,  Ir.ds;^ 
.Come,  we  will  go. 

Wq  have  tho  spiri^tf* 
WeXll  show  thoyifoo. 


S'- no ’will  return. 

And  orXy  they  can  tell, 
Whic^'  wXpt  to  Heaven 
And  which  went  to  Hell. 


'"Vi  / 
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"OH  NOW  I  AM  A  KAYDETTE" 
(Tuno  -  "The  Infantry") 


I  we. s  lying  in  tha  gutter 

All  covered  up  with  beer, 
with  pretzels  in  ay  whiskers j 
I  knew  ny  end  was  near. 

Thon  cone  the  glbrious  orny 

i*nd  saved  e*  fron  the  hearse, 
how  everybody  strain  a  gut  and  sing  the 


second  verse. 


CHORUS: 

Halleluyahl  Hnllcluyahl 
Put  a  nickol  on  tha  Grurr 
Take  a  quarter  on  the  run. 
Hallcluynh i  Halloluyah l 
Put  a  nickel  on  the  drun, 
*'*nd  you’ll  bo  saved. 


“L-O-R-Y  I  an  S-A.-V-E-II 
-A-.P-.p_Y  to  bo  P-R-E~E 
-I-C-T-0-R~Y  in  the  ways  of  S-I-N 
lory  -  Glory  Halleluyahl  Tra-la-la,  Anon. 


Oh,  now  I  an  a  Kaydottc, 

A-lcarnin1  how  to  fly. 

My  glorious  salvation 

t  She .11  lift  no  to  the  sly. 
Tnc  -ray  is  ay  saviour 


Pron  the  straight  rnd 
“nd  take  it  all  away. 


narrow  way. 


) 


SING  HALLELUJAH  FOR  MANEUVERS 


Sing  helleVieh  for 

For  maneuver  sN^e  *  re  on  our/Wlsy ,  - 

Now  don't  be  grWing,  idause  wo'rc  leaving: 

We'll  be  back  the  ;Mrdt  of  May* 

Good  times  lie  boi^sas ,'  not ! that  yon  bore  us, 

But  we  like  tp^fet  awayv 

Sing  halleluiah  for  maneuvers,  ,  : 

For  panasfvers  we're  on  our  way.  ;  • : 


SHAilT^j  AT  OLD  K©gf  HELD 

It' a  only  a  shanty  at  old  Kelly  Field. 

The  roof  is  half  off,  the  sky  is  revealed. 

The  noiso  from  the  planes, 

It  will  drive  you  insane, 

And  your  neighbors  cooking  you  smell  very  plain. 

The  ants  and  the  roadies,  they  give  you  night-mores 
And  the  roads  are  all  lighted  ;by  aeroplane  flares. 
But  I'd  always  go  back  to  that  old  G.I  *  shack. 

My  shanty  at  old  Kelly  Field. 

I'm  only  a  student  in  tho  CGS  school, 

Attack,  not  defense  is  the  general  rule. 

Wo  have  horses  to  ride. 

Dumb  generals  to  guido ,  .. 

Till  you  get  so  sore,  you're  fit  to  be  tied. 

There  are  river s  'to  cross  jfcrjts  to  attack.  •** 
If  I  over  get  through,  I  den'>4  ;waht  to  come  back,  ; 
'Cause  they  gave  mo ‘ a  bftg  "-Ilf I  j  ;  ,  :■ 

For  the  live,  huijt.  a3|d'<|rag  : ;;  l:-:  fn;l  I  !i  i  •  I 
At  tjho  old  C  |  |  r  :!  ^ 

I '4 1  Oply  a  studjnt:  at  t|w  ifilla  school  |  '  '  i 

The  ^nstruptorsi  ,tb$y  %o  students,  they  * 

But  df  old;  Goneisc^.  A>]>iq  d<a»,i1fel!t  thd  right  slfhtJ  i 

Attack,  Ob^erva|ipn  fW  .'the!  4ooJl|  '  |-  ■;  I ! ' 

Bay! there's  not  <!etf  fejkfag.  that  tkf  Air  Force  can't  dL 
Bu^|4f  you 1  finish  ,ttu  IcourseJjf  ;  f  ■ ■  1  if? 

Iq^  past  rido  a^'ibl|!;ba‘SQ  ^  r  ! :  ■  :  !r, 

At:  the  Air  Corps  ^^0!  SdwkjUi 


from  the.Dtotel 


THOUS/J®  THOJOifTS 


j  i'ih  j.;  j 

(Contributed  by  Lt, 


;i?ho  ptseo  was  going  down  lijj  panes; 

:f  pulled  the  cord  and  dropped. 

But  sano thing  happened  to  the  ‘chute. 
For  ny  doscont  did  never  stop, 

|j|4  thousand  thoughts  ran  through  ny  head 
J4S  I  began  to  fpU.  .  ’  .  ;;p!!  p 
;P  ‘d  had  so  tinny)  sorr.pos  with!  Death*  ■  A. 
Was  this  toiiand.it  all?  -1  ]?i:i  |  !  . 

f  ■fought  Of  oll.ny  chil^lUd' days  J;:  T 
l*na  ha  so  kind  and  sweat 
In  those  last  few  precious  seconds 
Ere  Death  T  was  to  ncot, 

I  thought  of  all  those  worj-tinc  days 
When  Death  I  oft  did  cheat! 

I  thought  of  all  tho  struggles 
In  this  life  I’d  tried  tp  beat, 

I  thought  of  (wife’s  nano);  waiting, 
rfy  adorable  llttlo  wife, 
dnd  all  at  once  I  raalizod 
Just  how  sweet  was  lifo. 

Just  then  as  I  thought  it  :ovo,- 
That  I  would  (jesrash  to  the  ;sod, 

|ha  ’chute  polled  up  with  n  jork* 

Stayed  by  the  Baud  of  Gc4|  i  1  , 


;  it 


t  Bp: 

s:ee:: 


MY  WILD-EYED  CADET  ,  _  ___  .  , 

(My  Wild  Irish  Rose)  BOMBER'S  SOU} 

My  wild— eyed  cadet-  H  '  V  C/nc>  a11  of  Y°u,  N 

Ho  ain't  learned  nothin'  vo t,kS"  '  "  lovinc  CUP 

Ho  noses  her  down  J  /  1°  B 001301,3  on^  and  all. 

Vlhon  close  to  the  Ground^  ^  F^Z  f^1*0*3 

My  wild-eyed  dadot.  /  -^-nd  forget  tomorrows, 

-dUr.For  ■tomorrows  never  cone. 

He  skids  on  his  banks:  /  5°rc!s  a  ,hcnlth  to  anti-nircrafi 


He  skids  on  his  bc.nksj 
If  ho  lives  we'll  all  give  thanks. 
Ho  lands  with  ono  wing  lowj 
I  SCO  then  marching  slow  \ 

Behind  n. . .y  wild-eyed  cadet. 

“T^  THE  FORMATION  LEADER 


Hero's  a  bumper  to  Pursuit 
God  bless  then* 

9 ono,  all  of  you, 

*-nd  drink  a  barrel  to 
The  old  bombardment  group. 


Here's  a  health  to  the  formation  leader, 

A  Jolly  good  follow  is  ho.  '  ’ 

He  uses  "Three  Star"  navigation, 
j*nd  ho  fixes  on  baerrdi. 

'nd°to  lhGGlth  to.wingnen  from  leaders, 

^nu  to  the  gunner  in  his  turrel* 

WoaiSflvhSiiJh  ^  Wh0l°  clrxm  formation, 
Wo  ±J*  with  you  through  Hell. 


\  '  '  ‘  ( 


\T'\ 

a 
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,  '  ST*-®  TO  YOUR  GLdi3SES  STEADY 

S  We  .loop  in.tho  purple  twilight, 
in  golden  d r.wa  ; 

. th  tho  trailing  smoko  behind  us 
To  show  our  comrades  wo'vp  lone. 

Stand  to  your  glasses  steady.'  ; 

This  world  is'  a  world  of  lie  si,  5 
Here's  a  health  to  dead  cOrerfiy, 


■/.  y 
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lot  U8  drink  to  tho  aejet  non  yho  dins. 
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.. ,  ,  1-  y,  t  r  ^  *,  4  *  /Tty!  K 1 1  *■ ' t! -i 

vj/  j\  1  'A i‘  j  A  y ff  / r 
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ted  the  aqnifolcj  out  :o£  ay  larynx, 
thc  cylinders  ' out  pf-ny  brain, 

0;  tho  pf-ston  rods  o»t!ief  by  kidneys 
nssaabj.0!  ,tlba .  engine  .jjMtin, (1 1  i-T  ;• 


POOR  IVILTOK  L/.Y  DYING 


(Reprinted  frai  "Songs- My  Mother  Never  Taught  Me") 


roporto^o13  <*,«»  Stanast  sonp,  in  tho  entta-q  Ajr  Sorlioo 

yS  Wh°.Erng  U  bcck  ln  1918  to^iU 

Forran/  cZ^f  s+  V  Graveyards  r.t  issbudun,  Tours,  Clornont- 

tolls  Its  own^s tor y* quite  itTf  T"  ^ 

ln(the  spring;  of  1927  out  on  Long  Island  around  tha’-hrmr-^  P11-10  ^voritc 

ships  belonging  to  Chamberlain,  Byrd  and  Lindb  Wh  Bath  r>irC+U?-10fl-^  ■?* 
aniba  snag,  it'to  r  v-rl-tv  of  +„Ju  X?T  ui?7  f1  ,  PlJrn+f  "ndpoch- 
by  known  as  "The  Tarpaulin  jfckotV  **  S  nrl  ^^bci^  j* 

T«f,v-+n(r."f1C  4'n‘rri!?rn  Svngbrg,r,  Mr,  Carl;  Sandburg  records  thd  ■TernouTLa  f 

rcfrbn  fS  ^^7  fWWUrtlns.H 

a?  - ln  oy 


A  poor  c viator  lay  dying,  .. 

^t  thc  end  of  a  bright  suaacjr's  day. 
His  corrrr.dc s  had  gathered  about  bin 
To  carry  his  fragnents  away. 


The  airpla.no  was  piled  on  his  wishbone 
His  Hotchkiss  was  wrapped  'round  his  head: 
Ho  wore  a.  sparkplug  on  occh  elbow, 

1 Twrs  plain  he  would  surely  be  dead. 


He  spit  out  a  valve  and  a  gasket, 

^nd  stirred  in  the  ,  sunp  where  he  lay, 
<-nd  then  to  his  wondering  comrades, 
Those  brayo  parting  words  ho  did  says' 


"Taka  the  mgnoto.  out  of  -py  stomach, 

^.nd  tho  butterfly ' valve  off  ay  neck,  i 
.Extract  fron  t^y  'liver  the1  crankshaft. 

There  are  jlotef-  of  good  grts  in  this  wreck," 


9  /  0^ 


AN  AIRMAN'S  HYMN  \ 

V/hon  the  lrst  long  flight  in  over. 
And  the  happy  landing's  post, 

And  ny  altimeter  tells  no 
That  the  creek-up’ s  cone  ct  lest, 
I’ll  swing  her  nose  to  the  ceiling. 
And  I'll  give  ny  cm  to  the  gun. 

I'll  opon  her  up,  r.nd  let  her  zoon 
For  the  airport  at  the  sun. 

And  the . groat  God  of  flying  nen 
Will  snile  at  no  sort  of  slow 
As  I  store  ny  crate  in  the  hangar 
On  the  field  where  fliors  go. 

Then  i'll  look  upon  His  face, 

The  Almighty  flying  Boss, 

Whose  wingspread  fills  the  heavens 
Frora  Orion  to  the  Gross.  i 


A^ovo  the  tr oners  of  the  world,  / 

The  black  norass  of  greed  and  hato, 

Yourvin  ;s  of  silver  are  unfurled// 

Wheris  the  clean  winds  of  Heavon/feit 
To  begr  you  on.  ..and  when  thp/night 
Draws  close  around  your  lojadly  bar  quo, 

A  million  starry  condlcs/iight 
a  shining,  path  across/fcno  dark, 

God  grant  'Vour  shipway  over  go 
In  peace . .  rUiat  ypunr.y  never  rain 
A  leaden  strWydf  Death  and  woo 
Upon  soi'.io  hapless  town  or  plain. 

May  folks  wh/ hear  your  friendly  roar 
Look  up  to/uless\.  the  course  you  fly, 

Nor  ever /doom  tdy cringe  before  !  •  /; 

lour  hostile  shadow  in  the  sky.  M';  ; 

/  \  ;  *}  f  '  !  jl 

/  -Frances  M.Wllor  in  New  York  Tines. Jjj  If 


I  i fpr1  i  :Jj 
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Riv^er  VaUa^) 

There's  a  little  flak  gun  in  the  valley 
And  it  keeps  on  a-winking  at  me 
It  was  put  there  by  the  jerries 
And  it  really  is  the  berries 
'Cause  it  gives  me  that  old  misery 
CSest  la  guerre  -  CSest  la  guerre 
Oh  there's  no  hiding  place  in  the  air 
Though  it's  bursting  and  a-popping 
We  have  got  to  do  some  dropping 
Bombs  away  -  Let's  get  the  hell  out  of  here 


uuj: 


// 
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FriANKlJ,  AND  JOHNNIE 

Frankie  and  Johnnie  were  lovers 

the  "»•  ■ 

r  jotaMe' 

Bu/T  W3S  his  Zal i 

tfus  She  done  him  vtfong*  .'; 

<3oT,a-FranlCie  an<i  J°kDnie  went  walkin’ 

’  fLldlerS, said’  "Ma*.  what  a  pair’-  ' 

She  was  his  gal,  but  she  done"  S*  wrong# 

Orders  said  Frankie  and  Johnnie 

Then  Frn°v-be  togethsr  no  more, 
lhen  Frankie  was  ’fraid  hc-n  ±  T 

Would  do  her  as  others  beforT  "ni’1 

“as  his  £al’  b“‘  «ie  done  him  wrong. 

Wahntre0a”Sr8fo?1hLelo„TgSf8<i  Fra”Me' 

£~  srsr  T  ZXion' 

e  was  his  gal,  but  she  done  him  wrong. 

Johnnie  knew  then  why  the  order 
kept  him  and  Frankie  apart . 

So  with  his  hard  shoot  in'  sidearm 
ihe  Colonel  was  shot  through  the  heart 
She  was  his  gal,  but  she  done  him  wrong. 

So  Frankie,  she  got  a  new  pilot, 

A  pilot  who  knew  how  to  love. 

They  swore  they'd  bo  true  to  each  other 
As  true  as  the  stars  up  above. 

Shu  was  his  gal»  but  she  done  him  wrong. 

Poor  Johnnie  wont  off  to  the  prison 
And  carried  a  ball  and  a  chain, 
because  he  had  dumped  off  the  Colonel 
For  tryin'  to  pick  up  his  Jane. 

She  was  his  gal,  but  she  done  him  wrong. 

There  was  another  "Johnnie  and  Frankie"  dWn  +  (  'l]  \ 

"Day  Bomber's  Lament".  It  was  about  two  f-in-1  6  ’  known,to  ,u?  stjfcM 
who  were  caught  in  a  n  w  h  +  *,°  flrK;  young  American  aviators 

Ob  the-  Liberty  plane.  4'  "**  *°  6r€St  <— «  O.sJ 


Frankie  and  Johnnie  were  bombers, 
Oh,  my  God,  how  they  could  bomb.’ 
Frankie,  he  had  a  Croix  de  Guerre 
And  Johnnie,  he  had  the  Palm, 

Those  poor  damned  fools  -  they  done 
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Rankle,  he  flew  in  a  DkHt, 

•  Jwas  just  a  damned  flying  hoarse. 

Sent  'em  over  to  the  A.B.F., 

'Cause  they  didn't  have  nothin  worse 
}  P°°r  dPtmo'3  fool»  -  they  done  'em  wrong. 

Heinie  sat  up  in  his  Fokker, 

Fokker  was  built  to  fly. 

Hoinio  pulled  back  on  the  joy-stick 

Tho  JhG  re^°d  rlght  Up  in  the  sky.  * 

Those  poor  damned  fools  -  they  dom  'em  wrong. 

Heinie .slid  South  over  ponflans. 

Some  nice  easy  meat  to  ,,Spy, 

Till  way  down  below  he  saw  the  D.H., 

A  slowly  flop-floppin . ;by . 

Those  poor  denned  fools  -  they  done  'em  wrong. 

Heinie  nosod  down  on  the  D.H. 

/nd  th?3'  th°J  v°nt  tick>  tick,  tack, 

G a vLrh t G  T ° ° nd  bUrst  o£  his  Spandau, 
h ught  Johnnie  square  in  the  back. 

Those  poor  drnmed  fools  -  they  done  'em  wrong. 

Frankie,  he  turned  to  Johnnie, 

/nd  he  said,  "shoot  nan", 

But  Johnnie  was  up  at  the  Pearly  Gates 
--bearin'  the  Angels  toot.  ’ 

Thoso  poor  donned  fools  -  they  dSao  'em  wrong. 

.  .  ?°irilio  dove  straight  on  the  D.H.  ( 

'V‘v/l'  ?G+^Gld  tho  trisecr  back,  v 

:  ^  DCH*  Whirl“d  in  *  cloud  snoke , 

And  the  smoke  was  mighty  black.  / 

Those  poor  damned  fools  -  &cy  done/ on  wrong. 

Forty-seven  flea-bitten  Hoinies  S 
-nd  one  burlap  sack,  .  h 

Carried  Krr.nilo  end  Johnnli:  to  the  Konorn-d 
And  they  hint  a-ocmin'  back.  I  yrld* 

Those  poor  damnod  fools  - |they  dona  An  wrong  w 


V;  -  ■  ^  v  r  \[  ,f  n^vN 


*/? 


THE  JOLLI  P1LOTE 
(Reprinted  fron  "Songs  My  Mother  Neve:  Trught  Me}') 


u 


Italian  wl1^0"  J?  T~!  **  “  «**•»•  *» 

tors  who  flow  sons  tire  with  *!”*  BUns  b;  °  «*■**  of  avia- 

later  on  the  Piavh  Ju  lian  ..ir  Service,  first  at  foggia,  and 

brings  to  aind  thoTmbility  to  tho  divo  of  tho'  fokkors 

Allied  forces  to  mwii  tv  rd  a„”t?UP°rtS  ™d  othcr  nhips  used  by 

***** 

rocoivod.  If  r  pilot  w-nts  ^GT°f St  °'cJvico  aviator  ovojp 

nod  fast  is  the  ^  £  Ssco^d!  “*  — *  ^ 

^d  flying  ItoTTi  a*L“?  *" 

1.  Oh,  i  nra^c.  jolly  pilotc. 

I  land  like  c.  galloping  goose. 

My  note*  barks  like  a  coyoto- 
My  wings  end  ny  wires  rrc  loose . 


CI-IORUS; 

Oh,  you  can't  fool  the  soldier  with  tho 
shovel  end  tho  spado 

For  percentages  will  got  you  bye  and  bye 
Then  lady  luck,  I  ferr,  will  play  ' 
pricks  on  you ,  old  dor  v  f  . 

-nd  the  jolly  pilotc  has  to  die.  ' 

2,  X  know  I  ain't  got  a  chance, 
dhen  the  Fokkers  start  to  dive, 

i  "ny  whGn  ths  In chics  nrkc  bo  dance, 

:  1  know  I'll  not  c cue  out  alive. 

3.  ^ow  if  I  was  a  Ki-wi, 

Kith  flyin*  pay  to  boot, 

I  wouldn't  giyo  a  poowee,! 

Mho  those  sons— a— shoot* 


4® 


Now  when  I  joined  up  for  the  air, 
Mann  said,  "If  yoil  nust  gQf 
Save  no  the  worry  and  care, 

By  flying  low  apd  slow."’  1 


1}  ,(A 


\\U- 


,ncath  resounding  rafters; 

Jino  wr.ll s  around  eye  bryQj 

Thoy  ocho  back  our  laughter; 

Scons  that  the  dead  are  eU*  there* 

CHORUS;  \\  . : 

Stc^cl  to  your  steady,  ^ 

This  world  is  a,  we*04  of  iies. 
Hero’s  a  hooltli  %q  tte>' dead  already* 
Hurrah  I  for  the  tmfonm  to  die. 

Denied  by  the  land  that  hero  us, 

u7  th0.?I30S  wo  hold  dear. 

The  bpoq  have  all  gone  before  us, 

~nd  only  the  dull  ere  still  here ! 

Wo  loop  in  the  purple  twilight, 

.  ®  in^  the  silver  dcwju 
With  a  trail  of  moke  behind  us. 
io  show  where  our  ccnrades  have  gone. 

In  flming  Sped  and  Crncl . 

With  wings  of  wood  and  stool. 

For  nortrl  stakes  wo  gvmblo. 

With  cares  that  wore  stacked  for  the  deal. 


STdMD  TO  TOUR  GIfSSBS 


\  Qh  j  f 

Shtln  h!IC6 ,!ke fh* 

S', We  don't  have  tl'fl 

We  r«  in  the  Q.M.C  ^  °V®r  Ge”**ny  _ 
w®>  !n  */»•  P.M.C. 

S^SST'*-**- , 

VVe>e  i"  «te  <p.Hc°  °',or  Germany  —  ' 


THE  l»-VV I-SON6 

are  */,•  .  .*  /// 

Oh  .  ®  K'-Wl-W/.  # 

v^h,  vv^e  cirM^u  l  '* 

*-'e*.K,t^°-  Germany, 

rV.  *,w  *.,... 

***L°d;Jf°ny  of  ^‘higher'1  *1°  Cann!>f  fly  Th 

*»•/»/,  4„y  a."1 »  '■00**0  offl"  *('•  r*»  JO/J 

:  00,  V,v*  ,7j  w  fi/fflfyi ng  lva 


Kb 

: 


(Roprintod  iron  "Songs  My  Mother'  Moyer  Taught  Mo«)  ' !  1  ]  -  '  .  'I  !! 

^ngs^buf^th^ciScr Ability  !' ^Labli’ ' 

the  application  to  non-flying  officers ^  Sc ^  '7  800 

.took  such°long  lorvos^o/fbsoncrrS0^  U^dcrstoocl  W  tho  aviators  = 

Aviators  didn't  "get  on  with  tho  wrr»,°n^.fjrr°  tSir*  ■  ’I5cy. w<?^lorH  i^y  lh< 
air,  earn  their  rations*  fj*uc,  wo  got  norp  °^+  r‘:ySucr;LC§  ft  tipper 
wasn't!  always  our  fault,  lives  th?  urS  n?  +£‘  "S?  th?n,wd  3pqcpyql  but,  it 
aviator  nakoe  his  vkr  in  shErt  f  *£?  bloonin'  thipg,!  Xeil  sop,  1 

•»«**.  ««*«  for  woaSor,^Lc  |SL  Spurts 

paraphernalia .  *  P  P^ts,  end  other  necessary  flying 

Many  of  tho  pilots  who  nado  the  war  with  +v,~  ■  ™ 
aeronautical  erroors  as  flying  erdota  *«iii  *5  *  strrt—  their 

live  down.  As  cadets  we  l^rnod  rlnEst  WrS  f?  cwful  ^-ckrjround  to 

shoule  not  w  Ono  unnilitrry  thS  th^oS  :di!cl?lincd  Motors 

Officers  as  Ki-wis,  (Particularly  in  th~  ^17°  •  ddc  Wl’  s  ^ocd-  upon  their 
.*ir  Service.  As  tine  massed  "iS'  n^a?  ^  ginning  was  this  true  of  the 
the  Ki-wi  situc.tion  solved  itself.)  X^v  °LJ}1Ch  wcro  taught  to  fly, 
discrediting-  the?, to  say  the  least  Cdd:np  thls  sonC  about  then. 


m, 


discrcc’iting  thc9.to  sny  tho  Igdiat.  “°y  ■*’*  thia  -«  ebeSt  th^' 

This  song  should  ba;suiw  -I  ft  -t-w-v  ! 

1  twcrc ,  with  o.  nincing  troM°cn!  n'Im5r  “  snootily,  r.s 

Ki-wi(S  trlr «!  *■*  ^ 

nisht  suggest  to  Mr.  Bobo,  Shot  ‘thl^g  oU,1f  £??  B^Boo^j  W° 

1  0h’  don,t  hCT0  t0  psh  t  like  the  Inf  entry  *'  '  ' 

/  ,  ..  '  i  ,  - 

nh  ,  ,,  ,  !  Rido  like  the.  Cavrlrv-  i  i. ': 

a,  wo.  don't  tavo  to  fly  over  Gomrny.  .  !  :  ..  I  .  ! 

:  |  Jf°  crc  the  Ki«^id.rwi»  I  y;l  \ 

haTO  *°!  S^^ryjll  .  i|  ' 

:: ,  -  Shoot  like  Artillery,  |  i  /V  ,f  x  'O'  I 

Oh'  w-'  f!nni+  V,'  *  1  Aka  the  Cavalry?  1  '  /’ •  /'  (i  /  ''Mfd  !• 

■  *  W"  d?”  *  h‘TVC  t0  «7  over  GerwW  7>  v^,.}  \yMW  j  j  i  '1 ! 

|  :  ■  Wo  arc  the  Ki^Mlwi.  ^  :'/i  ,1  \(v)$%  \A  ,  ! 

,  -JerA'  I  I  :  HI !  v  ^'Vl1  x-v  ; .  -M  /,/  -I  Uf.4  \/\  i  \/  M"' 

l;!  Kn  ::  '  :  :, k'l'vd  1){&,  j/AKf'- w !MJ  I’ 

-J  1  '  'I  'j;'.  :  |  :;  It '  1  \  V  :  >♦*  .||  ■'  I'-'' Vi  j  */'w  Ir1  /JT  \  JiS'j  \  Jt’  '  '  ' 

A"  I  X  ^ A  cfer— !!'  <//  A'dJTti iJtiLfci  'j.: 


/> 


■!  \  d‘‘ 

l  S  .  A.I 


?Ai 


>  I 


^  y> 


t  *7-™,  *4  :£”•"*. 

3;  ri^:-l,zfhimj°,h<',^>  ^rsS, 

We|  C"  l  qUdred/  we  «»nk:  / 

!TW°  datW  r°1her  9'uesom°  oddity  stomm 

alfoget(,er  unpr!nfab/e  ) 


PwwQMHmEmt 

^i*RE  ALtfl^OR  YC 

Words  by  Sgt.  R 


Music  by  Walter 
Cartoons  by  S/S 


MY  WlLD  EYED  CADET 

(M*^"YWU4,rhhR^0£ 


Uim  $  w!I?*y°J  cadet,  .;/ 
ipfiil  U  *m  ®arr,ec/  noting  yef 

faf  (?®  "°ses  her  down  9V  ' 

HVV&1”6  J  «*  groun', 
||>ji^^^ryy  *',d  eyed  cadet/ 

1|  IfL Sl‘ps!n^  banks, 

fpf ;  I  hear  '1^ f1  f  g!*e  Hants' 

fc!  Be/ Tn;T*rch!n 9s,ow 

IS':  Beb,nd  wild  eved 


t-A 


w 


1  ey@d  cadets! 


the  M.P. 


Tfis  M,Pt$  kj  p  i  .  ! 

Tke  ^P-'S'  ffle  M.P/,#  Set  *df  arms  Up  andd°*n, 
The  M.P.'s,  the  M.P 's'  fUe^  *keL your  Pa«  to  town- 
1  wo“,d"'t  ' 


Ev-er  since  Ww  gone  to 


fitting  for  Come  on  bo^s  let’s  eKoul 


’its  this  is  our  Un-dt  Semi  I#  -  n't  tl 


No*  r« .  (peat  if  70U  can.  Bog-evj 


V/ere  ail  for  'you  We’re  all  fot*  's 


Ever  since  we*ve  gone  to  wa 
We  know  what  it's  about, 
We  know  what  we're  fightin 
Come  on,  boys,  let's  shout: 


Isn't  this  our 
Yes,  this  is  o* 
Isn't  this  a  b 
Yes,  this  is  a 


toorft  V/HVAN 


THE  HEAR$EfS0N6 

.  (Melody:  Chopin 
think  when  the 


Did  you  ever 
That  it  won’t  be  long  before 
Will  be  riding  by  in  the  big 
And  won't  be  thinking  of  c< 

They'll  take  us  out  and  they 
And  men  with  shovels  will  b 
They'll  shovel  in  dirt  and  th> 
And  they  won't  give  a  danr 

Your  eyes  'll  drop  out  and  ’ 
And  the  worms  will  crawl  c 
The  worms  'll  crawl  out  anc 
And  your  limbs  'll  fall  off  y 

Yes,  the  little  green  worm: 
Will  chew  on  your  chest  a 
And  they'll  bring  their  fri« 
And  you'll  look  like  hell  wf 


f Th&r ©  are  several  versions  o 
during  the  first  World  War.) 


<  Hr  ff - 

;  y 

...  :  -  r -  i 

rt 

|fi 

UJlNlbr1'  v:;  Ij  i 

i  /V 

i 


*  t 


7  V 


.fT . 

•  /s'.  .  ..  .. 


^  T /3  ,  * 

BESIDE  Ttai  BiigWERy  IT  ST.  MIHIEL  ■< 

(Reprinted  fro:.i  "Songs  My  Mother  Never  Taught  Me") 
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"Oh,  X'n  going  tqf-ja  better  lend. 

They  souse  there  bvory  night* 

Where  cocktails  grow  on  crr.4r.pplo  trees, 
J-na  everyone  stays  tight. 

Jfcore  bugles  navi  blow  4  all, 

V&ero  no 'one  winds  the  clocks, 

*-nd  drops  of  Johnnie  Walker. 

Co_.,c  trickling  down  the  rocks.11 

The  brave  young  lad  was  bouncing'  off,  i 
But  as  he  passed  away,j 
Wo  saw  his  lips  were  novlng , 

My  frionas ,  it  was  this  way; 

Tho  God  denned  not or : wouldn' t  hit, 

Tho  struts  were  far  top  few, 

7  factor  hit  tho  gas  tank 
J"nd  tho  Wanin'  juice  iono  through.1'1 

’•Oh,  I'n  going  to  a  better  land. 

Where  not  or  s  rlvays  run> 

k  c  housq-wivps  hmd  out  juleps 

iM^nd  pilots  grow  a  bun.  1 

'  *h07'T"  Sot  no  to*,  no  Spods,  no  Sols 

..nd  not  o  bloody,  flrain>  four  F  + 

-nd  absinthe,  frc.ppcs,  cool 

*±tq  served  nt  every  storQ  • 

I  .  .  ..  ..  ,  •  •  I ... 


V 


and  stout,  .j. 

1 

j ; 
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"BESIDE  A  BELGIAN  EST*11I}ET" 


"The  engine  wouldn*  t  hit  cl  all 
THo  struts  woro  far  too  fewj 
the  gas  tank* 

**ncl  the  gas  erne  lading  through 

"Oh*  I*n  going  td  a  hotter  land; 
Whqro  the  engine^  ^always  run, 
Whoro  eggnogs  grqff  jon  eggplants, 
And  the  pilots  gypvf  a  bun.: 

"TlioySvo  got  up. 

Tho|y»W!jgot  no 

An$  bi;:;  3 

Are  ptj*T$8!£Srgw 


.kg*  Fours] 

■4  j'4lops!|.| 
4.1  tho;  sthr 


"BESIDE  A  KOREA!  WATERFALL*' 


Bogido  a/  Karoan  .waterfall , 
Ono  bright  and  gunny  day,  ^ 
Bogida  ghattc^Gd  Svbro^f 


A  young  pursuitbr  lay. 


His  parncbuto  hung  Sft-on  a  noorby  tree, 
xiG  wag  not  yot  ^uiip  dead,  : 

So  liston  to  tho;ycry  last  words, 

•Cbo,  young  pur  suitor,  said: 


"I'm  going  to  abettor  land, 

%orc  everything  is  right; 

Whoro  whiskey  flows  fTon  telegraph  polos 
*ina  there's  pekor  every  night. 


"There,  there  isn't  a  single  thing  to  dc 
But  sit  around  and  sing; 

And  all  the  crows  arc  wonen- 
Oh,  Death j  where;  is  thy  sting? 


"Oh,  Death,  where  is  thy  sting? 

Oh,  Death,  where-  is  thy  sting? 

The  bells  of  hell  will  ring  ding-a-line- 
For  ycE  but  not  for  ael” 


L^r^/^/bf’0  ^J^SQta  ore  and  where  tho  flak  ishlScJe 
For  I  n  the  first  one  off  tho  dock,  a»d  I»n  the  first  one  back. 


CHORUS;  .  '  j  ,  i 

Early  abort,  avoid  the  rush,!  !  11 

Early  abort,: avoid  the  ruife  •  :i  ; 

•■  •  •  'Early  abort,  tevoir  the  rmbsl  1  'vj  Ml! 

SJ*  thn  SKS"’ - Black  Sheep  are  on  parade,  parade parade 

Cfc,  tho  rasgody-^__  Black  |hocp  arc  on  parade,  f ,  .  \ 

5n'i^fn  ]?c  ™r  is  ?vjr  wo*ro  Back  in  the  USA, 

But  if  Lthm,PlaS°!v,in  ^  ^  f^08  Dhd  do  what,  tho  General  saySi 

rfl»  *f  w  hove  another  war  antH  thoy  givQ  Us  the  *£4,  7 

To  holl  with  all  the  General  Staffs,  X  ain't  gonna  fly  it  no  more* 
CHORUS; 

Eafly  abort,  avoid  the  thigh, 

Ehrly  abort ,  avoid  the  rush, 

Irrly  abort  ,  hvoid  the' 3*n§h^ 

Oi,  the  *agfeody-__  Sleek  Sheep  arc  oh  parade*  parade,  parade, 

Oi,  tho  raggedy- _ BlaOk  Sheep  ore  on  paradol  P  : 


Toko  nasout  to  Korca^f  i  ?  | 

Send  m  off  to  the  tpj4i  | 

Givo  op- a  l^r|®|ing  as^j^tch  no  go, 

I  ^  ain1  ^ of  qr  snow* 

Lot  no  ■  paver  gji  Mghth  Arny , 

And  expert  Al$^isP{?orps,  \ 
i’n  a  e|n*>&  far  ifePMftaor  :Pri?iq} 

In  thw|oddflo  W£a^«d|N»J  j  Hi'  #>/ 


My  nano  is  Colonel 


the  loader  of  the  Group. 


sp^PSP 


Beacon  approach  and  GCA  l  i  J  *.•  , ; ; 

Beacon  approach  and  GCA 
Beacon  approach  and  GCA 

Oh>  when  the  weathers  sinking*  we  well  he  flying  all  around. 


TDY  means  PCS 
TDY  means  PCS 
TDY  means  PCS 
Oh,  Tach 


ds  just  like-stateside,  we  are  OJT  for  home. 


1 


ES  NELLIE 


{Tune:  Whiff enpoof  Song)  / 

Nprorn  the  fish-smells  of  Ashiya,  / 

TVu  the.  ice  o’er  Elemendorf,  / 

WeNhave  hauled  all  kinds  of/^argo  ’round  the  clock 
We  wvhauled  air-evacs  from  Pusan 
R  &  R \x>m  K-14  / 

AlthoughSall  our  Formas  read  “Parts  not  in  stock” 
Yes  we’re  mown  ay(ed  Wrights’  ‘"Redcaps,” 

And  the  name  fits/nke  a  glove,  ; 

But  we  wantVygo  back  to  the  land  we  love: 

Jack  to  two-bj?V3eers  and  pickups, 

Traffic  light^/anX  dim-lit  bars, 

Malted  mi)£s  andVelevision  movie  stars: 

We/have  logged  lots  of  time  gWg  here  and  there 


Thrus  freezing  iVe  and  snow,  nearly  everywhere 


When  do  we  leave(  Don’t  ask ,  Hennebry, 
The  answer  won’t  cWeTrotp  a  piere  R.G.ii 
God  only  knows  ^  J 


iAID 

5  mermal< 


(Tune:  McNamaras  Band)  *  ,  *  ,  .  j. 

My  name  is  Colonel  Jones,  I’m  the  leader  of  the  Group  ^ 
I  get  up  every  morning  just  to  give  die  boys  the  poop  .*  • 

I  tell  ’em  ’bout  the  fighters,  I  tell  ’em  ’bout'  the  Hack, 

The  first  one  off  the  runway  is  the  first  one  in  the  sack,  :  3  < 

i  ’  '  ^  •  |g 

Early,  abort,  avoid  the  rush 

Early,  abort,  avoid  the  rush  ’  ,  .  .  *  *  *  |j  &  * 

Early,  abort,  avoid  the  rush  *  1  j  £  j 

Oh,  the  first  one  off  the  rupwav  is  the  first  one  in 

We  fly  our  shipf  Fpsfjn-  and  wje  to  Tae^ft  rVfj- 

We  fly  them  ip  foul  .weather  and  we  flyjit  nite-time  too 
Whin  the  sjuplis  shiniiig,’ we  are  sitting  bid  the  grond  lM  dl 
But  whenv  the  ;  stinking  •  WSJpfee  ’•  fljsing  all 

,  if'.:-  - th. :!  -td  i  i  .  (pveik)  Vri.nl:  1  mi  *  •  LiA 


x  good  time 


52* ;  RED  TAILS  IN  THE  SUNSET 

Red  Tails  in  the  Sunset 
All  out  in  the  blue 
We're  flying  this  airlift 
To  Korea  for  you. 

We  don't  mind  the  weather 
What  good  would  it  do 
The  wheels  only  flv  when, 

It's  C  A  V  U  . 

These  ships  sure  axe.  lousy  ,  . 

They’re  falling  apart* 

Just  head  us  for  Stateside 
We're  ready  to  start,. 

We  .yujst  >.got  touir,  order*.. , 

We're  leaving  for  Home, 

We're  TOY  tired/  ;  ;i  ,  ; 

Hope  well  never  more  roam,  I 


queen 


listen  to  the 
^e  glides 
Hear  the  mig 
Hear  the  lorn 
He’s  coming 

She  came  down  t< 
One  cold  Deeemhe 
As  she  pulled  into 


^  53*  TH^  BAND  PLAYED  ON 

Psbw  Casey  formed  a  social  club, 

Tlrnt  beat  the  town  Jfor  -style*  ■  *  i  Lm  :.u.  a 
AndShired  for  hip  mooting  .place  a  half,  ;./r 
Each  w^ek  when  payday  came  around, 

They  d  gfc^ase  the  floor  with  wax,  !  ' 

And  danceS^ith  noise  and  vigor  at’  the  bm. 

Each  Saturda^\vou'd  find  them, 

Dressed  up  in  SUi*day  clothes  °  ? 

Each  man  would? mm  his  swp^mmt  by  his  side  : 
When  Casey  led ;  theSfir$MSmnd  March 
They  all  would  fall  iip^ne} 

Behind  the  man  w hja<wa s^heir  Joy  and  Pride* 

*  Casey  woujdwalti  witnSdie  Strawberry  Blonde! 

He  d  Mide  cross  me  floor  with  the  girl  he  adored 
If  And/tiie -Baftd'Htfyedl  Q«u  -  V  *  >  1  i  <  a 
^  ^  fi^ded*  $  mmv  -exploded.  -  .  { 

The  poor  girl  iwoqltl  phake,  with  akrm 
But  he  married  d|fe  girl  with  the  Strawberry  curl  1 
-And  the  Band  Pliyfd  On,  !  :  ••  .  \f  ,  ■  • 


$  i 


Regular  Air  Force  « 

Here's  to  the  regular  Air  Force, 

They  have  such  a  wonderful  plan. 

They  call  up  the  dad  burned  reservists. 
Whenever  the  stuff  hits  the  fan. 


0c"“ 


CHORUS;  Fight  on!  Fight  on! 

Fight  on,  fight  on! 
Fight  on!  Fight  on! 
Fight  on. 


Fight  on  regular  Air  Force 
Fight  on  regular  Air  Force 


Here's  to  the  regular  Air  Force, 

With  medals  and  badges  galore. 

If  it  weren't  for  the  dad  burned  reservists, 
There  tail  would  be  dragging  the  floor. 


CHORUS :  . 

They  call  up  on  every  old  pilot, 
They  call  up  on  every  young  man. 
The  reservists  got  sent  to  Korea, 
the  regulars  stayed  in  Japan. 


CHORUS ;  . 


They  called  up  a  dozen  more  squadrons, 
Staffed  by  a  regular  class. 

But  when  it  came  time  for  promotions. 
The  reservists  got  jabbed  in  the  .  .  . 


—  0 

-  ■■ 
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-3  ^  -i-x  /  5"  yy  -/ yy /, 


AwLa  giVnd  Zhe'  hi^<=dy  Fingers 
AlwaVsearching  for yfot her  love  you  see 

had  ■ 
satlsh«K}j«h  Kisses  just  from  me. 

ctrS!2f  W  k«n  in 

Se  »  «  H„  through, 


fT  .  '  9*-.XWB;C-54  •  • 

(lone  prison  without. Any  Walls)  a  \  ■ 

I  don  t  need  booms  or  double  tails'-- 
To  tell  me  I  can’t  fly, 

Fm  in  a  squadron  of  C-54’s.  ! 

How  ancient  can  an  aircraft  b?,  * 

Sometimes  I  want  to  cry,  ■ 

Cause  I’m  stuck  with  this  C-54, 

I  come  and  go  but  climb  fq  slow 
a nese  engines  are  a  fright^  <■>  i"  \  /  A : . 

You’ll  see  us  coming  home  with  three 
Most  every  other  night  ’*  '  -  : . 

Please  build  some  more  124"$  *  il ’ 

And  send  os  on  our  way  ’  -  ■  ’ 

Back  to  Tacoma,  where  we  long  to  ftay. 

*  *  *  .  *  4  ■  *  * 

^  10.  CO.PILQm^ONG 

*>c*&need  gold  leaves  or  railroad^ST  • 

Sw,nchtcfrfcSK5>'  '&*>'?  ’  ! 

'Sometimes  Fid  likpj^fly,  *  .  j 

Fm  in  the  >1  v  1.  !,  | 

The  exen^fw  iC0T  a,r^  but  ^*8  tmaih  -the-  saihei 

You  W  g^Rffig  Vni hf  lamb; - 

You  h^e  to  wear  a,  seniqf ‘star ^JwnfoV^  - 

BuyTe  send  Stateside,  "wh^re  tve  5jhore.  -  I 
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27.  CIGARETTES  AHD  WHISKY  '  Wherever  you  are  we  wish  you  well  sir. 

Once  I  was  happy  and  had  a  good -wife  ;  PraY  t^lat  You  stay  stateside  many  days, 

1  had  enough  money  to  last  me  for  Life,  .  ^ut  we  cannot  deny, 

I  met  a  young  girl  and  we  went  on  a  spree.  We  were  still  on  TDY, 

She  started  me  smoking  and  drinking  whisky.  •  ;  |  When  the  echo  of  vour  engines  died 


(Castle  Air  farce  Base,  CA,  circa  $95$) 

8 WAS  THE  NIGHT  BEFORE  CHRIS  IKAS 
or 

A  Gift  From  Saint  Nick 

"Was  the  night  before  Christmas  and  all  through  the  blue* 

Not  a  JtnC  Crew  was  flying,  except  you-know-who s 
Nine  runs  we  had  wade  with  infinite  care, 

j.n  hopes  that  the?  tenth  would  fill  our  last  square. 

The  crew  was  all  snoring,  as  though  home  in  their  beds, 

..hilct  visions  of  oak  leaves  danced  through  their  heads. 

The  ,-ircrait  C  out -ardor  (the  pompous  old  elf„ 

Whose  delusions  of  grandeur  made  me  laugh  to  myself) 

Was  contentedly  stretched  in  a  long  winter’s  sleep— 

V.hilst  Iron  the  co-  jockey  we  heard  not  a  peep. 

Twenty  seconds  to  go— (I*ve  sure  got  the  knack)— 

Everything's  perfect— it  looks  like  a  shack! 
uiien  out  of  the  Stab  Unit  there  arose  such  a  clatter. 

That  X  sprang  from  my  seat:  "What  the  heck  the  matter?! * ?l* 
The  gimbals  wore  bending,  the  yoke  shook  like  jelly? 
and  i  i'ot  a  sick  feeling  in  my  fat  little  belly, 
i'tark  terror  had  seized  me  as  I  tried  not  to  hear 
The  gnashing  and  grinding  of  each  little  gear, 
v.'ith  tone  just  tuT^erf  POI  spinning, 

-ty  troubles ,  feared,  were  only  beginning! 

1  tore  open  the  door  of  the  SAU' rack— 

The  smoke  rose  in  cvi&r  -  "»*Twas  all  charred  and  black*" 

Fy  month  opened  wide  ad' I  iiw  all ‘that  smoke; 

f  knew  i*  a  flush  that  something  was  broke. 

I  picked  up  ay  annual  ‘  a*jd  1  read’b^  page  six:  r 
"For  ;syKptoms  ‘ like  this ; there  can  be  no  fix.** 

The  sCo^se  was  all  flooded  with  blood ,  sweat  and  tears , 
add  X  felt  like  the  "Last  of  the  Bombardiers .* 

The  droSs -hairs  had  vanished;  it  was  all  I  could  take _ 

I  wept  as  the  tone  broke,  and  prayed  for  a  break. 

I  fudged  on  my  airspeed  and  hedged  on  ay  heading , 

shook  while  awaiting  that  score  X  was  dreading. 

Then Called: ;  "Jour  tone-break  we  got; 

We'd 'suggest Jyou  start  plowing  —  the  farm  you  have  bought!* 
"Your- bomb,  oh  Senor,  she  don'  fall  like  she  orter, 
ihe  * s  striking ,  I  theenk ,  kinda  south  of  ze  border  * " 

J  almost  ejected  when  they  gent  back  the  score: 

You • v©  had  It f  "called  Bomb  Plot  —  "You  now  need  sixatore!" 
The  AC  awoke  screaming  s  "Well „  let  ^  s  get  to  work ; 

X*ve  already  missed  dinner/  and  I'm  hungry"  (the  jerk ! ) 

Then  from  out  of  the  night  came  a  beautiful  sound.: 

"Stand  by  ori  that  score  —  a  mistake  has  been  found - 
binee  this  is  the  season  of  peace  and  good  cheer, 

We  have  a  new  scorer  who  came  by  reindeer. 

"He  has  dolls  for  the  girls  —  for  each  boy,  a  bat; 

But  for  you,  my  friend,  —  OFF  BOMB  IN  TPF  hat ) » 

Then  these  words  we  did  hear  whilst  departing  the  Site: 


IES  NELLIE 


dAID 


good  time 


We  have  logged  lots  of  time  going  here  and  there 
X  —  —  D  —  —  —  Y 

Thrus  freezing  ice  and  snow,  nearly  everywhere 
T  — —  —  D  —  —  —  Y 
When  dq  we  leave?  Don’t  ask.  Hennebry, 

The  answer  won’t  come  from  a  inere  B.GJi 
God  only  knows  where  we  next"  will  be, 

T  —  —  —  D  : - Y 


(Tone:  McNamaras  Band)  ?  f  )  ’  ■  ■  ' 

is  Colonel  Jones,  Vm  the  Ipjder  o^die  Group  1  t . 

I  get  tm  every  morning  just  to  give  die  hiafs  the  poop  .  ,  T  ‘ 

1  tell  ’emGbout  thq  fighters,  I  tell  ’cmjftout  the  flack,  :  V  :' 
The  first  d^e  jiff  the  runway  is  thirst  dne  in  the  sack,  '  !  I  .  v 

Early,  abd*L  avoid  the  rmn  1  *  ‘ 

Early,  abort/javoid  the/fush  ;  -  •  '  —  ’  «  -  i  di 

Early,  abort,  avbidisKe  rush 

Oh,  the  first  o^ofisMie  runway  is  the  first  one  in  the  sack*, 

We  fly  our  ship^to  Pusan  ahdwe  fl|  them  to  Taegu  |  r 
We  fly  tbnn  foul  weather  ahd  we  fly  at  nite-time  too 
Whbnjkf  sun  is  shining,' we  are  fating  on  the  grand  i“  JT 
But-^when  the  weather’s  stinking  we!B\be  flying  all  around 

(over)  /  V  ,  *  .  i  -r 


32.  TDY  SONG 


(Tune:  Whlflfenpoof  Song) 


From  the  fish-smells  of  Ashiya, 

Thru  the,  ice  o’er  Elemendorf, 

Wb  have  hauled  all  kinds  of  cargo  ’round  the  clock 
We’ve  hauled  air-evacs  from  Pusan 
R  &  R  from  K-14 

jA!  though  all  our  Form-l’s  read  ‘‘Parts  not  in  stock” 
Yes  we’re  kntpwn  as  Ted  Wrights’  “Redcaps,” 

And  the  name  fits  like  a  glove, 

But  we  want  to  go  back  to  the  land  we  love: 

Back  to  two-hit  beers  and  pickups, 

Traffic  lights  and  dim-lit  bars, 

Malted  milks  and  television  movie  stars: 


/"**/)  The  .Ml  * 

i  Rju>r.'f4^  >c^ 

O'er  the  wall,  o'er  the  wall— 

That  bloody  impenetrable  wall. 

Bless  old  republic  for  building  that  jet; 
I  know  a  guy  who  is  cussing  it  yet. 

For  he  tried  to  get  over  the  wall 


With  tip  tanks  and  tailpipes  and  all. 

His  needles  did  gross  and  his  wings  did  come  off 
With  tip  tanks  and  tailpipes  and  all. 


J 


O'er  the  wall,  o'er  the  wall— 

That  bloody  inpenetratable  wall. 

That  subsonic  barrier  is  nathing  but  rough; 
Worse  i-ban  a  ride  on  a  local  base  bus. 

So  I  say  this  to  one— -and  all, 

"If  you're  hot  you'll  make  it, 

If  you're  not  you'll  break  it, 

Your  tail  boys  but  never  the  wall." 


ass  ism  mm  urn  wm  «  mm  'tCc. 


your  leaves  have  turned  to  silver 

ni  Just  »«"•? 

0hi.!f  lJ  !lmP cal1  w«  "U«7  ow 

dirty  Major)”  >  v 

Isn't  th%t  a  bloody  shame? 

To  the  days  at  Itazuke 

And  the  parties  that  we  knew 

When  your  leaves  have  turned  to  silver 

You  can  stick  them  up  your  flue  1 


77*4/ 


/  37*.  VERSION) 

From  the  boys  up  in  the  batr&cks,  r  ,  : 

To  the  guys  down  on  the  line,  •  .  ,  !; 

To  the  dear  old  wild  blue  yonder  that  we  love, 

Stand  the  Air  Cadets  assembled  .  ,  , 

With  their  glasses  raised  on  high,  i  ?  ,  . 

And  the  magic  of  their  singing  casts  its  spell*'  '  . 

Yes  the  magic, of  their  singing,  i 

Of  the  songs  we  love  so  well,  .  :  .  r 

Jolly  sixpence,  Wild  Blue  Yonder  and  the  rest,  . 

We  will  Serenade  our  Air  Force  .  ,  ‘  ; 

While  life  and  voice  shall  last  / 

Then  well  pass  and  be  forgotten  with  the  rest*  .  i  - 

We  are  poor  little  Iambs 
Who  have  lost  our  way,  Baa,  Baa, 

We  are  little  black  sheep 

Who  have  gone  astray,  Baa,  Baa,  Baa. 

Gentlemen  flyers  off  on  a  spree; 

Doomed  from  here  to  eternity, 

God  have  mercy  on  such  as  we,  1 

Baa,  Baa,  Baa.  1  ' 


—  Chorps 

Oh  my  darling,  oh  my  darling/ 

-Oh  my  darling  82  /  ■ 

Purtogether  with  one  rivet  / 

And  a\thousand  pounds  of/glue. 

We  were\oliin,  down  the/runway, 
Gathering  ah^peed  mighty  slow,  1  ' 

Fairchild  says  she’ll  fly /on  one  fan, 
He  designed  her.  n^snould  know. 

46*5, 47’s 

Just  to  seem  them/ makesSme  blue, 
They  are  aircralf,  they're  nht  coffins 
Like  my  Darimg  82*  \ 

Oh  the  taxpayers  gripe  at  taxes  N.  ; 
They  kpdw  just  what  they  can  doV 
They/donl  fly 'em,  They  just  buy.  'em* 
feh^my  darling  82'.  :  f 


is®  m.  ssffiffi*  4  m 


Tou'd  b.W«  the.  ground,  B  .. 

*h°  fW».t^r  Sow  *»W^3-W 

And  .  Swing  «»»do«  f*H 

And  «hen  the  even  *  distance  call 

~ ’S5S£»  • r~*~1 

S  SSTjk*^*  tM  kD0  • 
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VS 


barnacle _b ill  the  pilot 


88. 


The  Air  Force  is  the  life  for  me,  said  Barnacle  Bill  the  Sailor 
i  11  jump  my  ship  and  leave  the  sea  and  be* an  aviator 

nf  so  high  I’ll,  reach  the  sky,  gravitation-  I'll  defy 
i  11.  make  the  people  moan  and  cry,  said  Barnacle  Bill  the  Sailor 


Pretty  soon  you'll  lose  that  grin,  said  the  fair  young  maiden 
Pretty  soon  you  11  lose  that  grin,  said  the. fair  young  maiden 


i  T,ouSh#  1  kn°w  my  stuff,  said  Bill  the  aviator 

l  11  fly  thus  ship* til  I've  had  enough,  said  Bill  the  aviator 
i  know  a  strut,  I  know  a  fin,  I  know  a  barrel  roll  and  a  spin 
•I- know  a  prop,  I  know  a  knick,.  and  I  know  an  elevator 


lou're  out  of  gas  and  must  go  down,  vailed  the  fair  young  maiden 
lou  re  ouo  of  gas  and  must  go  down,  wailed  the  fain-  young  maiden 


•  give  in>  roared'  Bill  the  aviator 

11  rxgnt  tin  a  ship  with  a  flyers  grin,  roared  Bill  the  aviator 

And  ii^hit  tke  stick,  which  didn't  seem  to  do  the  trick 

And  he  hit  the  ground  lake  a  ton  of  brick,  poor  Barnacle  Bill  the  sailor 


Here's  some  flowers  for  his  grave,  sobbed  the  fair  young  maiden 
Here  s  some  flowers  for  his  grave,  -sobbed  the  fair  young  maiden 


STREET  CLEANER  SONG 


Tune : Carolina  in  the  tbrning  Qp  * 


Nothing  could 


be  meaner 
Than  to  be  a  street  cleaner 
In  the  morning 
Nothing  makes  you  bluer 
Than  to  pick  up  horse  manure 
In  the  morning 


There's  nothing  more  I  fear 

.rm  *  .... 


When  the  horses  unload 

That 1 s  what  I  really  hate 

Cleaning  up  horse  manure 

Prom  four  AM  till  eight 

Strolling  with  my  pushcart 

When  the  breezes  smell  like  cheeses 

In  the  morning 


'Than  a  horse  with  diarrhea 
In  the  morning  ' 

Why  can't  they  drop  those  little  balls 
.That  don't  stick  to  my  overalls 
In  the  morning 


If  I  had  Alladins  lamp  for  only  a.  day 
I  would  make  a  wish  or  two 
And  here's  what  I'd  say 
I  wish  they  would  put  glasses 
All  around  those  horses  asses 
In  the  morning 


THE  MOUSE 


,90. 


The  liquor  was  spilled  on  the  barroom  floor 

And  the  bar  was  closed  for  the  night 

When  out  of  a  hole  came  a  little  brov/n  mouse 

And  sat  in  the  pale  moonlight 

He  lapped  up  the  licjnr  on  the  barroom  floor 

And  back  on  his  haunches  he  sat 

And  all  night  long  you  could  hear  him  roar: 

"BRING  ON  THE  GOD  DAMNED  CAT!!!"  • 


&*■ 


AND  I  LEARtJED  ABOUT  FLYING  FROM  HIM 


Tune:  I  Learned  about  Women  from  Her 

I've  handled  the  sticlc  and  the  rudder  • 

I've  flown  quite  .a  lot  in  my  time 
I've  had  my  share  of  instructors 
And  some  of  the  bunch  were  fine 
A  bowlegged  fellow  from  Princeton  • 

And  one  that  was  trained  at  Cornell 

And  a  fellow  from  Brooks,  but  they  gave  him  the  hooks 

And  the . Shave  tail  .that  gave  me  hell 

The  fellow  from  Princeton  was  steady 

He  taught  me  to  takeoff  and  land 

He'd  set  her  down  .on  three  points 

And  loop  her-  to  beat  the  band 

But  when  I- went  up  for  a  solo 

The  Jennie  was  steady  and  trim 

Well,  I  landed  that  ship,  but  I  busted  my  hip 

And  I  learned  about  flying  from  him 

i 

The  man  from  Cornell  was  a  bad  one 
A  son-of-a-gun  I  will  say 
The  dirty  tail-spin  he  gave  me 
Will  last  for  many  a  day  ' 

I  donated  a  lunch  to  the  cockpit  -  •  ' 

But  .he  dived  and  he  spun  her  again 

He  gave  me  a  howl  when  I  ducked  for  the  cowl 

And  I  learned  about  flying  from  him 

The  fellow  from  Brooks  used  the  Gosport 
And  he  talked  through  a  long  rubber  tube-. 

All  that  I  heard  was  his. swearing 

He  spotted  ine  for  a  boob 

I'll  never  forget  -one  bad  tailspin 

He  yelled,  kick  the  rudder  you  simp  •  ; 

But  I  didn't  kick,  I  just  wiggied  the  stick 
And  I  learned  about  flying  from  him  . 

At  last  I  came  to  formation  .  .. 

And  took  a  fast  ship  from  the  line 
I -made  the  first  turn  a  humming 
And  brought  her  back  upright  just  fine 
I  sped  up  the  ship  without  thinking 
And  hit  number  two,  in  -the  wing 

And - when  I  got  well,  the  CO  gave  me  hell 

And  I  learned  about  flying  from  him  ■  . 

I've  handled  the  stick  and  the  rudder 
I've  flown  quite  a  lot  in  my  time  . 

I've  had  my  share  of  instructors 

And  some  of  the  bunch  were  fine  •  . 

But  take  some  straight  doPe  from  a  flyer 
And  go  to  the  Wavy  at  sea 

For  the  ships  they  have  there  can  land  anywhere 
'And  learn  about  flying  from  me 


9#Ich  R. 
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PIANIST  -  TEACHER  -  SONGWRITER 


Words  &  Music 
By 

John  R.  Gots 
Writer  of 

Hold  Me  In 
Your  Arms 

Somewhere 
Someone  Cares 

You  Belong 
To  Me 

Till  The  End 
of  Another  Day 

Get  Into  The 
Shadows  of  The 
Sun 

You  Are  Forever 
Ours 

In  This  Great 
World 


June  3  1981 


Joseph  F,Tuso-He&d 

professor  of  English 

Lt.  Gol,  USAF  (let) 

lew  Mexico  State  University 

Department  of  English 

Box  3E/Las  Cruces 

HEf  Mexico,  88003, 

Dear  Sir* 

I  want  to  thank  you  very  much  for  -accepting  my  two  Air  Force 
songs  that  I  have  sent  to  you  for  your  use  of  the  lyrics  of 
same  in  your  hook, 

1  am  very  happy*  to  hear  that  you  are  familiar  with  several  of 
my  songs,  and  deeply  appreciate  that  you  admire  them-  words 
cannot  express  how  much  gratitude  £  can  give  to  you  for  this 
magnitude  work  you  are  doing  with  these  songs  and  your  hook, 
God  Bless  Ton*1 , 


I’ll  Always  Be 
In  Love  With 
You 

You  Can’t  Win 
Them  All 

Love  Will  Go 
On  F  orever 

Wherever 
You  Are 

I  Want  To 
Be  Good 

Please  Don’t 
Forget 

Even  Tho 

It’s  Our 

American  Flag 

I’m  For  You 
America 


I  am  including  the  following  history  of  the  above  named  two 
sops  which  I  feel  may  he  of  some  importance  to  you; 

1- ” Air  Corps  lings  Of  The  Sky® 

Copyrighted  11-6-44  Copyright  lo.  10-396-626 
Entered  in  Domain— 11— 8— 72 

2 - “Bless  Our  Fighter  Pilots  Of  The  Sky® 

Copyrighted-3-lf-4i  Copyright  lo.  EU-413G72 
Entered  in  Domain-3-19 -73 

These  two  songs  unfotunately  went  into  domain  due  to  my  illness 
in  the  renewal  period  when  1  was  in  the  hospital  to  have  my  leg 
amputated,  Therefore  the  renewal  was  con$>letely  out  of  my  mind 
at  that  time, 

I;w0uld  also  like  to  mention  that  1  wrote  these  songs  solely  for 
Air  Force,  and  for  their  use  only,  thereby  they  never  were  pub- 

xish-0cl* 

I  sent  these  songs  to  John  F.Loosbroek,  Editor-Air  Force  Space 
Digest, Washing ton,  D,0,  C?-3-?l),I  asked  him  if  he  would  place  i 
songs  in  his  library-  which  he  didj 


•  SSr  Sl  T*  !0r  a^yttilj.tod  M  JW  It'.  .  double  pleas- 

u  e  for,, me  to  be  given  this  opportunitv# 
p.s/  When  this  book  is  comleted  would  C&Rdiallv 

(  appreciate  very  much  if  you  would 

V  forward  copy  of  same  to  me, THANK  Y0U5^“  * 

S^MEMBER,  AMERICAN  COLLEGE  OF  MUSICIANS  -  NATIONAL  GUILD  oNtAWW^ACHERS  -  NATIONAL  SONGWRITERS  GUILD 

National  Retired  Teachers  Association  ASCAP  ** 


18.  WE'LL  BUILD  A:;BUNGALOW 

Well  build  a  bungalow,  ; 

Big  enough  for  ,tw0,  .  :  ✓• 

\  Big  enough  for  two  my  .honcy/"^ 

\Big  enough  for  two,  1  ,  y'Y 
\nd  when  we,  are  marriepjf. 

Wappy  well  be  ..  , 

Un\  ler  the  bamboo,  /  i  ,  : 

Unoerneath  the  ba^DOo  trefe.  -  j  : 

If  yoVll  he  MT-N4v  mine  •  ^  ,  . 

Ill  be\T~HTN^E,  thine,  '  i 
And  F\L^E,  love  yoii  i 
All  the  T-LM-E,  time, 

You  are  ffle  B-E-S-T,  best, 

Of  all  th/ R-E-S-T,  rest, 

And  Ilj/L-aV-E,  love^you 
All  th/  T-HvMl,  time. 

Just  mce  a  L-A-R-K,  Lark 
Ill  build  a  B-A^jR-K,  bark, 

Ana  Ill  K-I-S-S, M^iss  you, 

In  /he  D-A-R-K,  dark,  tUr 

It  takes  a  K-FS-S,  Kiss,  • 

Td  make  and  M-F&S,  miss,  1  y  „ 

An\d  Ill  L-O-V-E,  love  you,  ! 

All  thtsT-LM-E,  time.  ,  /  / 


When  I  was  a  bachelor 
I  lived  all  alope 
I  worked  at  the  weaver’s 
And  the  only,  only  thing 
Was  to  wop  a  fair  youii| 

I  wooed  her  in  the  i 
Part  of  the  winter  to 
And  the  only,  only  th 
Was  to  keep  her  froj 

One  night  she  knelt  close 
While  I  was  fast  asleep 
She  put  her  arms  around 
And  then  began  to  weep. 

She  wept,  she  cried,  s 
Oh  me,  what  could  I 
So  all  night  long  I  h 
Just  to  keep  her  from 

Now  I  am  a  bachelor,  I  1 
We  work  at  the  weavers’ 
And  when  e’er  I  gaze  inn 
I  see  a  fair  young  maid. 

He  reminds  me  of  tl 
Part  of  the  winter  tot 
And  of  the  many,  ms 
That  I  held  her  in  n 
Just  to  keep  her  from 


19.  I’VE  GOT  SIXPENCE 

I’ve  got  sixpence,  Jolly,  jolly  sixpence,  • 

I’ve  got  sixpence,  to  last  me  all  my  life, 

Eve  got  tuppence  to  spend,  and  tuppence  to  lend, 
And  tuppence  to  send  home  to  my  wife,  Poor  wife. 
No  cares  have  I,  to  greave  me, 

No  pretty  little  girls  to  deceive  me, 

I’m  happy  as  k  lark  believe  me. 

As  we  go  rolling,  rolling,  home, 

Rolling  home,  Rolling  home,. 

By  the  light  of  the  silvery  mo-o-o-o-om, 

Happy  is  the  day,  when  the  Air  Force  gets  its  pay 
As  we  go  rolling,  rolling,  home.  ;  . 


21 1  THAT 

Gee,  but  Vd  give  the  vvorl 
That  old  gang  of  mine, 

I  can’t  forget  that  old  quar 
Goodbye  forever,  old  fellow 
Goodbye  forever,  old  sweet 
God  Bless  Ypu 
Gee,  but  Fd  give  the  world 
That  Old  Gang  of  Mine. 


Off  ve  go,  into  the  vrild  blue  yonder 
Climbing  high,  into  the  sun 
Here  they  cone  zooning  to  meet  our  thunder 
At 1  en  boys,  give  her  the  gun. 

Down  ve  dive,  spouting  our  flame  fron  under 
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TPM  OTHERS . WENT  FLYING 


32* 


The  unit  went  flying 
One  dark  and  windy  day 
And  as  they  taxied  by 

I  heard  Commander _  say: 

I  see  iay  . boys  are  flying 
.And  I  feel  so  God  Dai, in  proud 
The-  unit  '-  '  will  penetrate  a 


Parties  make  the. world  go  around. 

World  go  round,  world  go  round 
Parties  make  the  world 'go  round 
So  let ' s  have  a  party 

Boo 
Ray. 
Boo 
Ray 
Boo 
Ray 
Boo 
Ray 
Boo 
Ray 
Boo 
Ray 
.Boo 
Ray 
Boo 
Ray 
Boo 
Ray 
Boo 
Ray 
Boo 
Ray 

Parties  make  the  world  go  round 
World  go  round,  world  go  round 
Parties  make  the  world  go  round 
SO  LET'S  RAVE  A  PARTI 


Hand  in  the  throttles, . All  eight  of  them 

Release  the  brakes,  All  sixteen  of  them 

Off  we  go  into  the  wild  blue  yonder. ........ .CRASH!- 1  II  I 


We-'  re  going  to  tear  down  the  bar  in  our  club 
We're  gonnabuild  a  NEW  bar 
It's  only  gonna  be  a  foot  wide 
But  it'll  be  a  MILD  long 
There'll  be  no  bartenders  in  our  bar 
We're  gonna  have  BARMAIDS 
Our  barmaids  will  wear  long  dresses 
Made  of  CELLOPHANE 
You  can't  take  our.  barmaids  home 
.  They'll  tain  YOB  home 
You  can't  sleep 'with  our  barmaids' 

They' won't  LET  you  sleep 
Beer's  gonna  be  50^  a  glass 
Whiskey  FREE 
Only  one  to  a  customer 
Served  in  BUCKETS 

We 're  gonna  throw  all  the  beer  in  the  river 
Then  we ' 11  all  go  swimming 
No  girls  allowed  above  the  first  floor 
With  their  CLOTHES  ON  ■  • 

There'll  be  no  loving  on*  the  dance  floor 
And  no  dancing  on  the  LOVING  floor 


■  WOODPECKERS  SONG  Tune:  Dixie  • 

Oh,  I  stuck  ray  .finger  in  a  woodpeckers  hole 
And. the  woodpecker  said  God  bless  my  soul 
Take  it  out,  take  it  out,  take  it  out,  remove  it 

So,  I  removed  my  finger  from  the  woodpeckers  hole 
And  the  woodpecker  said  God  bless  ray  soul  :  . 

Put  it  back,  put  it  back,  put  it  back,  replace  it 

I  replaced  my  finger  in  the  woodpeckers  hole 
The  wood  pecker  said  God  bless  My  soul 

Turn  it  around,  turn  it  around,  turn  it  around,  revolve  it 

I  revolved  ray  finger  in  the  woodpeckers  hole 
And  the  woodpecker  said  God  bless  ray  soul  . 

In  and  out,  in  and  out,  in  and  out,  reciprocate  it 

I  reciprocated  ray  finger  in  the  woodpeckers  hole 

And  the  woodpecker  said  God  bless  my  soul 

Pull  it  out,, pull  it  out,  pull  it  out,  retract.it  ■ 

I  retracted  ray  finger  from  the  woodpeckers’  hole 

And  the .woodpecker  said  God  bless  my  soul 

Take  a  smell,  take  a  smell,  take  a  smell,  revolting  ; 

SHOW  ME  THE  WAY  TO  GO  HOME 


Show  me  the  way  to  go  home 
I'm. tired  and  I  want  to  go  to  bed 
I  had  a. little  drink  about  an  hour  ago 
And  it  went  right  to  ray  head. 

Wherever  I  may  roam 
On  land  or  sea  or  foam 

You  will  always .hear  me  singing  this  song  . 
Show  me  the  way  to  go  home 

Indicate  the  way  to  my  abode 
I'm  fatigued  and  I  want  to' retire 
I  had  a  spot  of  beverage  sixty  minutes  ago 
And  it  went  right  to  my  cerebeelum 
Wherever  I  may  perambulate. 

On  land  or  sea  or  atmospheric  vapor 

You  can  always  hear  me  crooning  this  melody 

Indicate  the  way  to  my  abode 


ADELINE  SCHi-UDT  81. 

There  once  was  a  maiden  named  Adeline  Schmidt 

* 

She  went  to  the  doctor  cause  she  couldn't  shit 
He  gave  . her  some  medicine  all' wrapped  up  in  glass 
Up  went  the  window  and  out  went  her  ass 


Chorus:  It  'was  brown,  brown  shit  falling  down 
Brown,  Brown  shit  all  around 
It  was  brown,  brown  shit  falling  down 
Covered  all  over  with  SHIT,  SHIT,  SHIT  SHIT 


A  handsome  young  copper  was  walking  his  beat 
He  happened  to  be  on  that  side  of ' the  street  ' 

He  looked  up  so  bashful.  He  looked  up  so  shy 
And  a  great  gob  of  shit  hit  him  right- in  the  eye 

The  handsome  young  copper,  he  cursed  and  he  swore 
Ho  .called  that  young  maiden  a  .dirty  old’ whore 
'Neath  London  bridge  he  is  now  forced  to  sit 
With  a  sign  round  . his  neck  saying,  blinded  by  shit 


L/ 


I'VE  GOT  SIX-PENCE 


82. 


Ifve  got  six-pomce,  jolly  jolly  six-pence 
I've  got  six-pence  to  last  me  all  my  life 
I've  got  tuppence  to  spend,  and  tuppence  to  lend 
And  tuppence  to  send  home: to  my  wife,  poor  wife 

No  carest  h&ve.  I  .to ‘.grieve  me-'.  „•  -  *'  ■ 

No  pretty  little  girls  to  decieve  me  - 
I'm  happy  as  a  lark  believe  me 
As  we  go  rolling  rolling  home 

Rolling  home,  rolling  home 

By  the  light  of,  the  silvery  moon 

Happy  is  the  day,  when  the  Air  Force  gets  its  pay 

As  we  go  rolling  rolling  home  • 


_ UNCLE  JOHN  &  AUNTIE  MABEL  Tune:  Hark  the  Herald  Angels  sinj 


Uncle  John  &  Auntie  Habel,  fainted  at  the  breakfast  table, 

This  should  be  sufficient  warning,  never  do  it  in  the  morning, 

Ovalteen  has'  set  them. right,  now  they  do  it  every  night. 

Uncle  John  is  hoping  soon,  to  do  it  in  the  afternoon 
A- — men 


03. 


THE  PALLS  OF  O’LEARY  .  Tune:  The  Bells  of  St.  2'hry 

The  Balls  of  0-'  Leary 
Are  wrinkled  and  hairy  . 

They,'  ra  shapely  and  stately 
Like  the  Bone  of  St,  Paul 
The  women  all  mister 
To  see  that  great  cluster 
They  stand  and  they  stare 
At  that  hairy  groat  pair 
'Of  O'Leary's  Balls 


LAST . NIGHT  Tune;  F ini cule— Fine cula  79 

Last  night  I  stayed  up  late  to  masturbate 
It  felt  so  good — -I  knew  it  would 
•Last  night  I  .stayed  up  late  to  beat  my  meat 
It  felt  so  nice- — Idid  it  twice 


You  should  really  see  mo  on  the  short  strokes; 
It  feels  so  grand ,-  I  use  my  hand 
You  must  really  catch  me  on  the  long" strokes 
It  feels  so  neck,  X  use  my  feet 


Shake  it,  break  VI,.  beat  it  on  the  floor - 
Smash  it,  hash 'it.  thrust  it  through  the  door 
Some  people  seem  to  think  tlrat  f ticking's  grand 
But  for  all  nrc-urd  enjoyment  I  prefer  t.n  .n«^  .my 


SIXTEEN  TIMES 


Tune J  Sixteen  Tons 


Some  people  say  a  man  is  mads  out  of  fear, 
t  But  a  fighter  pilot's  made  out  of -whiskey  and  beer 
'Whiskey  and  beer,-  rum  and  gin, 

If  you  fly  tho  vector  you're  sure  to  spin  in. 


Chorus:  ■ 

You  fly  sixteen  times,  whatd'  you  get, 

Another  .day  0] dor  and  your  weapon  is  bent. 

- ’ — don't  you  call  me,  I'm  weak  and  lane 

I  lost  my  ass  in  a  poker  game. 


I  awoke  one  morning  when  the  sun  didn't  shine, 
Got  my  ' chute  and  went  down  to  the  line' 

Down  to  the  line  to  fly  the  ."d" 

But  it  was  raining  so  hard  I  couldn't  see. 


1  scrambled  one-  morning  with  blood-  in  my  eye, 

I'd  had  ray  fill  of  Overholt  Rye 
Shot  sixteen  holes  in  a  T33 

They're  going  to  hang  ray  ass  from  a  coconut  tree. 


When  you  see  mo  cornin'  better  break  to  the  right 

'Cause  the  - _ -  Fighter's  had  a  party  last  night 

Wy  eyeball-s  are  red  an'  -  I'm  mean  as  a  bear, 

Believe  pe  bandits  better  clear  the  air. 


**  I  ffCTlCfiL  (It /L  Gommamd  A \ahch 
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30,  the  born  loser 

(Tune:  Teenager  In  Love) 
words  by  Rollie  Stoneman 


They  sent  me  out  on  backup,  I  didn't  want  to  go. 

And  then  to  make  things  worse,  you  know,  I  told  them  so 
Now  every  night  I  ask  my  attorney  without  fail. 

Why  must  I  be  a  crew  member  in  jail?" 

The  IG  came  to  Delta,  I  was  asleep  in  bed. 

My  deputy  was  shakey,  but  he  may  soon  be  dead. 

He  didn  t  wear  his  gun  when  he  opened  up  the  door. 

The  evaluator  woke  me  up  when  I  began  to  snore. 

(Refrain) 

I^cry  a  tear,  for  nobody  but  me 

I'd  be  so  happy  now  if  I  could  Just  be  free. 

We  didn  t  make  our  key turn,  our  keys  were  in  the  safe. 
We  lost  a  crypto  book,  couldn't  find  it  any  place. 

My  pistol  fired  when  I  tripped  upon  the  rail. 

No  one  ever  asked  my  side,  they  just  threw  me  in  jail. 

(Refrain) 

The  wing  commander  loves  me,  says  I'm  still  number 
Of  course,  he  is  my  father,  and  I'm  his  only  son. 

But  even  so  he  won't  pay  my  bail. 

So  I  11  remain  a  crew  member  in  Jail. 


one. 


AFTER  THE  MISSION’S  OVER 

(Melodyj  After  the  Ball  Is  Over) 

After  the  mission’s  over 
After  we  all  get  back 
We  get  interrogated 
Where  did  you  see  the  flak? 

How  were  the  Jerry  fighters? 

What  time  was  tally  ho?*' 

Have  you  any  bitches? 

If  not,  you  may  go. 

We  like  P-47s 

We  think  they  handle  swell 
We  like  to  fly  formation 

We’re  all  as  nuts  as  H _ 

We  like  the  fighter  peel-off 
It  will  kill  us  all  some  day. 

Land  in  15  seconds 
Or  the  Colonel  will  have  to  say 
(Any  name),  you  straggled  all  day 
-  ’  used  poor  technique 

,  you  had  your  head  up 
We'll  have  a  short  critique 
You  missed  the  landfall  in 

_ ,  you  will  report 

Why,  with  only  one  wing  off. 

You  had  to  abort. 


‘OU  re  &  grand  old  flag,  you’re  a  high-¬ 
flying  flag,  ■  . 

and  forever  in  peace  j&ay  you  wave  . 

You’re  the  emblem  of  the  land  , I  love,  ' 
The  home  of  the  Free,  and;,  .the  Brave  . 
Every  heart  beats' true  under  Red,  White. 

and  Blue,  .  * 

Where  sherd's  never ( a  boast  or  brag ,  - l-  . 
But  should  auld  acquaintance  be  forgot, 
ieep  your  eye  on  the  ^rand  old  flag, V 
.  ■  ,  'V  '  .  .  A...  /A 

Army  Air  Cbros 

CHORUS: ,  ...  . 

■  Here’s  a  Toast" ' 
love  the  vastness  of  the  'skyj  ’  A*’ 

To  a  friend  we  will  send  a  message  of 
his  brother  men  who  fly.. 

We  drink  to  those  who  gave  their  all’’- 
of  old,  ’ 

Then  down  we  roar  to  score  the  rainbow’s 
pot  of  gold. 

a  Toast  to  the  host  of . men  we  boast, 

—  ^e_drmy  Air^orgs^  _ _  __ 

iff  we  go  into  the  wild  blue  yonder, 

.eep  the  wings  level  and  true, 
f  you’d  live  to  be  a  ^ray  haired- Wonder, 
aeep  the  nose  out  of  the  blue J 
Flying  men  guarding  the  Nations  border. 
We’ll  be  there; followed  by  more. 

In  echelon  we  carry  on, 

jfcyj_UothingU.l . stop  the  Army  Air  Corps. 

Off  we  go  into  the  uvild.blue  yonder. 
Flying  high,  into  the  sun, 

Here  they  come,  zooming.. to  meet* our 
thunder. 

At  ’em  boys,  give  her;  t&o  gun! 

Down  we  dive,  spout ing'pur  .flame  from 
under,  A  ,  "  v  ■  ; .  ' 

Off  with  one  hell-uva-roar. 

We  live  in  fame  or  go  down  in'  flame. 

Hey!  Nothing'll  stop  the  Army  Air  Corps! 


gwime  Axuouette, 
nllouette,  Je  te  plumerai. 

J®  te  plumerai  la  bee, 

Je  to  plumerai  la  bee,  A  A" 

Et  la  bee,  et  la  bee, 

Et  la  tete,  et  ,1a  tete,  Ohhhi  ' 
Allouette,  Etc.  A  - 

3.  Le  Nez.,  4.  Le  Dos’, 

5.  Les  Pattes5,  Le  Cou. 

There  is  a  Tavern  in  the  Town  •; 
There  is  a  tavern-  i&btho;  tdara,A,j^t.»h;A  . 
town,  ■  '  -■  -  a:  A.  - .^A' . 

a£J-  there  my  d«ar  love  sits  haa'doteV: 
sits  him.  down*  .  -  ^  -  *! 

.^nd  drinks  his _ wine  '’mid  laughter"  free, 
And  never,  never  thinks- of  me,  J 

CHORUS:  - 

Farewell,  for  I  must  leave  thee. 

Do  not  let  the  parting  grieve  thee, 

.and  remember  that  the  best  of  friends  * 
must  part.,  must  part.  ■  ,  .  . 

Adieu,  adieu,  kind  friends,  adieu, 
adieu,  adieu, 

I  can  no  longer  stay  with  you,  stay  ■- 

with  you. 

I'll  hang  my  harp  on- a  weeping  willow 
tree, 

and  may  the  world  go.'iw^jA with ,  t-hee . 

lanky  Doodle  Dandy  ■  ’  ,  ' 

I’m  a  Yankee  Doodle  Dandy, 

Yankee  .'-Doodle  do  or  did,  •  -  .  A  ' 

ii  real  live  nephew  of  jay  Uncle  Sam,'  r 
Born  on  the  fourth  of  July,  1 

I  have  a  Yankee  Doodle  sweetheart. 

She  -is  my  Yankee  Doodle  joy.- 

Yankee -Doodle  went ; to Abandon  . 

Just  to  ride  the  ponies, 

I  am  that  Yankee  Doodlq  boy,  >  ^ 


■j  , 


SALVATION  ARMY 


What  is  it\ the  Salvation  Army  runs  down?  / 

Boozing,  jolly  well  boozing 

They  stand  un  street  eonners,  they  sing  and/€hey  shout 
They  talk  alyut  things  they  know  fueled!  about 
But  where  do  you  find  them  when  Hgfrts  are  all  out? 

Boozing,  jolly  yell  boozing.  y'  '■ 

Oh,  we’re  boozers  all  and  wg*re  singing  as  we  go 

To  the  promised  lathi  whejje  the  beer  aud  whiskey  flow  *  » 

Oh,  we  ’  re  boqzer  au\y<y<i mn  tell  es  by  our  nose  ' 

We  belong  to  the  Salyf&ion*  Army. 

Would  you  go,  w<jnld  you  go  ?  '  y 

If  a  man  mine  lip  to  you  anR  said  hello,  hello,  hello  . 

Now  you  ’  re  looking  mighty  qiWr 
Would  you  go  a  glass  Of  beer  N. 

Jesus  Christ7 1’ ve  asked  you  twice  aet^ould  you  go,  go,  go? 

i  ']  i  7  !  '■  ■  -i  !  :  ; 

i  jMy  bloody  oath  I  would  i  !  i-  j 

4  DeedHedie.  do  die  do  die —  ' :  ‘  i 


i  A  YOUNG  AVIATOR  ; 

— ;  -  """• - mr  • 

A  young  aviator  lay  dying  f  . 

At  the  end  of  a  bright  aurnmer  day 
His  comrades  gathered  around  him 
To  earry  the  fragments  w&y.^- 

He  spit  out  a  valve  and  a  gasket 
As  he  stirred  in  the  sump  wljtere  he  lay  4 

And  to  his  wondering  comrades  : 

Those  brave  dying  words  he  did  saj:  >  ; 

:  *  Take  the  cottqr  pin  |dj  kidnfiy  .  j 1 

j  .  ;  Take  the! oon-rqde  1 

b  Take  the  eran^liaft  >uu.l|,^-;-|OTdiy»‘!|'4H]|  | 

1" :  i  a,..i  _ Li.ii.  xi!_  ..AsMihw-wsJ ';h4* fiprl » 

.  iJ: 


Aud  assemble  the  enal 


far?* 


X 


Early  Abort 


Oh,  my  name  is  Colonel . ,  I'm  the  leader  of  the  group. 

Just  step  into  my  Briefing  rooiy  I'll  give  you  all  the  poop^ 

I’ll  tell  you  whene  the  enemy  is  and  how  to  dodge  the  f lalsy 
I'll  be  the  last  (jne  off,  the  first  one  to  get  back. 

I 

CHORUS:  Early  abort,  avoid  the  rush; 

EarlAr  abort,  now  don't  delay. 

Earfy  abort,  avoid  the  rush; 

Oh,  fmy  name  is  Colonel . I'm  the  leader  of  the  group. 

s  . 

? 

Now  we'll  all  lipe  up  and  take  off  and  set  our  course  at  10;00^ 

And  when  we  reach  the  channel  we  will  all  turn  back  again^ 

We'll  call  the  tfower  and  get  a  steer:  we  don't  know  where  we've  been. 

Drop  your  tanks  land  canopies,  peel  off  and  belly  in. 


Oh,  we  fly  thosfe  red-tailed  jugs  at  a  hundred  bloody  |£eet. 

We  can  fly  themj in  the  rain  and  fog  and  in  the  bloody  sleet. 

We  think,  we'rej  flying  bloody  south,  instead  we're  bloody  north, 
And  we  make  ourf  bloody  lancf^Eall  at  the  ^pjr  th  of  bloody  ^brth. 

Oh,  we  fly  thole  red-tailed  jugs  at  a  hundred  bloody  f^&et. 

We  fly  them  ini  the  rain  and  fog  and  in  the  bloody  sleet. 

And  when  we're  flying  bloody  high,  we're  flying  bloody  low, 

When  we  hit  tie  marker  bea#*con  such  an  awful  bloody  blow. 


CHORUS 


The  Formation  Leader 

Sere's  a  health  to  the  formation  leader, 

A  jolly  good  fellow  is  he, 

He  uses  three-star  navigation 

two  viug^en. 

To  the  gunner  within  his  turelle, 

^ health  to  the  *ole  da*n  fomattoo, 

UF  /a  *  1  1  f  1  v  reviews  in  neli* 


Frustration 


Now  look,  my  proud  beauty,  I  think  It's  my  duty 
To  tell  you  this  stalemate  can't  last. 

My  liberty's  fleeting,  and  I’m  overheating. 

My  blood  pressure’s  rising,  but  fast. 

I've  subsidized  taxis  from  Reuben's  to  Maxie's, 
I’ve  escorted  you  'round  the  bars. 

I've  relieved  my  sorties  while  flying  P-40's, 
I've  shown  you  my  ribbons  and  scars. 

Your  curvaceous  chassis  entices  me,  lassie. 

So  let's  not  encumber  the  plot 

With  doubtful  evasion,  and  subtle  efuation®. 

Are  we  goin'  to  bed— or  SOT? 


FUCK  'Ek  ALL 


They  say  there  ’  s  a  Fortress  tliat  ’  s 
Bonnet,  for  old  blimey  shores  I 
Heavily  laden  with  terrified  men 
^hit-seared  and  flat  on  the  floor 
Now  there’s  many  a  Heiukel  that  ’ 
Many  a  Messersehmidt  too  ‘ 

They  shot  off  our  ballioks  , 

They  fucked  our  hydraulics 
go  what  we  going  to  do  ? 


s  spitting  itf| 


,  Fuok  5  cm  all,  fuck  ’em' all’  ‘  !• 

The;  long- and  tl}e  short  and  fhe  t*H<  'I  1  •  'j|| 

Fuck  all  the  sergeants  dnd  W/Q  ones  ;  pij 

Fuck  all  the  corporals  and  their  bastard  sons 

So  we  ’  re  saying  goodbye  to  them  all 

As  haok  to  then*,  harlots  they  crawl 

There  ’  11  be  no  promotions  this  side  of  the  ocean 

So  cheer  up  my  lads,  fuck  ’  em  all  ! 


Senior  officers  don  ’  t  bother  me 

Senior  officer  don  ’  t  bother  me 

Bell  bottom  trousers  with  stripes  down  the  side 

Bloody  great  pockets  with  fuek-ail  inside 

$o  we’re  saying  goodbye  to  the  all 

Ah  up  the  CO  ’  s  ass  thoy  (Tawl 

There  ’  11  be  no  promotions  '  . 

This  side  of  the  ocean  : 

So  cheer  up  my  fads,  fuck  ’  pm  all  J 


They  sent  for  the  navy,  to  go  to  Tulagee 
And  our  gflftajjjt  navy  agreed|)|U^l-i  j 
tfhpy  went t«f .jin  sections  •  ;Jj llffif f  i ji  f ", 
fd  fifty i!direcf|ops^ 

ft  looked  like  at  )foody/stampw|f  jj?'?' .  ji-l  | 


-  i.  -  <  ^ 

f. 'j'fn.;,  .iff; 

1  t  '  |  •'  \st  pf 


The|F  wanted  offr  navy;  to  go 
Bpfcjjour  gallant  pavy  said  no 
We  ?  11  sit  oi) ,  (ipf  bustles  \ 
This  side  j  **f| ,  the  JRussolls 


A  ground  losing'  bastard,  T«|J,re^ 
l>k»  *  t  ’giy*  'Vne ;r«  ,peteiv40  ;fli  ''1  '■} ! 


J«»t  jgive  ima  a  -p]47 


NEW  QU  INEA  BjLUES  (.Tune—  Blues  In  the  Night); 


From  NadzaB  to  Qusap,  From  Wew*k  W  Ijhwg^.  whenever  tnp  ramu  I  kk 

I  j  vei  Loen.:  me  some  big  ships,  *ad  stootiup  ja  fffpl'qipsj,  bat  thtjreis  onatjhiing',;;  \  ' 
i  jkuow,  a  Tonies  a  bastard,  a  worr^me  ‘  thing  If  Ij  lead  yoffto  sing  the  Nqw  Qn 

!!  '  !:l 

Now  the  bombs  are  falling,  nojrljtfy'  Metks’.»l^g,|^hotgun--g0  up  there  j 

and  get  them,  Now  my  guns  ajre  spitting,  now  Jhff  engine  quite;  Snafuk  ]  • 

This  thundering;  sin  »  t  right,  oji  gtvp  m,  the  gte^}  jlight,  I » 11  turn  in  my  trinjgs 
and  oome  in  .and  sing,  the  Nwir  CjJijtjnea  Blues.  .*1  i  i  ,■  ■  ■ )!?  I  ;  i,  ■  '  ■ 

'!  '  ‘  I/  '  If  I  .  J'  H  '■)  I  ■:  I . 


'  | :  I;  ■  :  j  ^  J  j.  -Minnie\|^primid:||  j  |  ^ 

thh 'm%  i| 3  ve  spoil t  wxtfr 
3 Qfew  at  the  bottom  of  the  sea,  <***'  :V'-  ;  k  ‘ 

Mimile  lost  her  morals  down  among  the  eorr&i/ 

Gee  boysHjut  she  was  nine  to  me, 


wKt* » 

SwgSifAljllf  mmv  & 

Mauys  the  timu'i’ ve  seen  the  pale  .m*xJn  shining, 

Down  in  her  little'femigalow, 

Ashes  to  Ashes,  dust  wN^^^'Twin  beds-  but  only  one  must 

You  tan  easily  see  sbhSntt  my  mother,  For  my  mothers’  forty-five, 

You  can  easily^e^hes  ’  not  mysgister  cause  I  wouldn  ’  s  show  my  such  a  wonderland 

time,  \ 


■yofft-an  easily  see  shes  not  my  girl  frien,  f^njy  girl  friends  too  refined- 
Shes  just  a  slop  of  a  kid  who  don  ’  t  care  wliat  sfekdid,  shes  just  a  personal  friend 

GIVE  ME  A  P-47  •  \  '  ■  •: 

i  ■ .  !  ;;  -  ;  :  :j  i  •  :  ‘ ‘  '  ;k  >  '■  ■  7": 

Poii  *  t  give  me.  a.  p-38,  the  props  they  counter  rotate^  .  .  \  ;j  kk  kt  , : 

There  mi&tierpd  md  smittem  fipm  buna  to  Britteb.,  k.j  k:  .  j  4<  \  k  >•.£  .vk  'k 

Dpn  ’  t  give  .me  a  p-38,  .  )'  k  4  kkl !  .•  '  WUl  [  \j  '  kk  k 


D^k4  8%*F^‘N  P'39, :  the  enptlfy  •  :|i  .  jl  j|  r?|'.  jkk  i ;!  §|4|k4S 

8Pm ot,d  r  k  S"|  1 1 T :  Ik!  I  i  wit  i 

rifln  i  t  .irfoR  ?ni*  -/m.  S  notAi’i-f «ni*  /Ht  i  ill&lf  IsStiiCn  i  I  n  iik  :  X  '  ill  S  aldllll 


P^i k  *'  N  p-5l>i  ^  ■  wiilifewi  le|  pllll  if  Is  111: !  If  I  [1 

poj’tgive.'peajp-Sl,  ; J If  #  ofj  [  h  )M 

pmHt  give'  pte.Jp-m/gor  Bijp;f|j^§  J«  n$M  j  '  i  |§j  '  tf  ;,i. |,l‘4 

they-  say  jits  »  lark,  but  Im  so^jp|^f  j  tip  't  gjye '  swfep-Prlijlj:  'f'k|k'|| 


Down  past  l^e  and  Hansa  Hay  " 
Just  another  straying  day 
As  tilts  Dragons  go  buzzing  along 

Tltore  they  are,  at  our  feet  * 
W&tf-h  those  yellow  sons  retreat 
As  the  Dragons  go  buzzing  along, 

:  ;  ' 

bur  it  ’  s  Hi-bfi-Qe,  a  merry  badd 
You  ’  11  never  meet  another  of  oim 
For‘  where  ere  yon  go  yon  will  Igfrj 
TJiat  the  Dragons; are  buzzing ,all« 


III 

11 

mm* 

1 

Ml; 

?{: 

WTLg  ,g-|Ti  ng 


WJTHv 


1  in  love  with  j0 
Say  you  love  me  too, 
No  one  else  will  do,  \ 
Seems  funny  but  it>  i 

Loved  you  from  the  s 
Bless  your  little  heart 
Every  day  will  be  so  ! 
Honey  with  you 


MY  SUNSHTMK* 


(CHORUS)  ■  ' 

You  are  my  sunshine,  mfmly 

-U  k8  “  wi»  Z 

You  11  never  know  dear,  how  , 
please  don  ’  t  take  my  sunsKine 

TJie  other  night  aS  I  lay  sleep) 

I  dreamed  I  held  on,,  •  "  '  :l 

,  1(1  y°n  m.my  at 

But  when .  I  awoke  dear  L  was  i 

“U  I  *-*  my  head  jj** 

f  Chorus)  '  1  "  ' 

Yw  told  me  once  dear ,,yJ./ d 

nd  m  om  else  wpuld[''e(^|1*K^ 
ButnoW7au!vegan 

y°11  W  s^red  all  3f5?i 


SOUADrQm 


nail  to  the  Squadron  | 
/Hai|  to  the  Corps 
Hail  to  all  the  airmen 
Who  braved  the  aides  before, 

mbs  up  fcrevb  imire 
.Hail  to  SquafeU  IhJLl  h;„ 
H«r  to  the  :pwXko  3  th< 
Hail  to,  the;  )\rmy,:  the  4rmt 


(CHORUS) 


HARDSHIPS 


Off  to  Guinea  we  did  go,  to 'fight  the  ddts  fpjpi.Tokio.  >  x 
Hardships,;  you  bastards,  you  don’t  know  wljat  Jjfctfdships  are.,:, 

Seventy  four  hundred  miles  of  drink,  how  our  underpants  did  stink. 
Hardships,  you  bastards,  you  don  ’  t  know  what  hardsiiips  are. 


We  slept  with  bugs  and  we  slept  with  snakes,  we  all  came  down  with  fever  shakes, 

(Chorus) 

We  ate  camp  pie  and’  bully  beef  and  gave  our  "belts  another  reef. 

(Chorus)  • 

Tofo  called  most  every  night,  with  greeting  cards 'of  dynamite. 

(Chorus)  , 

They  looped  and  stalled  and  rolled  around  and  shot  our  planes  upon  the  ground. 

(Chorus)  .  • 

GHQ  said  go  bomb  Lee,  with  fragmentary  bombs  one  day. 

(Chorus)  ;  «  (  .  ,  ! 

Aek-Ack  here,  ack-ack  there,  the  fucking  zeroes  fill  the  air.  1  *  | 

(Chorus)  ,  '  !SJ !  .  ij;  j .  ..  j ' .  f;;  | , ; ;  ■ 

Back  from  Buna  through  the.  pass,  with  a  chute  sucked  up  our  ass.  1  ■>'  _ 

.  (Choms)  ^  :  ;  'y  !n  -  ;  : .  .  jj:_ :  • ' :  :  ■ 

When  we  got  back  we  alwayp  found,  our  top  soldier  on  tlie  gr<kmod. :  •  •'  >['  1 

<CJi.ur«S)  ,  ■  |  '  •.  jj!  i  Jl  I, 

Off  we,  g<M|  hid  Rabaul,  tbaidsmincd  place  Is  Jxiuudjto  fall.,,  ;  )|  .  •  | 


INTO  THE 'AIR 


Into  the ‘air  Army  Air  Npoi*! 
Into  the  air  Pihjffi  trudNhW- 


Into  the  air  Army  Airijcbrps  . 
Keep  fymirj  nose  up  in  titf'iyKwi 
And  when''  you  hear’ih^lfll^P 


And  the  steel  prop  stai^ 
Then  you  can  bet  the :  43% 
Is  along  the  fighting  line; 

;  i  .  -Ajh. 


.ERS?sfti^rE 


Why  are  ’the  stars  alway^#|pj^ng 
What  makes  the  felhwf  j^pitajjab 
If,'«j  riot  dhe  season,  the'^dpife  ] 
If’sj  just  Elmers  Tune  ;W|A 


What  makes  a  lady  ot  eighty  go  out  on 
Why!  does  the  gander  meander  ip  'searfsh 
Wlwt  puts; the  *kjok  in  the  ohit^ep,  $d;;j 
It  ’  s  just  Elmers  Tune  i  ,  ■  .  J;  ;  :!j 


Listen,  listen,  there  ’  s  aj  lot  y@q  *  jpg 
Sing  it,  swjng  it,  any  oM^hae;  and  jjpi 
TM  herdy  'gortie,  the  l^diie,  the 
Tim  candy  maker,ti,o  Im'JttflJ 
The  eitv  eh&rrn#vpt  thA 


A  MAN  WITHOUT  *  A  WOMAN 


A  man  without  a  womwf^'  *’*  ■>  ’'ut 

Is  like  ^  ship  without  a  s&il  *  .  •*  • 

Is  like  d  boat  without  - a  redder  I-  -"  ;r . v;  "  .  j 

Is  like  a 'kite  without  a  tail :  »*  :  lv.  *  .i.  ,, 

A  man  without  a  woman  ,  4 

Is  like  a  wreck  upon  the  sand  •  :  >  ihrj*  \  l  i  • 

But  if  there  7  s  one  thing  worse^  ip  this  universe  f  • 

It » s  a  woman,  I  said  a  woman,  I  mean  a  woman  without  a  m*n 


Now  you  can  roll  a  silver  dollar '  cross  the  bar  room  f  16® 

And  it  will  roll,  because  it  >  e  round 

A  woman  never  knows  what  a  good  n^n  she  ’  s  got  ■ 

Until  she  let  ’  s  him  down 

Now  honey  listen,  my  honey  listen  to  me 

I  want  you  to  understand 

Like  a  silver  dollar  goes  from  hand  to  hand  -| 

So  a  woman  got®  froinynan  to  man,  > 


CHORUS 


BE  JBT  !fil!  22.  jgg 

Jy  S*  Regul8r  Army, 

Cast  off  by  th«  Signal  Corns’ 

Signed  up  for  nine  months  n^ine 
And  stayed  on  for  three  yearfmSrg. 

^!*fnd,5y.your  **•»»••  steady, 

This  world  is  a  world  of  lies/ 

,  Here- s  a  toast  to  the  dead  already 

■And  Hurrah  for  the  next  man  to  di£ 

»e  looped  in  the  purple  sunset, 
WithP^t-in,ihe  silvery  dawn, 

TO  show  nhere^o^eTha've^ 

SSJ’SS  the°  tZ'^o  2£«* 

l?X,  £  tX°^^t„, 


Old  Soldiers  Never  Die 


Old  soldiers  never  die,  never  die,  never  die, 
Old  soldiers  never  die— 

They  just  fade  away. 

Old  sailors  never  buy,  never  buy,  never  buy. 
Old  sailors  never  buy 
They  just  sail  away. 

Old  Pilots  never  fly,  never  fly,  never  fly. 
Old  pilots  never  fly-- 

They  just  draw  their  pay. 


On  a  farmupat  Yokoliam*,  As  »  slant  e 

Bewails  1h^ fate  of  her  sewn 

AM  a«  she  lpoans  jior  sad 

Sfte  boriis  sopie  futile  incense,  &u<fttear@’-' 

■  ■ 1  i  .  >  i  :  i  ”  ,  '  t  ,  ■  J». 


ftlier  eriesHii 


For  who  will,  milk  the  slant  eyed  coves  rs 
And  who  will  feed  the  slpt  eyed  du<% 
Her  lean  and  famished  finders  he|dj’  a  ^ 
A  menage  telling  her,  that  her  »nm  Wt 


fe§me8  the  day’  of,  grace, 
|,|aye  the  slao|i  eyed  face, 

®  in  .  *  ■  r 

M  lje  back,  f;  fe<  —  > '  ■ 


Cmne  we  now  to  stout  Shipetothe  bravest  of  :f he  elan, 

1  his  youngest  son  Hit  a  stomacher  one-never  .{same  from 
This  warrior  of  the  Sluuth  Shrine  was  fijpl  one  a 
T<>  liquidate  the  ones  who  .caused  his  brothers  ; dem< >1 it jun 


And  as  he  flew  his  courage  'jpprjifur 
While  pfjrafink  a  dobk  hOrjjnu^^ii 
Let’s  drink  uj>  our. hears 
The  got,  ho  Tame— fuat'd^^^^Bp 


V  V"  :'0‘ 

|;  • 

RED  ijlOUNDLES  IN  fc 

SUNSETi 

g!0H  forJ.Cufcs  ^  bruises 

say  is  mighty  fine  7 

S°f  hollerad  whoa  and  it 

n2??8d  a  W-  of  nine. 

.PISTOL  PACKING  MM 

C"Jfg  ^  a  cabaret  and 
vras  I  having  fun 

•  one  night  sh  ,e  caught  mp  »»■;  „>,+  j 
Now  I>n  on  the  run  "  nS^  M<1 
CHORUS  .  : 

hat  Pistol  down  babe 

Pxstol  down  •• 

-  £21?  T*’  187  that  Pistol  down  ! 

“  J^ked  out  my  windshield  "  ) 

3  hit  me  over  the  head  ;  C 

!  Cus^ed  &  «ried  &  swore  I  r 

1  fished  that  I  ms  dead  $ 

“d  -  ■  i 

«,“Lthe  Pghth 

1  see  you  every  night  babe  -  ‘  JJ 

1  .wqo  you  every  day  •  -  ■  x! 

L  be  your  steady  but  „ 

that  gun  away 

sergeant' was  a  talking  man  2 

dways  had  his  fun  f 

Sfd??  le3d  ohe  shot  hin  dead  f 

1133,0  31,3  done.  |A- 

GRAND  old  flag  e 

a  grand  old~flag  Ro 

a  high  flying  flag  .  _  , 

ever  in  peace  may  you  wave  ■  R°' 

the  EM  of  the  LndT love  a 

-  Of  the  free  and  the  brave  •  1 

.3?blJet3  trU°’  Under  red  whits  Nov 

!ldSISdeTer  3  kdaot  or  3  braS  Ca" 

dd  auld  acquaintance  be  forgot  The 

h-  eye  on  the  grand  old- flag. 


own  Knowing 

4)  todafSddlnuthey're  goine  ■  • 

^  l  weeks  they've  been  sewing 
©v-fry  Susie  and  Sal  .  8  . 

Jr®ypfe  conSregating  for  me  and  my  gal 
The  Parsons  waiting  for  me  and  mfgfl 

ZrlTS  t°  **U*  dtn. 
"  13  °r  rOTe 

itw*...  «£NG  TOOATHER 

Marching  along  together,  N~ ones  g0nn3 
atop  us  now  ‘ 

rching  along  together/ No  ones  gonna 
top  us  now  s 

Rolling  along  the  highway 
Sailing  the  sky  and  sea 

Zrrd5i't*ddle  dee  boat  «*  drum 

And  hold  onto  your  lids 

*  Ti1*  dee  here  we  come 
The  Yankee  Doodle  kids  ' 

^^i^^atter,  All  together  to 

arc  mg  along  to  aT  hearty  song  ) 

Our  eye  on  a  star  in  the  sky  g  l  , 

Glory  be  to  God  that  we  7  ' 

Hail  from  Sheppard  Field  / 

ikSaSd:f°^t^tat  f  * 

That  is  how  we  offer  now  7  / 

A  Toast  to  Sheppard  Field.  [ 


p  -t  ,  - • 

ofef^rre1’  ”a,li  b®0  a  barrel 

Roll  out  bba  barrel  we-ve  got  the  blues 
on  the  run 

Zing,  boom,  tarara,  Ring  out  a  song  of 
.  SPpd  cheer 

Nows  the  time  to  roll  the  barrel 
Cause  the  gangs  all  here. 

iS^.JpKT  PARLEY  V00 
^ey  sJ y  Jwa  i°  S  Kar>I’arloy  Too 

They  4  J5;  «  S,ae°3S  S^rl0y  V°° 

m  vhatrwthe  hel1  are  we  marching  for 
Hinky  Dinky,  Parley  Voo*  ^  g 

(V  Mate  up  your  own  verges  of  thp)) 


:  -Scng.  -  Of  the  peth*  mtx  «onf.  ’ 

NW  we  *  ^lUhn*  with  fightin  >  ii  a  godda*  i 
We,  re  on  the, lam.!  we  ’  wf  going  to  scram  ; 
When  ithe  dirty  job  is  done  ; 

We^re  a  bunch  of  shits  we’  H  all  admit  * 

iSut  •  this  you  must  con  f  ass  ! 

We '  re  giving  our  all  for  Uncle  Sam 

And  We’ll  see  it  through  (I  gu^; 

Oh  Uaptain  Farr 'once  said  to  me  in -all  sincerity 
The  sixty-one ’s  a  fine  aircraft  as'fme.a8  it  can 
But  men  m  white  took  him  sway,  cw -  |,  ..  , 

And;  now  Jus  room  and  \y  erd 
Js  f  unushed  ■  by  the  army 
In  the  psyeopatJiie  ward 


Now  we  ’  re  all  thru  with  J 
We’ro  on  tlie  lam,  we’re 
When  the  diry  job  is  done 
We’re  a  bunch  of  shits  w< 
But  this  you  must  confeas 
We’re  giving  our  all  for  , 
And  we’ll  see  it  thru  (T  < 


Smash  it,  hash  it,  beat  ItN^jJlttaf]* 
'Smite  it,  bite  it,  tlirust'itj^^ongh  t 
Some  people  think  :that 
But,  fop  personal  eajoymeaf  T.^jlA 

Sma^h  it,^h  it,  kt  it  4'it^Kl 
Snute  it,  bite  it  tOjl 
Some  people  think  that  fnekjbg’a  gr 
But  fop  iunprj  satisfaction  j  (WaiiifeiL 
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SWEET  BETSY  FROM  PIKE 

A  favorite  California  immigrant  song  of  the  fifties.  Carl  Sand¬ 
burg  writes,  “It  has  the  stuff  of  a  realistic  novel.  It  is  droll  and 
don’t-care,  bleary  and  leering,  as  slippery  and  lackadaisical  as 
Flowing  some  °f  the  comic  characters  of  Shakespeare.” 

L  , 


1.  Did  you  ev  -  er  hear  tell  of  sweet  Bet  -  sy  from  Pike, 

2.  One™  eve  -  ning  quite  ear  -  ly  they  camped  on  the  Platte, 


crossed  the 

wide 

prai  - 

ries  with 

her 

lov-  er 

near  by 

the 

road 

on  a 

green 

shad-y 

With  two  yoke  of 
Where  Bet  -  sy,  quite 


cat  -  tie  and  one  spot-ted  hog,  A _  tall  shang-hai  roost  -  er,  an 

tired, —  lay  down  to  re  -  pose,  While  with  won  -  der  Ike  gazed  on  his 


poco  rit . 


Chorus 
a  tempo 


fmmm 

old  yal -  ler  dog? 

Pike  Coun-ty  rose. 

poco  rit . 


Sing-  too-ral-  i  - 
a  tempo 


oo  -  ral  -  i  -  oo  -  ral  -  i 


<8*.  <Sa.  ‘3a.  Sa.  .  * 


-H 

^ - 

- — 

F 

- ~~9 

m  -  ■■  -r- 

M4 

o  They  swam  the  wide  rivers  and  crossed  ^ 

^Ind  camped  on  the  prairie  for  weeks  upon  weeks. 

1  _ _  Viarrl  work  and  slaugl 


#f 


II  and  hard  wmk  and  » 

They  reached  California  spite  of  hell  and  hig 

“out  on  the  prairie  one  bright  starry  night 

Thev  broke  the  whiskey  and  Betsy  got  tigh, 

She  sarL  and  she  shouted  and  danced  o’er  the  plain, 

And  showed  her  bare  arse  to  the  whole  wagon  tram. 

ssrixsrEEK -=>  -  -■ 

z.“=  ss *«  i— 

Ck0rUS:  CHOEUS 

Sing  too-ral-ioo-ral-ioo-ral-i-ay. 

Sing  too-ral-ioo-ral-ioo-ral-i-ay. 


6. 


The  ups  and  downs  of  covered  vucum  life,  mami  w itn  lumaxiee  and  facing  in  divorce,  are  trad  | 
in  one1  of  the  favorite  songs  of  California  in  the  ]  SJO’s.  Sweet  Betsy  I  rom  Pike  has  the  st uiT  of  a 
realistic  novel  Mt  is  droll  and  duibt-vare,  Bleary  and  Jocnng.  slippery  and  lacKadiUMcal  as  some 
of  the  comic  characters  of  Shakcqaare,  or'as  tnfhng  as  i  nc  two  murderers  who  a  re  a-Ked,  How 
came  you  here?”  arid  wlio  answer,  “On  our  legs.”  It  was  a  good  wagon  maw  Miles  01  monotonous 
scenery  would  grass  to  the  singing  of  it,  Disappointed  prospe-etors  could  stare  their  own  misery 
with  Betsy  and  Ike*  The  last  line  of  i a eli  verse  could  be  repeated,  for  a  mange,  with  the  fo!  de  rol 
words,  “Tooral  lal  looral  lal,  Tooral  lal  la  loo.”  It  was  a  good  wagon  song.  p 


t 


Oh,  don’t  you  re  -  mem -her  sweet  Bet  -  sy 


from  Pike,  Who  crossed  the  big 


EE 


:;±v 


mount  -  atns  with,  her  lev  -  er  Ike,  With  two  yoke  of  cat  -  tie. 


-0—  _ _ 

. - . h-  •—  *  -  -  —  * 

large  vel  -  low  dog,  .A 

R  Em  .4  IK 


T, 


- ] . .  .  -  •-  -  -  *  ■■  »■  — #?-■  " — --  m'  '  "  1 

t.all  Sbarig-hai  roost  ~  er,  and  one  spot  -  ted 


4 


.  ii 


hog;  Sav  -  ing  good  -  bye,  Pike  Conn  -  ty,  hare  -  well  for  a  w hue. 

Well  .  come  back  .  a  -  gain  When  we’ve  panned  out  our  pile. 


1  Oh  don’t  you  ivwcmker  sweet  Betsy  from  Pike, 

Who  er*.  smoJ.  the  lug  incur.!  a,  ns  v. ith  lar  lover  »ke, 

With  two  yoke  of  cattle,  a  large  yellow  dog, 

A  tall  Shanghai  reader,  unci  erne  hog; 

Refrain; 

Saying  goodbye.  Pike  County, 

Farewell  for  a  while; 

We’ll  come  back  again 

When  we’ve  panned  out  our  pale. 

£  One  evening  quite  early,  they  camped  on  the  Platte, 
’Tw&s  neat  by  the  road  on  a  green  shady*  flat; 

"Where  Betsy,  quite  tired,  laid  down  to  repose,- 

While  with  wonder  Ike  gazed  on  his  Pike  County  Rose. 
Refrain;  '' 


m-mm 
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nber, 

late, 

es  a  new  hit, 

’  Kashmir  Gate. 

:  and  musketry, 
good. 

were  outside, 

>Iood. 

^e  did  go,  my  boys,  etc. 

hpur  won  by  Sir 
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We  meet  ’neath  the  sounding  rafters, 

And  the  walls  around  are  bare; 

As  they  echo  to  our  laughter 

’Twould  not  seem  that  the  dead  were  there. 

So  stand  to  your  glasses  steady, 

’Tis  all  we  have  left  to  prize, 

Quaff  a  cup  to  the  dead  already, 

And  one  to  the  next  who  dies.  / 

Who  dreads  to  the  dead  returning, 

Who  shrinks  from  that  sable  shore 
Where  the  high  and  haughty  yearning 
Of  the  souls  will  be  no  more  ? 

So  stand  to  your  glasses  steady,  etc. 

Cut  off  from  the  land  that  bore  us, 

Betrayed  by  the  land  we  find, 

When  the  brightest  have  gone  before  us, 
And  the  dullest  remain  behind. 

So  stand  to  your  glasses  steady,  etc. 

There’s  a  mist  on  the  glass  congealing, 

’Tis  the  hurricane’s  fiery  breath, 

And  ’tis  thus  that  the  warmth  of  feeling 
Turns  ice  in  the  grasp  of  death. 

So  stand  to  your  glasses  steady,  etc. 


There  is  many  a  head  that  is  aching, 
There  is  many  a  cheek  that  is  sunk, 
There  is  many  a  heart  that  is  breaking, 
Must  burn  with  the  wine  we  have  drunk. 
So  stand  to  your  glasses  steady,  etc. 

There  is  not  time  for  repentance, 

’Tis  folly  to  yield  to  despair, 

When  a  shudder  may  finish  a  sentence, 
Or  death  put  an  end  to  a  prayer. 

So  stand  to  your  glasses  steady,  etc. 

Time  was  when  we  frowned  on  others, 
We  thought  we  were  wiser  then; 

But  now  let  us  all  be  brothers, 

For  we  never  may  meet  again. 

So  stand  to  your  glasses  steady,  etc. 

But  a  truce  to  this  mournful  story 
For  death  is  a  distant  friend; 

So  here’s  to  a  life  of  glory, 

And  a  laurel  to  crown  each  end. 

So  stand  to  your  glasses  steady,  etc. 


Come,  fill  up  a  bumper, 

Our  toil  at  length  is  done, 

Since  the  Pandies  are  defeated, 

And  Delhi  has  been  won. 

Great  men  they  were  in  their  own  eyes, 

At  least,  then  so  they  thought. 

So  we  took  the  shine  out  of  them 
On  the  1 2th  at  Trimmu  Ghat. 

When  a-hunting  we  did  go,  my  boys, 
A-hunting  we  did  go. 

To  chase  the  Pandies,  night  and  day, 
And  levelled  Delhi  low. 


A-thirsting  to  avenge,  my  boys, 

The  bloodshed  that  was  done. 

On  poor  defenceless  women, 

*Erc  Delhi  had  been  won. 

We  made  the  Pandies  for  to  know, 

And  caused  them  for  to  feel, 

That  British  wrongs  should  be  avenged, 

By.  sterling  British  steel. 

When  a-hunting  we  did  go,  my  boys,  etc, 


On  the  14th  of  September, 

I  remember  well  the  date, 

We  showed  the  Pandies  a  new  hit, 

When  we  stormed  the  Kashmir  Gate. 

Their  grap^hot,  shell  and  musketry, 

They  found  but  little  good. 

When  British  soldiers  were  outside, 
A-thirsting  for  their  blood. 

When  a-hunting  we  did  go,  my  boys,  etc. 


f  f  liWil  »  m»**«.*5  -  —  o'  ^  ^  , 

Another  ballad  was  written  about  the  victory  of  Fatehpur  won  by  Sir 
Henry  Havelock,  but  only  a  fragment  has  survived. 

With  our  shot  and  shell, 

We  made  them  smell  hell, 

That  day  at  Fatehpur.** 

One  particularly  lugubrious  ballad  may  date  from  the  Mutiny, 
although  this  is  by  no  means  certain.  The  difficulty  arises  because  the 
song  was  discussed  in  1898  by  the  navy  and  army  illustrated,  a  journal 
with  an  unsurpassed  editorial  talent  for  rendering  its  correspondents 
faceless  and  anonymous.  One  such  anonymous  correspondent  asked  on 
August  27  about  the  origin  of  a  ballad  said  to  have  been  sung  in  the 
Mutiny,  and  another  -  equally  disguised  -  replied  on  October  1  that  it 
had  been  composed  in  India  by  a  Captain  Darling  who  later  died  of 
cholera.  Whether  the  questioner  was  well  qualified  to  suggest  it  had  been 
sung  in  1857  or  the  replier  to  attribute  it  to  Captain  Darling  never 
emerges,  but  Here's  to  the  last  to  die  is  a  fine  example  of  the  Victorian 

penchant  for  morbidity. 


We  meet  ’neath  the  so 
And  the  walls  around 
As  they  echo  to  ourk 
’Twould  not  seem  tha 
So  stand  to  your  glass 
*Tis  all  we  have  left  to 
Quaff  a  cup  to  the  dei 
And  one  to  the  next  i 

Who  dreads  to  the  dt 
Who  shrinks  from  th 
Where  the  high  and ! 
Of  the  souls  will  be  i 
So  stand  to  your  glas 

Cut  off  from  the  lani 
Betrayed  by  the  lan< 
When  the  brightest  I 
And  the  dullest  rem 
So  stand  to  your  gla 

There’s  a  mist  on  th 
*Tis  the  hurricane’s: 
And  *tis  thus  that  tl 
Turns  ice  in  the  grs 
So  stand  to  your  gb 


/0/^ 


/2--.  COMIN'  BACK  TO  YOU 
(Maintenance  Lament) 

(words  and  music  by  Rollie  Stoneman) 


Drivin'  down  this  lonesome  road  thinkin'  back  to  you. 

Why  I  left  tonight  I'll  never  know. 

Wind  is  whistlin'  by  my  ear  I  shiver  with  the  cold. 

I  wish  I  was  back  home  again  I  need  your  hand  to  hold. 

When  morning  comes  you'll  find  my  note.  Please  try  to 
understand. 

You  know  I  didn't  want  to  leave  this  way. 

Give  little  Jenny  a  great  big  hug.  Tell  her  don't  be  sad. 

Tell  her  happy  birthday  from  her  dad. 

(Refrain) 

'Cause  I  got  the  call,  Ive  got;  to  go. 

These  birds  of  war  can't  wait. 

I  know  it's  hard  for  you  to  understand. 

But  something  deep  inside  me  makes  me  proud  to  do  my 
share. 

And  I'm  cornin'  back  to  you  soon  as  I  can. 

I  know  I  promised  that  I'd  have  this  special  day  at  home. 
You've  heard  those  words  so  many  times  before. 

Now  I  guess  i'll  spend  her  birthday  out  at  Kilo  One. 

It's  just  a  day,  not  special  any  more. 

But  my  little  girl  won 't  understand  why  daddy  isn't  there. 
It's  hard  to  understand  when  you're  just  two. 

There '8  something  deep  inside  me  makes  me  proud  to  do  my 
share. 

And  I*m  comin *  back  to  you  soon  as  I  can. 

Come  the  spring,  we'll  be  leavin',  leave  this  place  behind. 
We're  gonna  be  a  family  again. 

We'll  visit  the  zoo,  take  a  walk  or  two,  we'll  wrestle  on  the 
floor. 

I  won't  be  chasin'  missiles  anymore. 

(Repeat  first  refrain) 


THE  BALLAD  OF  MEAN  GENE 

(Tune:  is  a  combination  of  Mountain  Dew  and  White  Lightning) 
words  by  Rollie  Stoneman 


They  call  us  the  good  old  Capsule  Crew. 

And  men  of  our  courage  are  few. 

We  live  like  a  mole  way  down  in  the  hole. 

That  good  old  Capsule  Crew. 

Well,  at  Hotel  Flight  way  out  in  the  sticks 
Lived  a  crew  commander  named  Mean  Gene  Hicks 
He'd  watch  his  missiles  'till  the  sun  went  down 
Then  he'd  sing  right  out  with  a  joyful  sound, 

(Refrain) 

"Missile  duty ' s  pleasin' , 

I  never  will  be  leavin' 

Ooo,  I  love  it." 

Twas  the  third  of  June,  that  fateful  day. 

Gene  went  on  alert  so  far  away. 

Then  the  fuel  shortage  hit;  it  still  hasn't  passed. 

Now  he'll  never  be  relieved  'cause  there  isn't  any  gas. 

(Refrain) 

Well  I  asked  mean  Gene  why  he  called  his  crew 
The  "Tight  Twosome"  'stead  of  one-oh-two. 

When  he  kissed  his  deputy  it  all  came  clear. 

Missile  duty  made  Mean  Gene  queer. 

(Refrain) 

(Bridge) 

Sky  Cops,  OSI,  CIA^ 

They're  all  chasin'  Mean  Gene  tryin'  to  put  him  away 
They're  lookin',  tryin'  to  book  him 
But  Mean  Gene  kept  on  truckin'. 

Ooo,  I  love  it. 

(Repeat  first  verse) 


/ 7,  THE  CREW  THAT  NEVER  RETURNED 
(Tune:  MTA) 

words  by  Rollie  Stoneman 


Let  me  tell  you  all  about  a  crew  commander  named  Charlie 
In  the  merry,  merry  month  of  May. 

He  grabbed  his  Tech  Data,  kissed  his  wife  and  family. 

And  went  on  alert  that  day 

(Refrain) 

But,  did  they  ever  return? 

No, -they never  returned. 

And  their  fate  may  be  unlearned. 

They  may  drive  forever  on  the  plains  of  Nebraska, 

The  crew  that  never  returned. 

The  deputy  was  driving  toward  western  Nebraska 
At  a  speed  of  a  Hundred-and-two , 

When  a  state  patrolman  waved  that  crew  van  over  sayin ' , 
"Hey,  buddy,  I  want  YOU." 

So  from  the  jail  Charlie  called  the  command  post. 

And  told  them  of  his  plight. 

The  controller  said,  "Hold  on!  I've  got  to  call  Omaha. 
For  now  you've  just  gotta  sit  tight." 

(Refrain) 

Charlie  broke  from  the  jail  and  headed  for  the  capsule, 
Down  into  the  LCC. 

He  slammed  the  blast  door,  turned  around  and  shuddered, 
For  waiting  there  was  DOV. 

Now  seven  major  errors  is  a  poor  performance 
As  all  of  you  surely  know. 

The  Standboard  crew  waved  a  finger  at  Charlie, 

Said,  "Charlie,  you've  got  to  go." 

(Refrain) 

Charlie  called  the  command  post  and  told  them  what  had 
happened. 

He  asked  to  be  relieved  in  the  field. 

The  controller  said,  "NO!  I  can't  let  you  go!" 

He  was  firm  and  would  not  yield. 

He  said,  "Don't  ever  return.  Don't  you  ever  return. 
Your  fate  has  now  been  learned. 

You  will  stay  forever  'neath  the  plains  of  Nebraska. 

To  Warren  don't  ever  return. 

I  say  again.  To  Warren  don't  ever  return. 


//•  HOME  IN  THE  HOLE 
(Tun©:  Home  On  The  Range) 
words  by  Rollie  Stoneman 


Oh,  Give  me  a  home  where  the  Ops  weenies  roam. 

Where  the  SAT  troops  and  Site  Mothers  stay. 

Where  seldom  is  heard  an  ungarbled  word. 

And  we  never  see  the  light  of  the  day. 

(Chorus) 

Home,  home  in  the  hole. 

Where  all  our  SAC  missilemen  stay. 

Where  we  do  our  best,  and  pass  all  the  tests. 

Oh,  when  do  we  get  alert  pay? 

We  drive  to  our  site,  though  it  takes  half  the  night. 
Through  the  wind  and  the  rain  and  the  snow. 

Our  leaders  are  brave  but  at  home  they  must  stay. 

How  we'd  like  to  tell  them  where  to  go. 

Home,  home  in  the  hole. 

Where  all  our  SAC  missilemen  stay. 

We  watch  our  tin  birds  until  the  warble  tone's  heard 
But  it's  only  and  Olympic  Play. 

The  food  tastes  just  great,  like  an  old  paper  plate. 
And  the  water  is  not  fit  to  drink. 

Television  they  say  will  be  installed  on  the  day 
That  hell  freezes  over,  I  think! 

Home,  home  in  the  hole. 

Where  all  our  SAC  missilemen  stay. 

The  battles  we  fight  to  stay  awake  through  the  night 
Oh,  when  do  we  get  alert  pay? 

We  read  magazines  filled  with  lush  bedroom  scenes. 
Frustration  does  things  to  our  brain. 

Champagne  is  taboo;  females  are,  too. 

So,  for  36  hours  we  abstain. 

We  feel  old  men,  on  alert  we  have  been. 

It  touches  or  hearts  like  a  knife. 

But  to  tell  you  the  truth  we  regain  our  youth 
The  night  we're  back  home  with  our  wives. 

Home,  home  in  the  hole. 

Where  all  our  SAC  missilemen  stay. 

Where  we  do  our  best,  and  pass  all  the  tests. 

Oh,  when  do  we  get  alert  pay? 


/<?-  LITTLE  BOXES 
(Tune:  Little  Boxes) 
words  by  Rollie  Stoneman 


Little  boxes  in  Wyoming,  little  boxes  in  Montana, 

Little  boxes  in  Dakota,  little  boxes  all  the  same. 

There  are  green  ones  and  green  ones 
And  green  ones  and  green  ones. 

And  they're  all  made  out  of  ticky-  tacky 
And  they  all  look  just  the  same. 

And  the  crewmen  in  the  capsules  all  went  to  the  university. 
And  then  into  the  Air  Force  where  they  came  out  all  the  same. 
There  are  line  crews  and  instructor  crews. 

And  Stanboard  weenie  crews. 

And  they  all  dress  in  ticky-tacky 
And  they  all  look  just  the  same. 

On  alert  in  the  capsule  at  three  in  the  morning. 

We  all  watch  for  Fault  lights 
But  the  Fault  lights  look  the  same. 

And  we  order  from  a  menu  which  is  very  diversified... 

But  the  food  is  put  in  foil  packs 
And  it  all  tastes  just  the  same. 

And  the  snow  comes  to  Wyoming,  Montana,  and  Dakota. 

We're  stuck  in  the  capsule 
And  each  day  is  the  same. 

So  we  scrutinize  the  pornography 
Then  glance  at  our  manuals. 

But  after  three  days  there  it  all  looks  just  the  same. 


(Repeat  first  verse) 


o(p,  NOVEMBER 
(Tune:  Acres  Of  Clams) 
words  by  Rollie  Stoneman 


I  was  driving  way  out  to  November, 

A  trip  of  a  hundred  or  so. 

Fighting  the  wind  and  the  weather. 

The  wind  and  the  rain  and  the  snow. 

I  stayed  awake  through  the  briefing. 

Though  my  bloodshot  eyes  could  not  see. 

I'd  heard  the  same  thing  for  the  past  eight  months, 
"Let's  get  ready  for  the  IG." 

(Refrain) 

And  nothing's  too  good  for  the  missilemen. 

And  nothing  is  just  what  we  get. 

The  pilots  get  all  the  gravy. 

The  missilemen  get  all  the  grit. 

I  picked  up  my  truck  at  the  motor  pool 
And  drove  toward  the  rising  sun. 

With  luck  and  a  helluva  tail  wind 
I'll  be  there  before  day  is  done. 

I  headed  way  out  to  the  "boonies" 

Where  mere  mortals  dare  not  tread. 

'Cause  the  missilemen  guard  the  country 
While  the  pilots  are  shacked  up  in  bed. 

Refrain 

I  asked  the  DO,  "Where's  November?" 

His  answer  it  gave  me  a  fright. 

"Just  drive  to  the  edge  of  the  world,"  he  said. 

"And  when  you  get  there,  hang  a  right." 

So  I  drove  till  the  gas  tank  was  empty, 

I  drove  till  I  ran  out  of  gas. 

To  the  left  or  the  right  not  a  soul  could  be  seen 
So  I  lay  down  to  die  in  the  grass. 

Ref  rain 

I  shinnied  the  pole  up  to  Heaven. 

Oh,  listen  to  what  I  do  tell. 

When  I  saw  the  SAC  fist  on  the  Pearly  Gates 
I  thought  I  was  surely  in  Hell. 

St.  Peter  was  watching  me  struggle. 

He  threw  back  his  head  and  he  laughed. 

He  said,  "Everyone  else  rides  the  elevator. 

But  missilemen  still  get  the  shaft I" 


Refrain 


it*  ON  THE  LINE 
(Tune:  I  Walk  The  Line) 
words  by  Rollie  Stoneman 


SAC  keeps  a  close  watch  on  this  life  of  mine. 

They  keep  their  thumb  upon  me  all  the  time. 

They're  always  looking  for  mistakes  sublime. 

This  ass  of  mine  is  on  the  line. 

SAC  makes  it  very  very  easy  to  screw  up. 

They  cought  me  drinking  from  the  wrong  side  of  a  cup 
And  when  I  try  to  make  a  point  they  say, "Tough  luck! 
This  ass  of  mine  is  on  the  line. 

As  sure  as  night  is  dark  and  day  is  light. 

They  say  I'm  wrong  even  when  I  prove  I'm  right. 

And  revelation  only  serves  to  cloud  their  sight. 

This  ass  of  mine  is  on  the  line. 

My  brief  career  is  threatened  every  day. 

I  was  checked  by  3901st  and  now  they  say, 

"You'd  best  get  ready  for  the  IG's  on  his  way." 

This  ass  of  mine  is  on  the  line. 


0(p.  THE  plains 
(Tunes  The  Seine) 
words  by  Rollie  Stoneman 


One  night  along  16th  Street,  the  heart  of  old  Cheyenne, 

I  met  a  lovely  lady;  that's  where  it  all  began. 

We  shared  a  silent  moment  beneath  a  starry  sky. 

I  knew  we'd  soon  be  lovers,  'twas  something  we  could  not 
deny. 

(Refrain) 

The  Plains,  The  Plains,  when  will  I  again 
Meet  her  there,  greet  her  there 
In  the  Men's  Room  down  at  The  Plains? 

She  hooked  her  arm  around  me  and  led  me  through  the  door. 

I  could  tell  by  her  clothing  she  surely  was. . .twenty-four. 

She  was  so  captivating,  I  reconciled  my  fate. 

My  eyes  undressed  her  body  and  she  was  nearly  eighty-eight! 

(Refrain) 

She  led  me  to  the  Men's  Room,  down  a  shadowed  stair. 

The  door  swung  shut  and  then  she  ran  her  fingers  through  my 
hair. 

My  heart  was  pounding  in  my  breast,  I  felt  so  much  alive, 
"i'll  make  you  feel  much  better,"  she  said,  "for  only 
$14.95. . .plus  tax." 

(Refrain) 

Our  talk  was  very  heady »  the  evening  quickly  passed. 

<^_An  lying  her  warm  embrace,  I  knew  it  couldn  t  last. 

The  night  we  slept  there  on  the  tile  I  remember,  oh  too  well. 
For  that  night  I  was  arrested  in  the  Men's  Room  of  The  Plains 
Hotel. 


(Refrain) 


5 SOS-  SAT  TROOP  LULLABY 
(Tune:  Too-Ra-Loo-Ra-Loo-Ral) 

(Words  by  Wally  Odd) 

Over  in  Nebraska,  a  day  or  so  ago 
I  heard  a  SAT  troop  singing  on  his  pickup  radio. 

His  song  was  full  of  meaning  and  his  voice  was  full  of  fear 
The  echo  of  his  M-16  was  ringing  in  my  ear. 

(Chorus) 

A  tour  or  two  at  Tango 
A  tour  or  three  at  HIM 

The  song  that  I  am  singing  is  a  SAT  troop  lullaby 

As  commander,  I  was  worried  and  my  deputy  stood  near. 
Together  we  could  see  it  as  the  end  of  our  career. 

We  huddled  at  the  console  and  turned  up  the  radio. 

With  great  anticipation  to  hear  the  voice  of  the  FSO. 

(Chorus) 

Then  within  the  garble  there  came  a  blare  of  hope 

The  target  of  their  shooting  was  the  pronghorned  antelope. 


(Chorus) 


/0<  THERE  ARE  NO  MISSILEMEN  DOWN  IN  HELL 
(Tune:  traditional) 
words  by  Rollie  Stoneman 


There  are  no  missilemen  down  in  hell. 

There  are  no  missilemen  down  in  hell. 

There  are  hippie  agitators 
And  a  dozen  navigators 

But  there  are  no  missilemen  down  in  hell. 

The  crew  commander's  life  is  just  a  farce. 

The  crew  commander's  life  is  just  a  farce. 

The  Change-in-Status  isn't  on. 

He's  reading  Penthouse  on  the  john 

Oh,  the  crew  commander's  life  is  just  a  farce. 

The  deputy  thinks  he  has  lots  of  class. 

The  deputy  thinks  he  has  lots  of  class. 

On  the  gravy  train  he  rides. 

When  there's  work  to  do  he  hides 

And  you'll  always  find  him  sitting  on  his... chair. 

The  flight  commander  thinks  he  is  first  rate. 

The  flight  commander  thinks  he  is  first  rate. 

Oh,  he  thinks  he's  bright  and  perky. 

But  he's  really  just  a  turkey. 

But  to  himself  he  thinks  he  is  first  rate. 

The  site  cook  really  is  a  dope. 

The  site  cook  really  is  a  dope. 

But  never  tell  him  that  he's  dumb, 

If  you  do  you'll  have  to  run 

When  you  find  your  dinner  tasting  just  like  soap. 

The  SAT  troops  are  the  worst  by  far. 

The  SAT  troops  are  the  worst  by  far. 

They're  always  driving  into  town. 

Chasing  women  all  around. 

And  they  often  make  their  LF  checks  from  bars. 

Instructor  crews  are  always  in  the  dark. 

Instructor  crews  are  always  in  the  dark. 

It's  perfection  that  they  seek. 

With  new  procedures  every  week. 

Oh,  instructor  crews  are  always  in  the  dark. 

The  Stanboard  weenies  think  they  are  so  fair. 

The  stanboard  weenies  think  they  are  so  fair. 

They  say,  "That  ckeckride  sure  was  weak. 

We'll  see  you  at  the  formal  critique." 

You  can  tell  them  by  their  palms  all  covered  with  hair. 

There  are  no  missilemen  down  in  hell. 

There  are  no  missilemen  down  in  hell. 

They  just  flunked  their  ORI  and  they're  too  damn  scared  to 
die. 

Oh,  there  are  no  missilemen  down  in  hell. 
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LANSDALE  AND  THE  FOLKSONGS  OF  AMERICANS  IN  THE 


The  occupational  folksongs  of  Americans,  both  military 
and  civilians,  who  served  in  the  Vietnam  War  are 
closely  related  to  those  of  earlier  wars.  They  are 
also  strongly  influenced  by  the  folksong  revival  and  by 
country  and  popular  music.  Our  knowledge  of  these 
songs  is  almost  entirely  due  to  the  work  of  General 
Edward  Geary  Lansdale,  who,  in  addition  to  his 
extensive  collecting  of  folksongs,  made  use  of  folklore 
as  a  technique  of  psychological  warfare  and  as  a  means 
of  conveying  intelligence. 


To  be  published  in  the  Journal  of  American  Folklore.  102,  no.  406 
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soundtrack if  “*1  th®  Vietnam  War  has  a  rock  and  roll 

»Zr  it  *  k\  Almost  ®v®ry  novel,  memoir  or  oral  history  of  the 

in  countrr  If?  II floa*  *h®  ^sio  tha*  *»•  author  lilteLTlo 

n  country.  All  the  songs  of  the  sixties  were  part  of  life  in 

bunkers  fperryeiS68fOPBSoIJteild?  t0  i£S*C  in  th®  bush  and  in  the 

thS  SbioQito^ipT1*V*ilable:  '”*riaan  "‘usl°  "«  performed  live  by 
oloS  fln°  rook  tends,  AFVN  Radio  broadcast  routd 

frL  k\  ?d  new  troops  arrived  weekly  with  the  latest  records 
mo»?lv  tariff;  GI-operat.d  underground  radio  stations,  pla^ng 

of  the  war  Even  th^'  "***  parj!  °f  th*  ln-=°untry  counterculture 
music  on  fha  h  oemy  oontrxbuted  to  the  sound  of  American 

music  on  the  airwaves?  Radio  Hanoi  played  rock  and  soul  music 

knoin  c  °f  soft-voiced,  Oxford-accented  women  announcers 

I?SN  d?  i  *CtiVelLtD  th®  troops  as  Hanoi  Hannah  competed  wftl 
AFVN  disk  jockey  Chris  Noel  for  the  hearts  and  mindsof  the 

American  sddiers.  The  troops  had  their  own  top  “rtyf  “  songs 

"°or3o?Qle'v  "Five  H“”d«a  Miles,"  or  "Leaving  on  !  Jet 
Plane,  or  of  darker  or  more  cynical  album  cuts  which  reflected 

It  BlackP"rorn»ThI  N^hf T?I°Ug!!  th®  Jung1®'"  "Bad  Moon,"  "Paint 
to  ninniL  -Th  N  ght  They  Drov®  01d  Dixie  Down."  References 
?PuffPthe  M«o^1Cnar*  integral  part  of  the  language  of  the  war: 
withfmihI-M  9  Drafon  or  "Spooky"  meant  a  cargo  plane  outfitted 

automr??IlinST33?n?k  r°Ck  and  ro11"  fir®  from  M— 16  on  full 

?ut  ^h6re  w*re  other  songs  in  Vietnam,  too— the  songs 

Am®rioaa  men  and  women,  civilians  and  military,  who5 
served  there,  for  themselves. 

.  , Som®  °f  these  were  part  of  the  traditional  occupational 

andkiuteoff-pJiaimiiltary*  Th®  pilots  who  flew  off  the  carriers 
ana  out  of  Thailand  sang  songs  that  war©  known  by  th©  man  who 

flew  in  the  two  World  Wars  and  the  Korean  War:  "Give  Me 
Operations,"  "Save  A  Fighter  Pilot's  Ass,"  "There  Are  No  Fighter 
Piiots  Down  in  Hell."  Captain  Kris  Kristoff erson  rewrote  one  of 
the  most  popular  of  all  Korean  War  songs,  "Itazuke  Tower"  in 
Germany  and  his  helicopter  pilot  buddies  carried  it  to  Vietnam 
where  it  was  sung  as  “Phan  Rang  Tower"  and  reworked  again  by 
Phantom  Jock  Dick  Jonas  as  "Ubon  Tower."  They  learned  RAF  songs 
it  ^  Stand  to  Your  Glasses"  and  British  Army  songs  like  "I  Don't 
Want  to  Join  the  Army"  from  the  Australians  who  served  in 
Vietnam.  Some  of  the  songs  grow  directly  out  of  the  Vietnam 
experience;  in  the  spring  of  1370  the  men  of  the  second  battalion 
of  the  502nd  brigade  of  the  101st  Airborne  Division  created  one 
of  the  most  powerful  songs  of  the  war,  "The  Boonie  Rat  Song,"  and 
appoint®:!  a  keeper  of  the  company  song  {Del  Vecchio  1383  :i,  100- 
101;  Rosenberg  1388).  In  some  cases  both  the  words  and  music 
were  original,  usually  new  lyrics  were  set  to  folk,  country  or 
popular  tunes.  Barry  Sadler's  "Ballad  of  the  Green  Berets"  alone 
spawned  dozens  of  parodies « ^ 

These  songs  served  as  a  strategy  for  survival,  as  a  means  of 
unit  bonding  and  definition,  as  entertainment,  and  as  a  way  of 
expressing  emotion.  All  of  the  traditional  themes  of  military 
folksong  can  be  found  in  these  songs:  praise  of  the  great  leader 
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{"We  Flew  in  the  Wolfpack  with  Robin  Olds"),  celebration  of 

(*"Blue  Brld«e“>'  laaents  for  the  death  of  comrades 

pa„l?S  F°Ur  f 1 sparagemen t  of  other  units  {"Green  Flight 

Never  R®tn^*H«^ainJS  a*°U?  i^^Petent  officers  {"The  LT  Who 

WarJiorM  Liki  Inf  .Yain^orio;s  rear-echelon  troops  {"Saigon 
warrior  ).  Like  soldiers  from  time  immemorial  they  sang  of  epic 

inking  bouts  {"Beer  La  Rue")  and  encounters  with  exotic  young 

women  {"Saigon  Girls").  Songs  provided  a  means  for  the 

expression  of  protest,  fear  and  frustration,  of  grief  and  of 

ongmg  for  home.  Some  of  the  songs  show  empathy  with  the 

ran  across  a  very  gentle  fighter  pilots'  song 

Vift?™L  r™  ?°int  °f  VieW  °f  a  girl  in  lov®  with  »  North 
Vietnamese  truck  driver  on  the  Ho  Chi  Minh  trail.  Others 

especially  late  in  the  war,  are  extremely  violent!  "Strafe  the 

-d  EES!'’  ■Ch°°°^*-C-e»d  Napalm-  and  ■«.?„ 

for  Iat«nafcionirrDe«lopmen°)rC0RDSa?ClvirS0perationsIandAS<!nOy 

DeveloPment  Support),  the  State  Department  and  the 
CIA  had  their  own  songs.  Jim  Bullington,  who  was  working  for  AID 

hidininfn  S1  1?68'  ”ro*e  "Yes*  We  Are  Winning"  while  he  was  in 

1985f9  In  nnnrrdSrin?  0ffensive  of  ^at  year.  {Bullington 

Ju  D  Emily  stran§e,  {Red  Cross),  with  her  friend 

Barbara  Hagar  {USO),  wrote  "Incoming,"  complaining  about  having 
to  go  the  bunkers  every  night,  and  sang  it  for  enthusiastic 
grunts  on  the  firebases  {Strange  1988).  Employees  of  0C0  {Office 
?LC^Vl1  °P®rati°a*>  and  JUSPAO  {Joint  United  States  Public 
Af!a^SJ°!flCe)  oontributed  "Where  Have  All  the  Field  Reps  Gone" 
and  God  Smite  Thee,  Barry  Zorthian."  They  griped  about  the 
unpunctuality  of  Air  America  flights  {"Damn  Air  America,  You're 
Always  Late")  and  the  futility  of  pacification  efforts  {"We  Have 
Pacified  This  Land  One  Hundred  Times").  The  Cosmos  Tabernacle 
Choir  was  composed  of  CIA  agents  who  used  to  meet  in  the  Cosmos 
Bar  near  the  American  Embassy.  Their  songs  tended  to  be  both 
cynical  and  humorous!  "Counting  Geckos  on  the  Wall,"  "Deck  the 
Halls  with  Victor  Charlie"  and  "I  Feel  Like  a  Coup  is  Coming  On." 
The  group  even  had  a  Cosmos  Command  patch  made,  showing  crossed 
Bau  Muoi  Ba  bottles  over  an  explosion,  which  can  still  be  seen  on 
the  walls  of  bars  in  McLean  and  Langley  {Allen  1988). 

All  the  streams  of  American  musical  tradition  meet  in  the 
songs  of  the  Vietnam  War.  The  influence  of  the  folksong  revival 
was  strong,  especially  in  the  early  or  advisor  period  of  the  war. 
Many  of  the  soldiers,  especially  the  young  officers  who  had  been 
exposed  to  the  revival  in  college,  were  already  experienced 
musicians  when  they  arrived  in  Vietnam.  A  few  brought 
instruments  with  them,  others  ordered  them  from  the  United  States 
{Lem  Genovese  remembers  buying  a  mail-order  autoharp  from  Sears 
Roebuck)  or  purchased  Japanese  guitars  from  the  PK  or  on  the 
local  economy.  Many  of  them  sang  together  in  Kingston-Trio-style 
trios  or  quartets:  the  Merrymen,  the  Blue  Stars,  the  Intruders, 
the  Four  Blades.  Country  music  groups  were  also  formed  in 
Vietnam  and  many  songs  are  based  on  country  favorites:  “I  Fly 
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ar!atlioio  Fa«  ?ky'"  and  “Ghost  Advisors."  On.  of  the 

in  twl  ??edf«or  °r  J"*  ?«-  Diok  Jonas-  •*<>*•  elmost  entirely 

i^ed  p^yed  ^  iSSi  ba^h^V  - ' '  5“L0f  the  y°““*  »ld”« 

refiLtL  in  the  ous^f  KsHf’ S£  lot?'  ** 

L0nhmMioh:elhS"e  Were  ilBD  SUns  in  Vi.tnl^  one  ^ight  irKhe 

*  sr^1sLi;.*(n^;4stth 

Joseph  Treester,  a  member  of  The  Mew  Vork  of;!;.'- 

bureau,  wrote  in  1966s  - &gw  yorx  Aimes  Saigon 

cnT+a^  every  club  has  a  resident  musician,  usually  a 

Ibout  thills  ®  th®  m®n  °rOWd  around'  singing  songs 
SfiahtiL  ??  in  *  Strang®  count*7  and  the  war  they 
nn?i+i5h?  “9‘  Tf  songs  are  laced  with  cynicism  and 

the  "dfrtv1!?^?!0®3  »ndJh*Y  ®Cho  th®  frustrations  of 
___  y  little  war  which  has  become  a  dirty  big 

abilitv  tnV1  k  reflect  the  wartime  Yank's 

Shi1  ty  t  l3Ugh  at  hlmself  in  a  difficult  situation. 

The  songs  grow  fast  as  first  one  man,  then  another, 

chord*  ln,rh  f  ®  guitar  player  searches  for 

??a«  in«Th*  tunes  are  usually  old  favorites 
(1966:104) . 

Photographs  in  the  DOD  Still  Media  Archives  and  paintings  in  the 
Army  and  Marine  art  collections  show  soldiers  plJySg  5St«. 

Navv'ohStoa^nh5  f  Whil®  sltting  in  the  sun  at  base  camp.  One 
u  9*  Ph  St!°WB  3  gr°Up  called  th®  Westwinds  playing  for 
members  ^ar^e5  aboard  ^e  assault  landing  ship  Iwo  JiL.g  Three 
members  of  the  Merrymen  met  and  first  played  together  on  a 
troopship  bound  for  Vietnam.  Joseph  Tuso  (1971:2-3)  gives  a 

ciui  ife?hrJ?  If  of_?°rmal  Pities  at  an  Air  Force  Officers' 
lub  in  Thailand;  solitary  singers  or  groups  provided 

entertainment  during  the  meal  and  broadsides  were  sometimes 
distributed  so  everyone  could  join  in.  In  my  own  collection  I 
have  tapes  of  performances  at  farewell  parties  and  concerts,  in 
officers  clubs  and  bars,  hootches  and  bunkers. 

.  Th®  same  technology  which  made  it  possible  for  the  troops  to 
listen  to  rock  music  "from  the  Delta  to  the  DMZ"  provided  ideal 
conditions  for  the  transmission  of  folklore.  The  widespread 
availability  of  inexpensive  portable  tape  recorders  meant  that 
concerts,  music  nights  at  the  mess,  or  informal  bar  performances 
could  be  recorded,  copied  and  passed  along  to  friends.  Tobv 
Hughes  writes,  1 

Just  before  leaving  Southeast  Asia  and  as  a  favor  to 
some  friends  I  recorded  (three  songs)  on  tape,  leaving 
them  with  instructions  not  to  let  the  tape  be  copied, 
as  I  planned  to  include  the  songs  in  a  book.  One  has 
to  understand  fighter  pilots  and  their  love  of  fighter 
pilot  songs  to  know  that  I  was  neither  surpised  nor 
upset  to  find  that  copies  of  the  tape  were  all  over 
Southeast  Asia  within  thirty  days.  One  copy  actually 
beat  me  back  to  the  States  and  I  was  subjected  to  the 
strange  sensation  of  hearing  my  own  voice,  recorded 
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half-way  around  the  world,  singing  the  songs  over  the 
speakers  in  the  casual  bar  just  after  arriving  at  my 
stateside  assignment.  <1989) 

Some  especially  popular  groups  made  tapes  for  their  fans  and 
several  singers  had  records  cut.  We  know  that  these  songs  were 
occasionally  played  on  AFVN  Radio  and  they  were  probably  also 
played  on  the  "bullshit  net"  which  the  troops  operated  illegally 

radlos*  Th*  extremely  high  rate  of  troop  mobility  meant 
that  these  songs  spread  rapidly. 

Some  of  this  music  even  had  official  sponsorship.  In  the 
early  1960s  the  USIS  (United  States  Information  Service) 
sponsored  tours  of  Vietnam  by  American  folk  groups,  although 
these  mostly  played  for  Vietnamese  villagers  rather  than  American 
troops.  Especially  talented  performers  and  groups  were  often 
picked  to  represent  their  units  at  commanders'  conferences  or  to 
entertain  visiting  dignitaries.  In  1965  Hershel  Gober  formed  a 
band  called  the  Black  Patches  and  was  sent  on  tour  to  sing  for 
the  troops,  including  a  "command  performance"  for  General 

^ater  ‘the  war  Bill  Ellis,  who  wrote  songs  about 
the  First  Cavalry  Division,  was  taken  out  of  combat  and  sent 
around  to  sing  for  men  on  the  remote  firebases,  where  USO 
performers  couldn't  go.  He  also  cut  a  record,  a  copy  of  which 
was  given  to  eaah  member  of  the  division  on  his  return  to  the 
United  States.  A  few  of  these  performers  were  filmed  or  recorded 
for  radio  or  television  release  over  the  Armed  Forces  Network  or 
in  the  United  States. 


No  folklorist  thought  to  collect  these  songs,  although  Saul 
Broudy  <1969)  based  his  MA  thesis  on  a  tape  and  a  songbook  of 
helicopter  pilot  songs  which  he  acquired  during  his  tour  of  duty 
in  Vietnam.  Two  Air  Force  officers,  Joseph  Tuso  <1971)  and  James 
Durham  (1970),  published  excellent  collections  of  song  texts  they 
had  learned  in  country  and  Bill  Getz  <1981,  1986)  included 
Vietnam  War  material  in  his  superb  two  volume  work  on  Air  Force 
songs.  However,  with  the  exception  of  the  Tuso  article,  which 
was  published  in  Folklore  Forum  in  1971,  these  sources  were  not 
easily  accessible  to  folklorists.  It  is  to  another  Air  Force 
officer,  Major  General  Edward  G.  Lansdale  <1908-1987),  that  we 
owe  most  of  our  knowledge  of  the  songs  of  the  Vietnam  War. 

Lansdale,  a  legendary  figure  in  his  own  right  (William  E. 
Colby  regarded  him  as  one  of  the  ten  greatest  spies  of  all  time), 
is  best  known  to  military  historians  for  his  unorthodox  approach 
to  counterinsurgent  warfare.  In  his  introduction  to  Cecil 
Currey's  excellent  biography  of  Lansdale,  Colby  writes! 

His  battles  were  over  ideas  and  his  weapons  were  the 
tools  to  convince,  not  kill.  His  influence  with  Asians 
came  more  from  his  preference  to  listen  to  them  than 
from  a  compulsion  to  tell  them,  an  unfortunately  rare 
attribute  among  the  other  Americans  they  knew.  He  was 
more  interested  in  their  songs  and  stories  than  in 
their  armaments  and  believed  the  people's  rich 
traditions  and  history  were  more  important  than  their 
military's  stockpiles  in  the  long  run  <1989! xi). 
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Most  of  Lansdale ' s  career  was  dedicated  to  furthering  the  cause 
of  democracy  m  emerging  nations,  primarily  in  the  Philippines 
ana  Vietnam.  He  was  convinced  that  a  government's  best  weapon 
against  Communist  insurgency  was  the  genuine  support  and  trust  of 
the  population,  a  belief  which  ran  counter  to  the  conventional 
American  military  wisdom  which  relied  on  force.  He  was 
fascinated  by  the  traditions  and  customs  of  the  people  with  whom 
he  worked  and  made  brilliant  use  of  applied  folklore  both  as  a 
technique  of  psychological  warfare  and  as  means  of  conveying 
intelligence.  He  also  compiled  and  edited  one  of  the  finest 
collections  of  occupational  folksong  ever  made. 

Lansdale 's  interest  in  the  possibilities  of  folklore  as  a 
technique  of  psychological  warfare  dated  back  to  his  OSS  days  in 
Worid  War  II.  In  1943  he  circulated  a  memo  on  Japanese  proverbs 
pointing  out  that  "a  surprising  number  of  these  sayings— clothed 
with  credibility  by  centuries  of  usage — can  be  made  applicable  to 
modern  events  and  can,  in  the  opinion  of  this  section,  be  used 
effectively  against  the  Japanese."  (1943:1). 

In  1945  Lansdale  was  assigned  to  the  Philippines.  His 
brother  Ben,  who  had  served  there  during  the  war,  remembers  that 
Lansdale  asked  him  if  he  could  remember  any  tunes  he  might  have 
h®ffd.the  FiliPin°  soldiers  sing.  When  Ben  could  not,  Lansdale 
pulled  out  his  harmonica,  played  a  few  songs  and  asked  if  any  of 
them  sounded  familiar.  He  suggested  that  such  things  might  be 
important;  he  wanted  to  understand  and  communicate  with  the 
Filipinos  and  one  way  would  be  to  know  their  songs,  "something 
they  hold  dear  in  their  hearts."  (Currey  1989s 26-27). 

Lansdale  always  held  that  the  proper  place  for  an 
intelligence  operative  was  with  people;  it  was  necessary  to  talk 
with  them,  eat  and  drink  with  them,  learn  about  their  dreams  and 
share  their  interests.  When  he  wanted  to  learn  about  the 
Communist— led  Hukbalahap  guerrillas,  he  simply  made  use  of 
intelligence  sources  to  determine  the  most  likely  routes  they 
would  take  when  escaping  from  superior  numbers  of  Filipino 

camped  out  on  the  trail  alone  and  waited  for  them  to 
appear  {Currey  1989:39).  He  picked  up  many  of  the  folktales  and 
traditions  of  the  barrios  and  wrote  in  his  memoirs  about  the 
mournful  singing  of  men  and  women  known  as  nanoanoaluluwa  as 
they  walked  from  house  to  house  on  All  Saints'  night  telling  of 
lost  and  hungry  souls."  (1972:72).  He  also  amassed  a 
considerable  collection  of  Filipino  songs  in  manuscript  and  on 

In  1950  Lansdale  returned  to  the  Philippines  to  advise 
Philippine  Army  Intelligence  Services  in  the  fight  against  the 
Huk  insurgency.  In  the  spring  of  that  year,  he  put  together  a 
special  school  for  Filipino  army  officers  training  in  the  United 
States,  using  as  instructors  officers  who  had  had  practical 
experience  in  psychological  warfare.  "People  came  on  their  own, 
they  paid  their  own  way,"  Lansdale  remembered  years  later,  "[to] 
reminisce  [and  tell]  war  stories  about  World  War  II." 

Instruction  focused  on  incidents  where  one  military  force  had 
been  deceived  and  tricked  by  its  enemies  (Currey  1989:68-69). 
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of  Filin?™*  ;S!-°f  th*se  Uniques,  and  of  his  knowledge 

Th/inf^??  superstitions,  m  one  of  his  most  famous  exploits? 

I?®  Fffip  ar®y  had  aot  been  able  to  evict  a  squadron  of  Huks 
rom  the  area  of  a  garrison  town.  A  combat  psychological  warfare 
squad  was  brought  m  and,  under  Lansdale's  direction?  planted 
stones  among  town  residents  of  an  asuano  or  vampire  cn 

SL  Xll/h;r!  theJHuks  based .  aTmous  lahl  saalhlLl* , 

becomeaifl  hfd  Predicted  that  men  with  evil  in  their  hearts  would 
vxctlm*  After  giving  the  stories  time  to  circulate, 
?“?d  set  “p  an  ambuBh  on  a  trail  used  by  the  Huks  and,  when 
+.  ?a^e  by r  snatched  the  last  man.  They  punctured  his  neck 

^oL  L^le?'-?eid  JhS  b°dy  upsid®  dowa  was  drained  of 

blood,  and  put  it  back  on  the  trail.  The  next  day  the  entire  Huk 

squadron  moved  out  of  the  area  (Lansdale  1960s 6-7). 

...  .  also  made  use  of  his  interest  in  music  as  a  way  of 

™  a  message  across.  In  1953  he  arranged  for  the  recording 
and  pressing  of  a  "Magsaysay  Mambo"  and  "Magsaysay  March"  which9 

? Lansdal e °l 95 3 fl ^  p-*id*ab^  ^1*  of  tha^ 

fam. , banfdale  was^ sent  to  Vietnam  in  1954  and  at  once  began  to 
miliar lze  himself  with  Vietnamese  history,  society  and  customs. 
He  was  especially  interested  in  soothsayers  and  developed  a 

USu  °f  astrol°9y  for  psychological  warfare  in 
Southeast  Asia.  He  noticed  that,  although  soothsayers  did  a 
thriving  business,  none  of  their  predictions  were  issued  in 

™?®Cid®d  that  ib  might  b*  a  9°od  id®a  print 
°  f°r  1955  containin9  predictions  of  the  most  famous 
astrologers,  especially  those  who  foresaw  a  dark  future  for  the 
Communists  and  predicted  unity  in  the  south.  Several  soothsayers 
ere  willing  to  cooperate,  although  Lansdale  was  interested  to 
notice  that  they  all  insisted  that  they  were  following 
professional  ethics  and  that  playing  tricks  would  be  beneath 
them.  He  also  noted  that  some  of  the  things  they  foretold 
actually  came  true.  Copies  were  shipped  by  air  to  Haiphong  and 
then  smuggled  into  Viet  Minh  territory.  The  almanac,  which  was 
sold  for  a  small  price  to  avoid  the  appearance  of  propaganda, 
ecame  an  instant  best  seller  in  Haiphong  and  a  large  reprint 
order  was  sold  out  as  soon  as  it  hit  the  stands.  The  unexpected 
profits  were  donated  to  the  funds  helping  the  refugees  from  the 

1971b'  baa»dal®  1972:226-227,  Pentagon  Papers 

1-7/151;  D  8  2  )  . 


Lansdale's  interest  in  the  soothsayers  continued  after  his 
*®barn  to  Vi«baa®  in  1965  as  head  of  the  Senior  Liaison  Office 
{SL0>  in  Saigon.  On  May  18,  1967,  he  wrote  to  Ambassador 
Ellsworth  Bunker: 

It  is  suggested  that  the  U.S.  Mission  compile  a  list  of 
the  personal  soothsayers  and  astrologers  who  service 
leading  Vietnamese  personalities,  particularly  those 
who  will  be  candidates  in  the  forthcoming  Presidential 
campaign.  These  soothsayers  have  a  decided  influence 
on  the  activities  of  many  of  the  Vietnamese  leaders, 
and  their  guidance  may  not  always  coincide  with  U.S. 
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?o3“rt:irlnfLe^i  ”:isosooP^i:«B  ir: 

alr^dy  bein9  carri.dout,  unknown  t“e  To« 

“la*  °f  !“•  f?lks  *uch  «  Q«»r«l  Lonn  who  d«4rve T 

bit  of  influencing  <Lansdale  1968:1). 

circulated  memos  on  proverbs  as  a  clue  to  Vietnamese 

th^  VieWmes*  °f  *®^  aware  of  Jokes  circu?a^d  by 

f  a*out  Am8ncaD5'  auspicious  dates,  and  the 

alerted°the  amJningJ  of .aolorm  for  «»•  Vietnamese  people.  He 
ambassador  to  political  stories  being  circulated 

S£Hh tnl  "ortn^ilfr*10?  °i  1967  «Pr«»a  h^  £p. 

*„Jf  stories  will  have  lost  currency  by  the  time  there  is  a 

■bh@  _i_  °  3°urnalists  and  other  “foreign  observers"  to  cover 

_  ®  who  might  well  believe  such  stories  told  by 

prominent  citizens.  “I  suggest  that  we  keep  alert  to  the  folk 

e,  oe  aware  of  the  reasons  for  some  of  the  kook i ay  miMfiAne 

customs  of athedViLth*  visitors‘"  <19S7b).  His  interest  in  the 
5  the  Vietnamese  was  endless?  when  he  was  invited  to  an 

deJcrintionsaSy<-hnd  *  w®ddxnS  in  the  summer  of  1367  he  sent 
the  U  ^  ®v??t\to  th®  ambassador  and  the  members  of 

notes ! 2 *  Mxssion  Council  which  are  models  of  ethnographic  field 

slanrr^aiff6  issued  a  short  dictionary  of  Vietnamese 

slang  terms.  He  told  Currey  in  1384: 

J,“?^fd  •  :  -  at  big  gatherings,  where  Americans  and 
mi-®d  at  official  functions,  the  Vietnamese¬ 
speaking  Americans  occasionally  got  baffled  looks  on 
their  faces.  I  asked  them  about  it  and  was  told  they 
simply  didn't  understand  what  was  being  said.  I  went 
to  the  Vietnamese  and  asked  them.  They  told  me  they 
made  up  slang  to  get  around  Americans  who  spoke 
Vietnamese.  I  put  out  a  dictionary  with  political 
slang  in  it.  The  Vietnamese  had  nicknames  for  all 
sorts  of  people  and  events  and  constantly  added  new 
ones.  Along  with  general  slang,  they  had  names  for 
leading  Americans— the  ambassador,  the  generals,  the 
AID  people.  Westmoreland  was  “Mr.  Four  Stars."  I  was 
the  They  had,  I  finally  discovered,  abou? 

six  or  seven  of  these  damned  nicknames  for  me  (Currev 
1383:406).  1 

, ,  .  f?  th®  *?m®  y®ar  Brigadier  General  Fritz  Freund,  who  was  at 
that  time  assigned  to  JUSPAO,  was  given  charge  of  a  Chieu  Hoi 
operation,  a  program  to  encourage  members  of  the  Viet  Cong  to 
desert  and  Join  the  other  side.  Usually  these  were  tied  to 
o  fensive  combat  action,  with  the  assumption  that  the  Viet  Cong 
would  be  discouraged  by  the  bombing  or  the  battle  and  choose 
that  moment  to  quit.  Lansdale  suggested  that  many  of  the  enemy 
guerrillas  were  growing  homesick,  and  that  they  would  be  missing 
their  families  especially  at  Tet,  when  Vietnamese  traditionally 
visit  their  families  and  eat  a  huge  holiday  dinner.  He  proposed 
to  Prime  Minister  Nguyen  Cao  Ky  that  they  put  on  a  Tet  dinner  at 
all  the  Chieu  Hoi  centers  and  advertise  by  propaganda  leaflet 
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that  anyone  who  came  in  and  surrendered  at  that  time  would  be 
given  a  big  meal  and  that  efforts  would  be  made  to  get  him  back 
®  leaflets  with  the  Tet  dinner  menu  were  duly 

distributed  and  more  Viet  Cong  came  in  and  surrendered  than  at 
any  previous  time  (Lansdale  1971b). 

In  1955  Lansdale  met  the  Vietnamese  singer  Pham  Duy.  Pham 
Duy  was  a  formally  trained  musician  who  was  interested  in 
Vietnamese  folkmusic,  collected  it  for  over  twenty  years  and 
eventually  published  a  book  on  the  subject  {1975).  He  was  also 
an  extremely  talented  song  writer,  whose  songs  were  taken  up  by 
guerrillas,  students  and  villagers  at  the  time  of  Vietnam's 
struggle  for  independence  from  France;  it  was  his  songs  that  the 

n?i«l£”  S2£g  they  hauled  th®  suns  across  the  mountains  to 

Dien  Bien  Phu  {Yoh,  1988).  In  1955  he  broke  with  the  Viet  Minh 
and  came  south,  where  he  went  to  work  for  Radio  Saigon. 

In  1965  Lansdale  visited  a  camp  of  college  students  in  Gia 
mh,  where  they  were  building  housing  for  refugees  who  had  come 
from  central  Vietnam.  Classes  were  about  to  start  and  the  young 
volunteers  were  working  overtime.  While  he  watched,  a  crew 
started  on  a  new  building  and  broke  into  a  song  which  was  picked 
up  by  the  other  crews,  Pham  Duy's  “Vietnam,  Vietnam."  Later  he 
heard  the  song  sung  by  troops,  by  the  Rural 

Construction/Revolutionary  Development  cadre  who  served  in  the 

fo?;  ,ODU?try?I<le'  and  by  ”orkBr*  i”  the  cities  (Lansdale 
1366,  1967a).  Lansdale  urged  Pham  Duy  and  other  composers  to 
write  songs  to  help  raise  the  morale  of  the  Vietnamese  people; 
the  American  and  Vietnamese  governments  occasionally  acted  as 
patrons  for  concerts  of  this  material. 


n-n  American  and  Vietnamese  singers  performed  together. 

Bill  Stubbs,  who  served  as  Public  Affairs  Officer  for  USIS  at  the 
American  Cuiturai  Center  in  Hue,  remembers  an  evening  when  Steve 
Addis,  who  was  touring  Vietnam  for  the  Cultural  Presentations 
Program  of  the  State  Department,  and  Pham  Duy  sang  together  in  a 
boat  on  the  Perfume  River,  while  the  young  girls  who  worked  the 
river  as  prostitutes  clustered  around  in  their  little  boats  and 
accompanied  them  on  mandolins  (Stubbs  1988).  With  Lansdale's 
encouragement,  Pham  Duy  put  together  a  singing  group  to  perform 
for  the  Vietnamese  army  in  combat  areas,  and  several  propaganda 
films  were  based  on  his  songs.  At  parties  at  the  villa  where  the 
SLO  team  lived,  Pham  Duy  first  tried  out  songs  which  Lansdale 
later  heard  being  sung  by  schoolchildren  in  the  villages 
{Lansdale  1966s i-3,  Lansdale  1967a,  Lansdale  1978:1-2). 

_  Lansdale  himself  was  a  good  performer  on  the  harmonica;  when 
e  first  arrived  in  Saigon  in  1954  he  and  his  Philippine  security 
man,  Procolo  Mojica,  who  played  guitar,  amused  themselves  and 
guests  by  playing  duets  {Currey,  1989:142).  When  he  returned  for 
his  second  tour  in  1965,  he  began  recording  the  singing  at 
parties  at  his  villa  at  194  Cong  Ly .  Pham  Duy  was  a  regular 
singer  on  these  occasions,  but  other  Vietnamese  guests,  students, 
military  men  and  bureaucrats,  including  Prime  Minister  Ky  and 
Nguyen  Due  Thang ,  the  minister  of  rural  rehabilitation,  also 
contributed  songs.  The  whole  cast  of  the  early  years  of  the  war 
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newImSn  £isitinJ  ^rlcan  dignitaries  and 

newsmen,  Philippine  and  Korean  visitors,  American  soldiers 

serving  as  advisors  to  the  Vietnamese  military,  and  American 

°iVMDanSJimrBuniJaLth*  US1S'  C°RDS'  th*  Forei3"  Service 

or  aiu.  Jim  Bullmgton,  serving  as  Vice  counsel  in  Hue 

S:r;heracbLfrZ'wainwcric?ngSash:  IT*'  1  C°*P*  ■»« 

Siam,  would  hop  a  flight  up  to  Saigon  to  record  a  song  whiSh  he 
had  just  written  (Gober  1987).  9  ft  fte 

=OT1__Eaf^y  i“  1967  Lansdale  put  together  a  tape  of  51  of  these 
songs,  as  a  report  from  the  Senior  Liaison  Office  of  the  U  S 

S?S0«Sn  Vie^na-  tD  tOP  U*5’  officia1*-"  He  a TJift 

which  explained  circumstances  of  the  composition  and  performance 

of  Aierica9Seditedath  Miller'  *fho  had  joined  his  team  from  Voice 
eLf  I  •  '  edited  the  tape  and  did  the  narration.  Lansdale 

Dean  Rusk^lt^  lH?*  J°*nmon '„H"bert  Humphrey,  Robert  McNamara, 

General  Willfim  SSlST'  ^  Lod9e'  Henry  Kiss*fl5er  and 

l-Ji11  S  Westmoreland ,  among  others.  "I  had  hoped,"  he 

these  1*?J  '  to  cabch  som®  of  the  emotions  of  the  Vietnam  War  in 
nf  fhaf Dl^  *?n5s  and,  with  them,  try  to  impart  more  understanding 
of  the  political  and  psychological  nature  of  the  struggle  to  9 

£?°”  "i.ln?  deoi*iotl'-"  (Lansdale  1975).  He  was  wor?ied  that 
__  *®  decisions  wers  beiag  made  outside  of  the  context  of  the 
eeds  and  feelings  of  the  Vietnamese  people  and  of  the  American 
troops.  (Lansdale  1971a)  Unfortunately/washington  was  no? 
istening  to  what  Les  Cleveland  has  described  as  "perhaps  the 

+hly*-eXamP^e  ^nown  to  military  history  of  folklore  being  used  for 
the  transmission  of  intelligence."  (Cleveland  1986s9).  “I  got 
form  letters  back  from  all  those  people,"  he  said.  "It  was  verv 
disappointing  to  me  and  I  don't  know  to  this  day  whether  they 

ever  listened  to  them  or  not."  (1971a)  3  ua  _  .  .  ” 

...  -  _ , .  .  .  U3,ia'  ■  He  presented  a  copy  of 

+  hi  r ?°llectl°n f  IB  the  Midst  of  Wars,  to  the  Music  Division  of 
the  Library  of  Congress  in  1974. 

Lansdale  returned  to  the  United  States  in  1968.  For  the 

o?X«™9  ?  y®ars.h*  worked  intermittently  on  a  second  collection 

?!  in  th!  Vietnam  War-  Friends  still  serving 

m  Vietnam  sent  him  tapes  of  new  material  and  he  also  made  a 

systematic  effort  to  fill  in  the  gaps  in  his  earlier  collection. 

At  gatherings  m  his  house  in  Virginia  he  asked  singer  friends  to 
perform  songs  from  the  Saigon  days  of  which  he  did  not  have 
recordings.  A  special  "Cosmos  bar  reunion"  was  held  in  1975  to 
record  the  songs  of  the  Cosmos  Command  (Maxa  1975s 4).  in  the 
inf??  of111977.he  Presented  the  Library  of  Congress  with  a  superb 

5«  l6°  ??n9f: SsB3S  bY 

ynlike  the  first  collection,  which  was  arranged 
thematically,  this  one  was  presented  chronologically:  the  first 

th@  T’nC^ding  most  °f  bhs  ®ngl i sh— 1  anguage  material  from 

1QC.  !"  collection,  were  from  the  advisory  period  from  1962  to 

from 7 1965  IV*?  m***  S"1****?  we**  from  the  U.S.  combat  period 
from  1965  to  1972.  Again,  Lansdale  wrote  the  script  and  Hank 

Miller  did  the  narration  and  the  editing,  which  was  a  truly 
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blf  i'  Lansdale  identified  each  singer,  often  gave 
details  about  the  circumstances  under  which  the  song  was  * 
performed  and  sometimes  included  several  variants. 

-  _  Lansdale  has  left  us  no  formal  statement  about  these 

thB  nvtSS  b°  th®  Midst>  Qf  May  h®  states,  "In 
JL?  b?®rf  hav®  been  many  taP®s*  The  songs  they  record  are 

part  of  the  history  of  a  long,  long  war— and  unexpectedly,  we 

al^ze  aow that  all  along  we  have  been  historians  without 
meaning  to  be— that  these  tapes  tell  the  story  of  a  human  side  of 

Hh°Hld  b*  t0ld*"  U9S7)-  In  the  the  mJsIS 

a°CrPa^!d  th®  gift  °f  Songs  bv  Americans  in  the 
Yietnam  War  he  wrote,  "This  collection  is  given  to  you  so  that 
the  songs  can  be  available  to  all  who  are  interested.  The 
emotions  and  thoughts  of  Americans  in  the  Vietnam  War,  expressed 

thetUniteS°q?L«-S^ly-SUa?v,f°r  comrad®s  and  virtually  unknown  in 
the  United  States  during  the  war,  deserve  being  preserved  as 

unusual  insights  into  the  feelings  of  the  Americans  who  fought 
it.  They  should  prove  invaluable  to  the  scholar  or  historian 
seeking  a  true  understanding."  (1977). 

It  is  true  that  these  songs  can  give  the  historian  a  unigue 
perspective  on  the  war.  "The  Battle  of  Long  Khanh,"  sung  by  the 
Stu  Royal  Australian  Regiment,  "The  Battle  for  the  la 
Drang  Valley,  written  by  James  Multon  of  the  First  Cavalry, 

ClSbJ'  llmSac  tI  °r  "T5%Balead  °f  AP  BaC'"  WHiCh  WaS  SUn^  ^  the 

clubs  at  Soc  Trang  and  Tan  Son  Nhut  and  which  Captain  Richard 

iiformItin?1Uf*dHla  hiS  d®tailed  notes  on  th«  battle,  include 
information  which  is  never  found  in  the  official  after-action 

reports.  As  Neil  Sheehan  has  argued,  ballads  of  battles  composed 

hL«  “*2  gIb  bhem  °ft>en  suffer  from  factual  inaccuracies 

us®  confusion  of  war,  but  the  inaccuracies  do  not 

detract  from  the  truth  (Sheehan  1988! 305-307) . 

But  Lansdale  was  more  than  a  historian  without  meaning  to  be 
one— he  was  also  a  superb  accidental  folklorist.  His  unedited 
field  tapes,  deposited  at  the  Hoover  Institution  Archives  at 
Stanford  University  in  1980,  include  68  tapes  of  SLO  staff, 

f?iefq7«?and^Vi®it0rL^°°rd®d  in  Sai9on  and  Virginia  between  1968 
and  1975  and  nine  additional  tapes  of  songs  by  American 

servicemen.  There  are  also  eighteen  tapes  of  Vietnamese  music, 
mciuding  seven  of  the  music  of  the  Lien  Minh,  guerrilla  troops 
under  Tnnh  Minh  The,  recorded  1954-1955,  songs  of  the  Vung  Tao 
Choir,  a  cadre  group  of  trainees  at  the  Revolutionary  Development 
at  Vung  Tao,  three  tapes  of  miscellaneous  Vietnamese  music  and 
one  tape  of  Viet  Cong  songs.  There  are  also  ten  tapes  of  music 
from  the  Philippines  (McCluggage  1981:1-3).  As  a  collection  of 
occupational  folksongs,  his  work  is  unmatched  for  breadth  of 
conception  and  for  recognition  of  a  living  tradition  at  the  time 
of  its  creation.  No  one  else  who  collected  military  folksong  has 
thought  of  documenting,  during  the  war,  the  songs  of  civilians 
serving  m  the  combat  zone,  allied  troops  and  the  enemy. 

Folklorists  have  spent  a  good  deal  of  time  arguing  about  the 
pros  and  cons  of  applied  folklore  over  the  past  twenty  years. 

Those  engaged  in  these  esoteric  discussions  have  often  overlooked 
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the  fact  other  people  have  been  operating  effectively  in  an  area 

■>m**-h*  tBnd it0  Jons*der  our  own  province.  In  Lansdale  we  have  a 
superb  example  of  a  highly  skilled  practitioner  of  applied 

f°iklore;-a  man  w^o  not  only  collected  the  material,  but  used  it 
efficiently  and  with  extreme  sophistication. 

NOTES 

The  songs  mentioned  in  the  text  are  from  my  own  collection 
?r  from  Lansdale  tapes  in  the  Library  of  Congress.  For 
information  about  radio  in  Vietnam  I  am  indebted  to  Roger 
Steffens,  Larry  Suid  and  Alexis  Muellner.  Dick  Jonas,  Lem 
Genovese,  Emily  Strange,  Joseph  Tuso,  lull  Durham,  Hershel 
Gober,  Mike  Staggs,  Saul  Broudy,  and  Bill  Ellis  told  me  about 
making  and  performing  songs  in  Vietnam.  Bill  Getz,  Les  Cleveland 
and  Frank  Smith  have  been  unfailingly  helpful,  in  supplying 
material  from  their  own  Vietnam  collections  and  comparative  texts 
from  other  wars.  Dick  Koeteeuw  and  Tuck  Boys  found  superb  in¬ 
country  tapes  for  me.  Cynthia  Johnston  and  Steve  Brown, 
producers  of  Sang  qf  V^etx^m,  graciously  made  copies  of  their  own 
interview  tapes  for  me  and  introduced  me  to  singers  and  to 
members  of  Lansdale 's  Saigon  SLO  team.  Baird  Straughan,  of  Radio 
Smithsonian,  also  gave  me  copies  of  his  interviews  with  singers. 
Chuck  Rosenberg  tracked  down  songs  and  references  and  patiently 
translated  military  terms.  Cecil  Currey,  Lansdale' s  biographer, 
has  been  extraordinarily  generous  in  giving  me  access  to  the 
material  he  has  amassed.  Marylou  Gjernes,  Army  Art  Curator  of 
the  US  Army  Center  of  Military  History  found  three  wonderful 
paintings  of  soldiers  making  music  in  Vietnam  and  made  my  visit 
to  the  Army  Art  Collection  delightful.  Elena  Danielson, 
associate  Archivist  at  the  Hoover  Institution  Archives  at 
Stanford  University,  treated  me  like  visiting  royalty  and  guided 
me  through  the  intricacies  of  the  Lansdale  manuscript  and  tape 
c°.  ^here.  Pat  Lansdale  gave  me  the  tapes  which  were 

still  in  her  husband's  possession  at  the  time  of  his  death  and 
has  been  a  gracious  hostess  on  my  trips  to  Washington.  Joseph 
Baker,  George  Allen,  Bernard  Yoh,  Lucien  Conein,  Dolf  Droge, 
ames  Bullington,  and  Dr.  Joseph  Johnston  shared  their  memories 
of  Lansdale  in  Saigon  and  Washington,  parties  at  his  villa  at  194 
Cong  Ly,  and  singing  at  the  Cosmos  Bar.  Joseph  Baker  also  gave 
me  his  tapes  of  Lansdale 's  Saigon  parties  and  of  the  two  edited 
collections,  which  have  been  invaluable,  and  he  and  Lucien  Conein 
very  kindly  read  the  manuscript  of  this  article.  To  all  of  these 
people,  and  to  Michael  Licht,  who  first  brought  the  Lansdale 
tapes  to  my  attention,  I  am  deeply  grateful. 

1.  Several  of  Barry  Sadler's  songs  are  set  to  traditional 
tunes  and  are  definitely  within  the  boundaries  of  military 
occupational  folksong.  Even  his  bestselling  "Ballad  of  the  Green 
Berets,"  which  he  claims  to  have  written  in  a  whorehouse  in  Nuevo 
Laredo,  is  clearly  related  to  the  unit-song  tradition.  (Scroft 
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1983535)  A  cassette  of  his  1966  album  continues 
the  Special  Forces  Museum  at  Fort  Bragg. 


to  sell  well  at 


2.  Lansdale 's  notes  and  memos  on  the  subject  of 
folklore  are  in  box  62,  folder  1619,  of  the  Lansdale 
at  the  Hoover  Archives  at  Stanford  University. 


Vietnamese 

collection 


3.  Oddly  enough,  transcriptions  of  some  of  these  songs 
turned  up  in  the  documentary  evidence  submitted  in  the  libel 
trial  of  General  Westmoreland  vs  CBS.  (Ritter  1986:3) 
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/-'SONGs  Chu  Yen 

SINGERS:  Merrymen,  173rd  Assault  Helicopter  Company  \ 

i  TUNE:  New  York  Girls  I 

\  LANSDALE  NUMBER:  Songs  by  Americans  in  the  Vietnam  War, 

— \  Tapes  of  this  song,  performed  by  the  Merryutea^' 

el-rcu  1  atedr-wxdel^~^[mong'~^ArffiY'TTieXi copter  pilots,  but  the 
song  was  also  known  to  Air  Force  pilots. 

Now  listen,  pilots,  unto  me,  I'll  tell  you  of  my  song, 

When  I  left  the  shores  of  old  Nha  Trang  and  I  landed  at  Saigon. 

Chorus:  Hello,  Chu  Yen,  my  dear  Chu  Yen 

All  you  Saigon  girls,  can't  you  dance  the  polka? 

As  I  walked  down  Flower  Street,  a  fair  maid  I  did  meet, 

She  asked  me  please  to  see  her  home,  she  lived  on  Tu  Do  Street. 

Now  if  you're  willing,  come  with  me,  and  you  can  have  a  treat, 

You  can  have  a  glass  of  Saigon  Tea  or  Bau  Muoi  Ba  Thirty— Three. 

Chorus 

Well,  we  walked  for  an  hour  or  two,  and  finally  found  her  hut, 
Fapasan  was  a  VC,  Mamasan  chewed  betel  nut. 

Chorus 

When  I  awoke  next  morning,  I  had  an  aching  head, 

My  pocketbook  was  empty  and  my  lady  friend  had  fled. 

Now  looking  round  this  little  room,  I  couldn't  see  a  thing, 

But  a  poster  saying,  “Yankee,  Go  Home,"  and  a  picture  of  Ho  Chi 
Minh. 

Chorus:  Where  is  Chu  Yen,  my  dear  Chu  Yen? 

She  can  do  a  lot  of  things,  but  she  can't  dance  the 
polka. 

Well,  I've  come  to  this  conclusion,  all  pilots  need  a  rest, 

But  if  you  go  to  Saigon,  your  morals  it  will  test. 

Well,  the  moral  of  this  story,  don't  be  a  sinner, 

Stop  going  down  to  Saigon,  try  the  Red  Cross  Recreation  Center. 

Chorus:  Goodbye,  Chu  Yen,  farewell  nuoc  mam 

I'm  trading  in  my  aching  head.  I'll  try  a  doughnut  dolly. 
Please  pass  the  cookies,  I  want  a  glass  of  Kool-Ade, 

I'm  a  Red  Cross  girl,  I  want  to  dance  the  polka. 

All  you  U.S.  girls,  can't  you  dance  the  polka. 

<Cha  Cha  Cha) 
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X 


/SONG:  Hello,  Ubon  Tower  (The  Ballad  of  Machete  Two) 

I  SINGER:  Captain  Dick  Jonas,  8th  Tactical  Fighter  Wing  i 

|  TUNE:  Wabash  Cannon  Ball 

LANSDALE  NUMBER:  Songs  by  Americans  in  the  Vietnam  War,  122 

'This  song  was  widely  k&QWiu4^-%lH^-^Coxvcii  War  as  "Itazuke 
It  was  sung  in  Vietnam  by  helicopter  pilots  as 


rower.  _  _  _  _ 

"Phan  Rang  Tower"  (Broudy  1969:37a),  and'by~Air  Force' 
fighter  pilots  as  "Ashau  Tower"  (Durham  1970:70,),  "Cam  Ranh 
Tower"  (Tuso  1970:9-10,  Getz  1986:HH4-5)  and  "The  Ballad  of 
Machete  Two"  (Tuso  1971:21-22,  Getz  1986:HH5-6). 


"Hello,  Ubon  Tower,  this  here's  Machete  Two, 

It's  raining  on  the  runway,  oh  Lord,  what  will  I  do? 
My  gas  tank's  getting  empty,  and  I  am  puckered  tight, 
Tell  me,  Colonel  Gibson,  why  must  we  fly  at  night?" 


"Hello  there,  Machete,  do  you  see  the  runway's  end? 

'Cause  if  you  don't  then  go  around  and  we'll  try  once  again? “ 
"Machete  Two  is  on  the  go,  I  need  some  JP-4, 

Just  let  me  hit  the  tanker,  and  then  we'll  try  once  more." 


"Lion,  I  need  vectors  out  to  Blue  Anchor  Plane, 

Please  expedite  the  joinup,  I'm  flying  in  the  rain. 

I've  got  to  hit  the  tanker,  'cause  I  sure  need  some  gas, 
If  he  ain't  got  no  JP— 4,  then  he  can  kiss  my  ass." 


"Hello  there,  Machete,  Lion  here,  you're  three  miles  out, 

I'll  have  you  on  Blue  Anchor  soon,  of  that  there  is  no  doubt. 


Oops,  disregard  the  last  word 
If  you  will  just  be  patient, 


,  you're  fifty  miles  in  trail? 
this  time  I  will  not  fail," 


"Hello  Lion,  Machete,  you  can't  mean  fifty  miles, 

I  m  reading  seven  hundred  pounds  here  on  my  gas  tank  dials. 
I  m  heading  back  to  Ubon,  I'll  try  it  one  more  time, 

The  truth  about  my  chances  is  that  they  ain't  worth  a  dime. 


"My  throttle's  back  at  idle,  descending  at  max  glide. 

If  we  don't  make  it  this  time,  we'll  have  to  let  it  slide. 

We've  got  it  on  the  runway,  pulled  off  and  turned  about, 

Good  Lord,  look  at  those  gauges,  both  engines  just  flamed  out!" 


"Hello,  Ubon  Tower,  this  here's  Machete  Lead, 

I'm  standing  by  my  airplane  in  mud  up  to  my  knees. 

I  don't  know  just  what  happened,  I'd  like  to  tell  you  how, 
Won't  you  send  the  crew  truck,  I'd  like  to  come  in  now." 


“Hello  there.  Machete,  this  here  is  Ubon  Tower, 

Just  make  a  left  three— sixty,  you'll  be  down  within  the  hour. 
We  ve  got  some  TAC  departures,  lined  up  on  the  other  end, 

Just  let  me  them  airborne,  and  you  can  come  on  in." 
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"Ubon  Tower,  Machete,  you  just  don't  understand, 

We  are  no  longer  flying,  we're  setting  in  the  sand. 

Our  airplane  is  inverted  and  lying  on  its  back, 

So  come  and  take  us  home,  I'm  tired  and  I  wanna  hit  the  sack." 

"Machete,  Ubon  Tower,  you  say  you're  on  the  ground? 

You  know  without  a  clearance  that  you  can't  set  her  down. 

If  you  have  violated  regs  you  know  you'll  have  to  wait. 
Machete,  do  you  hear  me?"  "I  hear  you,  FSH!" 

The  moral  of  my  story  is  if  you're  low  on  gas, 

Just  get  it  on  the  runway  and  only  make  one  pass. 

On  unprepared  dirt  runways — now  listen  carefully — 

You  know  if  is  illegal  to  land  the  F4D! 
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SONG:  Downtown 

SINGER:  Captain  Dick  Jonas,  Eighth  Tactical  Fighter  Wing 
TUNE :  Downtown 

LANSDALE  NUMBER:  Songs  by  Americans  in  the  Vietnam  War,  119 

Versions  of  this  song  also  appear  in  Durham  <1970:38- 
39),  Getz  <1981 :D6)  and  Tuso  (1971:8). 

When  you  get  up  at  two  o'clock  in  the  morning 
You  can  bet  you'll  go — downtown. 

Shaking  in  your  boots,  you're  sweating  heavy  all  over 
'Cause  you've  got  to  go — downtown. 

Smoke  a  pack  of  cigarettes  before  the  briefing's  over, 

Wishing  you  weren't  bombing,  wishing  you  were  flying  cover; 

It's  safer  that  way.  The  flack  is  muck  thicker  there. 

You  know  you're  biting  your  nails  and  you're  pulling  your  hair; 
You're  going  downtown,  where  all  the  lights  are  bright. 
Downtown,  you'd  rather  switch  than  fight, 

Downtown,  hope  you  come  home  tonight, 

Downtown ,  downtown . 

Planning  the  route  you  keep  hoping  that  you 
Won't  have  to  go  today — downtown. 

Checking  the  weather  and  it's  scattered  to  broken 
So  you  still  don't  know — downtown. 

Waiting  for  the  guys  in  TOC  to  say  you're  cancelled, 

Hoping  that  the  words  they  give  will  be  what  suits  your  fancy. 
Don't  make  me  go.  I'd  much  rather  RTB. 

So  you  sit  and  you  wait,  thinking,  foxtrot,  sierra  ,  hotel. 

And  I'm  going  downtown,  but  I  don't  want  to  go 
Downtown.  That's  why  I'm  feeling  low. 

Downtown,  going  to  see  Uncle  Ho, 

Downtown ,  downtown . 

SPOKEN:  Missile  Force,  burners  now... 

Barracuda  has  sweeping  guns. . . 

Disregard  the  launch  light — no  threat... 

What  do  you  mean,  no  threat?  There's  a  pair  at  two 

o'clock § 

Take  it  down* 

SUNG :  Downtown . 
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(Strafe  the  Town  and  Kill  the 


SONG:  Mow  the  Little  Bastards  Down 
People) 

TUNE^RwilrfiJhtS^0f  8th  Tactical  Fighter  Wing,  Ubon  Mess 
r?SSn»?Skf  the  Town  and  Tel1  ths  People 

NSDALE  NUMBER!  Songs  by  Americans  in  the  Vietnam  War,  132 

SSI  sinr^l'ilL^01'1'165  two1Vietnam  War  variants  of 
manuscript  varliln.  *  ”V*”1  taP*d  aDd  °n* 


Strafe  the  town  and  kill  the  people. 

Drop  your  napalm  in  the  square. 

Take  off  early  Sunday  morning; 

Catch  them  while  they're  still  at  prayer. 

Drop  some  candy  to  the  orphans; 

And  as  the  kiddies  gather  round. 

Use  your  twenty  millimeters, 

To  mow  the  little  bastards  down. 

SPOKEN!  Isn't  that  sweet? 


SONG:  Silver  Wings  < Green  Flight  Pay) 

SINGER:  Merrymen,  173rd  Assault  Helicopter  Company 
TUNE:  Ballad  of  the  Green  Berets 

LANSDALE  NUMBER:  Songs  by  Americans  in  the  Vietnam  War,  88 

This  song,  sung  by  the  Merrymen,  circulated  widely  via 
tape  in  Vietnam.  It  is  also  included  in  Broudy  (1969: 
64) . 

Green  beret. . . 

CHORUS:  Silver  wings  upon  my  chest, 

I  fly  my  chopper  above  the  best. 

I  can  make  more  dough  that  way , 

But  I  don't  need  no  green  beret. 

Tennis  shoes  upon  his  feet, 

Some  folks  call  him  "Sneaky  Pete." 

He  sneaks  around  the  woods  all  day , 

And  wears  that  funny  green  beret. 

CHORUS 

It's  no  jungle  floor  for  me, 

I've  never  seen  a  rubber  tree. 

A  thousand  men  will  take  some  test, 

While  I  fly  home  and  take  a  rest. 

CHORUS 

And  while  I  fly  my  chopper  home, 

I  leave  him  out  there  all  alone. 

That  is  where  Green  Berets  belong, 

Out  in  the  jungle  writing  songs. 

CHORUS 

And  when  my  little  boy  is  grown, 

Don't  leave  him  out  there  all  alone. 

Just  let  him  fly  and  give  him  pay, 

'Cause  he  can't  spend  no  green  beret. 

And  when  my  little  boy  is  old, 

His  silver  wings  all  lined  with  gold, 

He'll  also  wear  a  green  beret, 

In  the  big  parade  St.  Patrick's  Day! 

CHORUS 


Green  beret . . . 
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SONG:  McNamara's  Band 

SINGER:  Written  and  sung  by  Dolf  Droge,  USIA 
TUNE:  McNamara's  Band 

LANSDALE  NUMBER;  Songs  by  Americans  in  the  Vietnam  War,  31 


Oh,  me  name  is  McNamara,  I've  got  a  special  band. 

And  every  couple  of  weeks  or  so  I  fly  to  old  Vietnam. 

choppers^f all*  tr°°P5'  Count  =°®munist  groups,  and  while  the 
I  hurry  home  to  tell  you,  sure,  it's  not  so  bad  after  all. 


La,  la,  la,  la,  we  are  winning! 

La,  la,  la,  la,  yes,  we  are  winning! 


Computers  roar,  we  tally  the  score,  the  Vietcong  blaze  away. 
And  hardly  a  government  flag  survives  after  the  close  of  day. 
But  have  no  fear,  victory's  near,  that  is  plain  to  see; 

I  don  t  believe  the  New  York  Times,  just  rely  on  me. 


La,  la,  la,  la,  we  are  winning! 

La,  la,  la,  la,  yes,  we  are  winning! 
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SONG:  Air  America 

SINGER.-  Written  and  sung  Jim  Bullington,  Foreign  Service 
TUNEi  God  Bless  America 

LANSDALE  NUMBER!  Songs  by  Americans  in  the  Vietnam  War,  142 

Damned  Air  America, 

You're  always  late. 

You  do  hound  us  and  confound  us, 

Our  desire  for  to  travel  is  great. 

From  old  Saigon, 

To  dear  Danang, 

To  the  airport  citadel, 

Damned  Air  America  can  go  to  hell. 

Damned  Air  America  can  go  to  hell. 
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SONGs  Pacified  This  Land  One  Hundred  Times 
SINGER:  Written  and  sung  by  Bill  Stubbs,  USIS 
TUNE!  Five  Hundred  Miles 

LANSDALE  NUMBER:  Songs  by  Americans  in  the  Vietnam  War,  143 

If  you  work  for  000,  you  will  know  RD  is  slow. 

We  have  pacified  this  land  a  hundred  times. 

CHORUS?  A  hundred  times,  a  hundred  times,  a  hundred  times,  a 
hundred  times. 

We  have  pacified  this  land  a  hundred  times. 

There's  a  hamlet  that  I  know,  where  the  cadre  come  and  go. 

We  have  pacified  this  land  a  hundred  times. 

CHORUS 

Got  pajamas  on  my  back,  and  of  course  the  color  is  black, 

We  have  pacified  this  land  a  hundred  times. 

CHORUS 

RD  is  a  parlor  game,  pacification  is  the  same, 

We  have  pacified  this  land  one  hundred  times. 


CHORUS 


SONG:  Montagnard  Sergeant 
SINGER:  Cosmos  Tabernacle  Choir 
TUNE:  My  Bonnie  Lies  Over  the  Ocean 

LANSDALE  NUMBER:  Songs  by  Americans  in  the  Vietnam  War,  33 

This  song  is  widely  known  in  camp  and  fraternity,  as 
well  as  military  tradition.  Getz  (1951:11-12)  who 
comments  that  it  is  a  "very  popular  song  among  airmen 
found  versions  in  fifteen  Air  Force  Song  Books.  The 
Cosmos  Command  version  is  printed  in  Sonus  of  Saigon, 
an  undated  dittoed  collection  of  Cosmos  Bar  songs. 

My  mother's  a  Montagnard  sergeant, 

She  draws  jump  pay  and  quarters  to  boot, 

She  lives  in  Saigon  on  per  diem, 

And  always  has  plenty  of  loot. 

CHORUS:  Stay  here,  stay  here, 

Oh,  don't  let  the  program  go  down,  go  down. 

Stay  here,  stay  here, 

'Cause  Saigon's  a  real  swinging  town. 

My  father's  a  part  time  guerrilla, 

He  gives  all  the  ARVN  a  fit, 

By  selling  for  twenty  piastres 
A  do-it-yourself  ambush  kit. 

CHORUS 

My  sisters  all  work  in  the  taverns, 

They  encourage  the  soldiers  to  roam, 

Drink  up  'cause  you'll  soon  leave  your  loved  ones, 

And  back  to  your  wives  back  at  home. 

CHORUS 

My  brother's  a  poor  missionary, 

He  saves  all  the  girls  from  sin, 

He'll  save  you  a  girl  for  five  dollars, 

My  God,  how  the  money  rolls  in. 

CHORUS 

My  grandpa  sells  cheap  prophylactics, 

He  punctures  each  head  with  a  pin, 

While  grandma  grows  rich  on  abortions, 

My  God,  how  the  money  rolls  in. 


CHORUS 
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SONG:  Co  Van  My  {My  American  Advisor) 

SINGER:  Jim  Bullington,  Foreign  Service 
TUNE:  Wabash  Cannon  Ball 

LANSDALE  NUMBER:  Songs  by  Americans  in  the  Vietnam  War,  42 

A  typed  five  page  broadside  version  of  this  ballad 
states  that  it  "was  composed  at  Quang  Ngai  by  Captains 
T.C.  Cooper  and  L.F.  DeMouche,  October,  1965,"  Verses 
were  added  by  various  singers,  including  the  present 
perf  ormer . 

You  have  heard  of  mighty  warriors,  you  have  head  of  deadly 
fights, 

When  broadswords  clashed  and  cannon  flashed  through  bloody  days 
and  nights. 

There's  many  a  fearsome  fighting  man  in  the  halls  of  history, 

But  they  can't  hold  a  candle  to  the  brave  young  Co  Van  My. 

The  Russian  revolution  would  have  never  come  to  pass, 

If  the  Co  Van  My  had  been  there  to  advice  the  ruling  class. 

Ho  Chi  Minh  would  be  a  Democrat  if  they  were  on  his  team, 

And  China's  dark  ambitions  would  be  a  foolish  dream. 

Napoleon  flourished  briefly,  but  his  empire  soon  collapsed, 
Cleopatra's  dreams  of  glory  terminated  with  an  asp. 

Caesar  had  his  Brutus,  but  anyone  can  see. 

These  people  would  have  made  it  if  they'd  had  a  Co  Van  My. 

The  ordinary  Co  Van  can  play  a  thousand  parts, 

From  a  deadly  jungle  killer  to  a  patron  of  the  arts. 

He  will  talk  of  epic  struggles,  days  of  blood  and  fire  and  sweat, 
He'll  be  written  up  in  Newsweek,  but  he  ain't  seen  a  VC  yet. 

The  only  VC  that  he's  seen  cut  grass  at  his  mess  hall, 

So  he  took  his  trusty  Pen  double  E  and  down  he  mowed  them  all. 

Now  he  has  photographic  proof  of  legions  of  VC, 

And  he'll  build  a  lie  as  high  as  the  sky  about  being  a  Co  Van  My. 

SPOKEN:  The  S2  is  the  intelligence  advisor. 

The  S2  sits  behind  his  desk  and  sighs  and  moans  and  flaps, 

Chasing  mythical  battalions  across  outdated  maps. 

With  "probably"  and  "possibly"  and  "indications  are," 

He  worries  hell  out  of  the  men  who  try  to  fight  the  war. 

He  paints  a  picture  of  despair  as  he  talks  of  the  VC  might, 

A  crow  of  evil  omen,  only  his  eyes  are  bright. 

He  speaks  of  hordes  and  legions,  and  canon  hid  in  huts, 

He  scares  hell  out  of  Saigon,  but  Division  thinks  he's  nuts. 


Fish  27 


At  winning  paper  victories  the  S3  has  no  peer, 

As  he  sits  down  at  the  0  club  with  his  whisky  and  his  beer. 

He'll  never  lose  a  battle,  he'll  always  win  that  fight, 

But  his  TOC  gets  mortared  every  other  night. 

The  JB's  daily  recon  is  the  terror  of  the  beach. 

Calling  naval  gunfire  missions  on  everything  in  reach. 

He  sees  VC  in  every  hootch,  supplies  in  every  boat, 

He's  killed  one  hundred  fishermen,  twelve  chickens,  and  a  goat. 

The  naval  gunfire  spotter  is  professionally  proud, 

He's  never  hit  a  target,  but  his  guns  are  awfully  loud. 

"Delay  fuse,  right  eight  hundred,"  the  cruisers  pitch  and  lurch, 
Cease  fire,  end  of  mission,  boys,  we  got  that  VC  church.” 

SPOKENs  Now  we're  going  down  to  Saigon  where  there  was  a  special 
brand  of  Co  Van  My  the  further  they  got  away  from  the  combat, 
the  more  heavily  armed  they  travelled. 

He  wears  a  jungle  uniform  and  he  moves  with  a  tiger's  stealth, 

He  keeps  his  weapons  sharp  and  clean  and  he's  careful  of  his 
health . 

He  moves  with  a  heavy  escort,  in  danger  every  day. 

And  he  drives  to  Cho  Lon  twice  a  week  to  earn  his  combat  pay. 

His  shirt  is  open  to  the  breeze,  his  hat's  down  over  his  eye, 

A  Thompson's  slung  across  his  back,  there's  a  pistol  on  each 
thigh. 

Grenades  are  fastened  to  his  belt,  there's  a  knife  in  either 
boot. 

As  he  drives  his  forklift  up  and  down  the  streets  of  Than  Son 
Nhut . 


SONQs  Arrivederci ,  Saigon 
SINGER:  Cosmos  Tabernacle  Choir 
TUNE!  Arrivederci  Roma 

LANSDALE  NUMBER:  Songs  by  Americans  in  the  Vietnam  War, 

Arrivederci,  Saigon, 

We  hope  you  win  your  war. 

I'm  looking  for  a  job  in  Bangkok, 

I'm  looking  for  a  job  in  Hong  Kong, 

I'm  looking  for  a  sinecure  in  Singapore. 

The  Viet  Cong  steal  our  weapons. 

The  Viet  Cong  hold  them  tight. 

Now  they're  raiding  our  strategic  hamlets, 

Now  they're  raiding  our  strategic  hamlets. 

Wonder  where  the  Bao  An  and  the  Dan  Ve  are  tonight. 

The  Bao  An  steal  our  chickens, 

The  Dan  Ve  steal  our  rice. 

And  the  hamlet  chief  is  selling  bulgar. 

With  the  GVN  acting  so  vulgar, 

Is  it  any  wonder  the  VC  seem  so  nice? 

Where  are  the  Special  Forces? 

They're  not  on  our  frontier. 

They  are  beating  up  the  nuns  and  bonzes, 

They  are  beating  up  the  nuns  and  bonzes, 

That's  they  reason  for  the  shooting  that  you  hear. 

They  send  us  lots  of  colonels. 

With  chickens  on  their  necks. 

They  are  working  in  coordination. 

They  are  working  in  coordination, 

They  are  making  plans  to  win  the  war  atop  the  Rex. 

Arrivederci,  Saigon, 

We  hope  you  win  your  war. 

I'm  looking  for  a  job  in  Bangkok, 

I'm  looking  for  a  job  in  Hong  Kong, 

I'm  looking  for  a  sinecure  in  Singapore. 


A  Toast  to  the  Commander 


r  k  j  W"**  ) 

!) 

It  was  early  in  the  morning  when  the  engines  start  to  roar. 

You  could  see  the  old  man  standing  by  the  operations  door, 
'Sweating  out  the  take  offs  like  he's  always  done  before. 

He's  the  man  behind  the  armoured-  plated  desk — dead  drunk. 

When  the  lead  ship  starts  to  faSlter  and  the  end  is  near  at  hand. 
He  is  laying  on  his  sofa  with  'ftis  headset  on  command, 

ii  WlA 

Shouting  take  ’em  up  on  top^boys  with  a  mixed  drinks?  his  hand. 
He's  the  man  behind  the  armo^trsd-  plated  desk — dead  drunk. 

Three  times  he  led  us  out  boys  and  three  times  he  led  us  back. 

He  circled  o'er  the  target  as  we  dove  down  through  the  flak. 
Shouting ^now  let's  be  fair  boys,  I'm  alfergic  to  the  flak. 

He's  the  man  behind  the  armoured  plated  desk — dead  drunk. 
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O'RHILIHY'S  DAtluHTER 


A3  I  was  sitting  at  O’Reilley’s  bar 
Listening  to  tales  of  blood  and  slaughter 
Came  a  thought  into  ray  mind 
Why  not  shag  CLReilley1 s  daughter 

CHORDS 

Piddloy-I-E,  Fiddloy-I-0 
Fi^dley-I-E  for  the  one  ball  Reilley 
Rig- jig- jig  sing  balls  and  all 
Rub-a-dub-dub  shag  on 

I  grabbed  that  she  bitch  by  the  tit 
Then  I  threw  my  left  leg  over 
Shagged  and  shagged  and  shagged  some  more 
Shagged  until  the  fun  was  over 


There  came  a  knock  upon  the  door 

Who  should  it  be  but  her  ono  ball  father 

Two  horse  pistols  in  his  hands 

Looking  for  the  man  who  shagged  his  daughter 

I  grabbed  that  bastard  by  the  ball 

Shoved  his  head  in  a  pail  of  water 

Shoved  those  pistols  up  his  ass 

A  damned  sight  farther  than  I  shagged  his  daughter 


As  I  go  vrailklng  down  the  street 
People  shout  from  every  corner 
THERE  GOES  THAT  DIRTY  SON  OF  A  BITCH 
The  one  who  shagged  O’Reilley’s  daughter. 


ALL  MAY  BE  DEM)  TOMORROW 


We  all  may  be  dead  tomorrow 
No  one  gives  a  shit  but  our  wives. 

So/  lets  drink  and  get  royally  plastered 
And  enjoy  what  we  can  of  our  lives. 


THE  LITTLE  BIRD 


There  once  was  a  little  bird,  no  bigger  than  a  turd 
A  sitten  on  a  telegraph  pole 
He  stuck  out  his  neck  and  h3  shit  about  a  peck 
As  he  puckered  up  his  little  asshole 
Asshole,  asshole,  asshole,  asshole, 

As  he  puckered  up  his  little  asshole. 
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■  the  others 

XimiiJ _  went  flying 

One  dark  and  windy  clay 
And  as  they  taxied  by 
I  heard  ItlaaEKCiCtezl  say; 

I  see  my  boys  are  flying 

so  God  Damn  proud 
will  penetrate  a  cloud 


LET'S  HAVE  A  PARTY^ 


Parties  make  the  world  go  around 
World  go  round,  world  go  round 
Parties  make  the  world  go  round 
So  let’s  have  a  party 


We’re  going  to  tear  down  the  bar  in  our  club  Boo 
We’re  gonna  build  a  ICW  bar  Ray 
It’s  only  gonna  be  a  foot  wide  Boo 
But  it’ll  be  a  11113  long  Ray 
There'll  be  no  bartenders  in  our  bar  Boo 
We’re  gonna  have  .BARMAIDS  Ray 
Our  barmaids  will  wear  long  dresses  Boo 
Made  of  CELLOPHANE  Ray 
You  can't  take  our  barmaids  home  Boo 
They'll  take  home  Ray 
You  can’t  sleep  with  our  barmaids  Boo 
They  won’t  LET  you  sleep  Ray 
Beer’s  gonna  be  5-0$  a  glass  Boo 
Whiskey  FREE  Ray 
Only  one  to  a  customer  Boo 
Served  in  BUCKETS  Ray 
We’re  gonna  throw  all  the  beer  in  the  river  Boo 
Then  we  1 11  all.  go  swimming  Ray 
Me?  girls  allowed  above  the  first  floor  Boo 
With  their  CLOTHES  DM  Ray 
There ' 11  be  no  loving  on  the  dance  floor  Boo 
And  no  dancing  on  the  LOVIUG  floor  Ray 


Parties  make  the  world  go  round 
World  go  round,  world  go  round 
Parties  make  the  world  go  round 
SO  LET'S  HAVE  A  PARTY 


B~52  TAKE-OFF 


Hand  rim  the  throttles.  All 


eight  of  them 


the  brakes.  All  sixteen  of  them 


we  go  into  the  wild  blue  yonder  .CRASH III  !  i 
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me. 


And  he  sang  as  he  sat  and —  wait  -  ed  by  the  bil  -  la-bong,)™. 

And  he  sang  as  he  talked  to  that  jum-buck  in  his  tuck-er-bag, )  *ou  11  come  a 


3.  Down  came  the  stockman,  riding  on  his  thoroughbred,  W  wr  \ 

Down  came  the  troopers,  one,  two,  three.  Jw  i 

“Where’s  the  jolly  jumbuck  you’ve  got  in  your  tuckerbag?  J 

You’ll  come  a-waltzing,  Matilda,  with  me.”  A  / 

chorus  N. 

Waltzing  Matilda,  waltzing  Matilda,  * 

“You’ll  come  a-waltzing,  Matilda,  with  me.”  rVBHflU 

“Where’s  the  jolly  jumbuck  you’ve  got  in  your  tuckerbag?  T 
You’ll  come  a-waltzing,  Matilda,  with  me.” 

4.  Up  jumped  the  swagman  and  plunged  into  the  billabong, 
“You’ll  never  catch  me  alive,”  cried  he. 

And  his  ghost  may  be  heard  as  you  ride  beside  the  billabong, 
M  “You’ll  come  a-waltzing,  Matilda,  with  me.” 

ggR  | Waltzing  Matilda,  waltzing  Matilda, 

“You’ll  come  a-waltzing,  Matilda,  with  me.” 

*  ;  And  his  ghost  may  be  heard  as  you  ride  beside  the  billabong, 

“You’ll  come  a-waltzing,  Matilda,  with  me.” 


Note:  swagman— a  hobo;  billabong— a  water  bole  in  a  dried-up  river  bed;  waltzing  Matilda 
—the  bundle  on  a  stick  carried  by  a  hobo;  jumbuck— a  small  lamb;  tuckerbag— knapsack. 


I'VE  GOT  SIXPENCE 

BRITISH  AIR  CADET  VERSION 

Word  ond  MuiiC 
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ares  have  I  to 
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engines.  The  taxiway  all  the  way  back  to  the  ramp  is  lined 
with  men,  gesturing  thumbs  up,  clasped  hands  shaking  over 
their  heads,  prancing  like  children.  The  word  must  have 
gotten  around.  They  know,  and  their  laughing  faces  are  a 
welcome  sight  indeed.  ..  .We  are  all  down,  no  one  lost. 

Olds  continued  to  lead  his  wing  in  the  air  and  on  the  ground,  shooting  down  a  MiG-21  on 
4  May  1967,  and  two  MiG-21s  on  the  same  mission- on  20  May  1967. 

This  brought  his  total  score  for  the  Vietnam  War  to  four,  more  than  any  other  pilot  was 
to  achieve  during  this  portion  of  the  conflict.  It  would  be  five  more  years  before  any 
American  achieved  the  magic  five  victories  in  Vietnam.  “Be  did  come  close  to  being 
shot  down  on  30  March  1967.  Charged  with  leading  a  low-level  strike  the 

Thainguyen  steel  works,  Olds  was  flying  his  F-4C  so  low  that  gunners  ofi^oftop^were 
shooting  down  at  him.  The  first  two  bullets  to  strike  his  aircraft  entwRPffte  wing 
from  above.  With  a  note  tne  size  of  a  basketball,  the  aircraft  wing  burst  into  names. 
The  fire  ceased  after  Olds  pulled  off  of  the  bombing  run,  and  he  was  able  to  nurse 
the  aircraft  home. 

Robin  Olds'  comments  in  describing  the  air  war  over  North  Vietnam  show  his  unique 
perspective  of  this  conflict: 


Basically,  the  battles  aren't  that  much  different  from  the 
Second  World  War.  Even  then  they  were  saying  that  we'd 
never  be  doing  it  again.  Well,  here  we  are.  The  tactics, 
the  maneuvers,  nobody's  got  anything  new.  The  differences 
are  in  speed  and  closing  rate.  The  weapons  systems  that 
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ROBIN  OLDS 


Born  on  an  Army  post  in  Honolulu  in  1922,  "the  first  sounds  I  remember  were  the  cough 
of  Liberty  engines  warming  up  at  dawn  and  the  slap  of  the  rope  in  the  night  wind 
against  the  flagpole  in  the  parade  ground."  In  this  way  General  Robin  Olds  recalls  his 
childhood  as  an  "Army  brat.”  His  father  was  Major  General  Robert  Olds,  a  flight 
instructor  in  France  during  World  War  I,  an  aide  to  Billy  Mitchell,  and  a  pioneer  in 
heavy  bombers  in  the  mid-1930s.  Robin  grew  up  at  Langley  Field  and  Army  posts 
throughout  the  world.  Class  president  for  three  consecutive  years  in  high  school,  he 
entered  West  Point  in  the  summer  of  1940,  where  he  was  captain  of  the  football  team 
and  an  All-American  tackle.  He  went  into  combat  crew  training  immediately  upon 
waduation  in  1943,  and  was  assigned  to  the  Eighth  Air  Force  in  ^nglend. 

Olds  first  saw  action  in  the  summer  of  1944  flying  the  P-38  with  the  434th  Squadron, 
479th  Fighter  Group.  Although  a  latecomer  to  the  war,  he  learned  quickly,  downing 
two  aircraft  on  14  August  and  three  more  on  25  August  1944.  More  success  followed, 
and  his  two  victories  on  14  February  1945,  brought  his  total  to  nine  and  made  him  the 
Eighth’s  top-scoring  P-38  pilot  of  the  war.  His  unit  then  converted  to  the  P-51  Mustang, 
and  Olds  added  three  more  aerial  victories,  ending  the  war  with  107  combat  missions 
and  an  impressive  total  of  twelve  air-to-air  victories  and  eleven  aircraft  destroyed  on 
the  ground.  He  won  the  British  and  American  Distinguished  Flying  Crosses  for  his 
wartime  exploits,  and  had  been  promoted  to  the  rank  of  major  at  the  age  of  twenty-two. 

After  the  war,  Robin  Olds  continued  to  meet  challenges  head  on.  He  was  a  co-founder 
and  team  member  of  the  Air  Force's  first  jet  acrobatic  team.  Flying  the  P-80,  he 
placed  second  in  the  Thompson  Trophy  race  in  Cleveland  in  1946.  On  12  June  1946, 
he  participated  in  the  first  round-trip  tr  an  continental  flight  completed  in  one  day.  He 
became  the  first  American  to  command  a  regular  Royal  Air  Force  squadron  when  he 
took  the  helm  of  the  famous  No.  1  Squadron  at  Tangmere,  England,  in  1948,  flying  the 
RAF's  first  operational  jet  fighter,  the  Gloster  Meteor. 

V  U  C  v«  Q.  vXi  * '  •  ' 

Career  pragpwman  intervened  in  the  early  1950s,  and  Olds  found  himself  in  an  Air 
Defense  unit  in  Pittsburgh,  and  then  a  staff  position  at  Stewart  AFB.  He  followed 
this  with  various  command  and  staff  positions  in  the  United  States,  Germany,  and  Libya. 
He  followed  a  tour  in  the  Pentagon  with  command  of  the  81st  Tactical  Fighter  Wing 
in  2..gl<*nu.  A  Nalioueu  V«ui  College  gradual  in  i»63,  coionei  uios  assumed  command 
of  the  8th  Tactical  Fighter  Wing  "Wolfpack"  at  Ubon,  Thailand,  in  the  fall  of  1966. 

Olds’  achievements  as  commander  of  the  8th  Tactical  Fighter  Wing  are  legendary.  He 
led  the  famous  "Operation  Bolo"  MiG  sweep  mission  of  2  January  1967,  in  which  he 
shot  down  his  first  jet  aircraft,  almost  twenty-two  years  after  his  last  victory  in  Europe. 
He  rolled  up  a  total  of  four  MiG  kills  in  117  missions  over  North  Vietnam,  bringing 
his  career  victory  tally  to  sixteen.  This-brought  him  within  one  victory  of  -jefmftg 
rYthfer^JlL  m  onl  f*nnr  frnm  Wprld  Wnr  TT  and-  Knrfrs— Mthn  BlCSS  in--twA--w«rsr-  He 

was  subsequently  promoted  to  Brigadier  General  and  returned  to  the  United  States  as 
the  Commandant  of  Cadets  at  the  Air  Force  Academy,  and  served  as  Director  of 
Aerospace  Safety  at  Norton  AFB,  prior  to  his  retirement.  He  currently  resides  in 
Steamboat  Springs,  Colorado. 
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sailed  a  -  long  the  lowlands  low. 
buried  him  in  the  lowlands  low. 
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And  we 


2  Oh  Pompey  was  the  greatest  man 
That  ever  yet  was  bom. 

And  Pompey  was  the  greatest  man 
That  ever  yet  was  bom  ; 

For  he  could  play  the  banjo, 

And  on  the  tambourine, 

At  rattling  of  the  bones  he  was 
The  greatest  .ever  seen. 

Chorus . — As  we  sailed,  eto. 
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It  seems  that  the  dead  are  there. 


But  stand  to  your  glasses, 
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drink  to  our  comrades’  ej’es,  Quaff  a  cup|  to  the  dead  al  -  ready, 
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2  Not  a  sigh  for  the  lot  that  darkles  ; 

Not  a  tear  for  the  friends  that  sink ; 
Well  fall  ’midst  the  wine-cup’s  sparkles, 
As  mute  as  the  wine  we  drink. 

So  stand  to  your  glasses,  steady  ! 

’Tis  this  that  respite  buys  ; 

One  cup  to  the  dead  already  ; 

Hurrah  !  for  the  next  that  dies, 

3  There’s  a  mist  on  the  glass  congealing ;  • 

5Tis  the  hurricane’s  fiery  breath  ; 

And  thus  does  the  warmth  of  feelin* 
Turn  ice  in  the  grasp  of  death.  ° 

Ho  !  stand  to  your  glasses,  steady  ! 

For  a  moment  the  vapor  dies  ; 

A  cup  to  the  dead  already ; 

Hurrah  I  for  the  next  that  dies. 


And  hurrah !  for  the  next  that  dies. 
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i  Who  dreads  to  the  dust  returning  ? 

,Who  shrinks  from  the  sable  shore  ? 
Where  the  high  and  haughty  yearning 
Of  the  soul  shall  sting  no  more. 

Ho  !  stand  to  your  glasses  steady  ! 

The  world  is  a  world  of  lies  ; 

A  cup  to  the  dead  already ; 

Hurrah  !  for  the  next  that  dies. 

>  Cut  off  from  the  land  that  bore  us, 
Betrayed  by  the  land  we  find, 

Where  the  brightest  have  gone  before  us. 
And  the  dullest  remain  behind. 

Stand  !  stand  to  your  glasses,  steady! 

’Tis  all  we  have  left  to  prize  ; 

A  cup  to  the  dead  already, 

And  hurrah  !  for  the  next  that  dies. 
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2.  The  man  that  drinks  good  whisky  punch,  And  goes  to  bed  right  mel  -  low,  The  man  that  drinks  good 

3.  The  man  who  drinks  cold  water  pure,  And  goes  to  bed  quite  so  -  ber,  The  man  who  drinks  cold 

4.  But  he  who  drinks  just  what  he  likes,  And  ge tie th  “hall  seas  o  -  ver,”  But  he  who  drinks  just 
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1  There  wras  z 
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2  What  wrett 
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And  praise 

10  Then  out  s 
I  met  a  to 

11  He  says,  r 
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THE  LIFE  PRESERVER. 

ANONYMOUS. 

Air — “The  lone  Fish-baM” 

1:  Hi  ere  was  a  class  went  up  and  down 
To  seel:  a  “pony”  through  the  town. 

2  What  wretches  they  who  “notes”  forsake, 
Of  “ponies”  to  advantage  take  I 

3  At  last  they  halt  before  a  stand 
Where  books  are  sold  at  second-hand. 

4  JTis  advertised  a  “right  cheap  place,” 
They  enter  in  with  brassy  face. 

5  The  dusty  books  they  toss  around. 

But  “nary  pony”  could  be  found. 

6  Behold  them  now  in  blank  dismay  : —  . 

;  “Must  we  get  ‘zero’  every  day?” 

7  Borne  noble  youth  his  mind  devotes, 

To  translate  Greek  with  only  notes. 

8  The  morrow  sees  an  eager  crowd 
Whilst  one  among  them  reads  aloud  ; 

9  Their  warmest  thanks  the  class  outpour. 
And  praise  him  for  his  classic  lore. 

10  Then  out  speaks  one,  “Here’s  'joy  to  all ! 

I  met  a  tutor  in  the  hall ; 

11  He  says,  a  manuscript  they  pass, 

A  legacy  from  class  to  class. 

12  Thus  we  obtain  the  precious  prize, 

Which  neither  time  nor  money  buys. 

13  No  weary  brain  with  labor  racks, 

But  yet  there  comes  the  constant  ‘max,’” 


;  DEDU CTUM. . 

p  JL4  Then  long  live  ponies  great  and  small  ! 

Who  rides  them  well,  will  never  fall 
15  If  ponies  fail,  and  notes  won’t  do, 

Get  manuscripts,  or  -“fizzle  through.” 

AUREM  PR£BE  MIHI. 

Aib— “We’ll  rt&nce  by  the  light  of  the  ttwotu” 

1  Felis  seiit  by  a  hole,  - 
Intenta  she  cum  omni  soul, 

Prendere  rats. 

Mice  cu  currant  over  the  floor, 

In  nurn^ro,  duo,  tres  or  more, 

Obliti  cats. 

2  Felis  saw  them  oculis  ; 

“I’ll  have  them,”  In  quit  she,  “I  guess, 
Dum  ludunt.” 

,  ^  Tunc  ilia  crept  towTards  the  group, 
“Habeam,”  dixit,  “good  rat  soup  1 
Pingues  sunt  I  ” 

3  Mice  continued  all  ludere, 

Intent!  in  ludum  vere, 

_  .  Gaildenter.  *  . 

Tunc  rushed  the  felis  unto  them, 

Et  tore  them  omnes  limb  from  limb 
Yiol  enter. 

Moral.  Mures,  omnes  mice  be  shy, 

Et  aurem  prashe  mihi. 

Benign  e  ; 

Bi  hoc  fuges,  verbum  sat. 

Avoid  a  huge  and  hungry  cat, 

Studiose.  . 
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BARRACKS  BALLADS  is  the  result  of  many  service  men  and  women 
getting  together  in  war  and  peace  with  nothing  else  to  do  but  entertain 
themselves  the  best  way  they  could. 

The  individual  authors  are  unknown,  other  than  that  they  were  most 
likely  Marines,  Sailors,  Soldiers,  or  Airmen,  happy,  gay,  sad,  or  lonely 

and  that  they  all  had  the  same  things  on  their  mind . women,  booze 

and  home,  perhaps  in  that  order. 

On  the  heavily  laden  transports  to  far  off  ports,  on  long  bomber 
flights,  in  rain  soaked  tents  in  the  South  Pacific,  BARRACKS  BALLADS 
were  created.  Wherever  a  group  could  get  together  with  a  guitar,  har¬ 
monica  or  often  merely  with  the  clapping  of  hands  or  stamping  of  feet,  a 
new  song,  version,  or  tune  would  be  made  up. 

Wherever  people  gather  with  nothing  more  to.  do,  songs  will  originate, 
poems  composed,  and  stories  will  be  told.  Few  are  really  entirely  new. 
Not  many  are  remembered  or  written  down  for  posterity.  The  next  time 
a  group  gets  together,  new  versions  are  made  up,  new  tunes  are  used  to 
an  old  ballad. 

BARRACKS  BALLADS  is  a  raunchy,  risque  collection  of  the  feelings 
of  the  times.  They  may  be  sung  with  tunes  of  other  songs;  tunes  may  be 
made  up  since  many  tunes  will  fit  the  words;  they  may  be  recited.  It  de¬ 
pends  entirely  upon  the  mood,  feeling,  and  location  of  the  group  using 
the  book. 

The  collection  has  been  used  by  individuals,  organized  and  disor¬ 
ganized,  throughout  the  world.  Some  are  originals,  but  most  are  col¬ 
lections  of  mine  and  of  friends  in  the  Marine  Corps  during  my  more  than 
twenty  years  association  with  the  Marines. 

To  those  friends  in  the  Marines... to  all  who  contributed  to  this 
collection  whose  names  are  unknown.  .  .1  dedicate  BARRACKS  BALLADS. 


C.  WESLEY  WARD 


April  13,  1987 

The  Redwood  Press 

P.0.  Box  3323 

San  Mateo,  Ca.  94403-0323 

Dear  Publisher: 

Enclosed  for  your  consideration  is  an  epic  poem  of  World 
War  11,  of  the  B-17  Flying  Fortress  Bombers  flying  against 
Hitler's  Germany-  It  tells  of  the  struggle  these  young  men 
had  against  heavy  odds,  and  of  the  bitter  twists  of  fate  that 
turned  the  'Milk  Run'  into  the  Last  Mission. 


It  is  set  to  the  tune  of  the  'Wabash  Cannonball'  and 
has  been  performed  twice  to  high  acclaim  at  the  388th  Bomb 
Group  Association  reunions  in  Sioux  City,  Iowa  in  1983  and 
in  San  Antonio,  Texas  in  1986. 

Accompanying  each  verse  is  an  original  charcoal  and  ink 
sketch  depicting  the  action.  The  cover  picture  is  also  an 
original  work.  The  memorial  was  dedicated  in  May  1986  and 
stands  on  the  site  of  WW  11  airfield  at  Knettishall,  about 
30  miles  northeast  of  Cambridge,  England.  I  designed  the 
memorial . 


The  potential  market  for  this  work  would  be  WW  11  United 
States  Army  Air  Corps  buffs  especially  in  the  U.S.  and  England, 
the  388th  Bomb  Group  Association  with  about  3000  members, 

about  28  other  WW  11  bomb  group  associations,  larger  and  smaller, 
the  8th  Air  Force  Historical  Society,  the  Friends  of  the 

8th  an  English  Society,  the  Smithsonian  Aerospace  Museum, 
the  Air  Force  Museum  in  Dayton,  Ohio,  the  Boeing  Museum  of 
Flight  in  Seattle,  and  the  numerous  air  force  museums  that 
are  springing  up  on  the  many  USAF  bases  in  the  world. 

I  have  other  parody  lyrics  on  the  same  general  subject 
that  could  be  used  in  the  event  that  you  would  want  to  flesh 

the  publication  out.  I  also  have  written  narratives  of  my 
personal  experiences  on  a  Flying  Fortress  crew,  some  of  which 
were  depicted  in  a  prime  time  television  feature  done  for 
King  5  TV  in  the  Pacific  Northwest. 

I  think  this  material  is  marketable.  Please  give  me 

your  consideration. 


Sincerel 

John  J.  Ryan 
Lt.  Col.  USAF,  Ret. 


■  "Pat"  P 


WORDS  AND  ILLUSTRATIONS 
BY 


PAT  RYAN 


PROLOGUE 


From  1942  to  1945  the  United  States  Army  Air  Corps 

flew  bomber  missions  from  England,  North  Africa  and 
Italy  against  Hitler's  Germany.  There  is  no  one  story 
that  can  cover  the  experiences  these  air  crews  had 

in  battling  against  all  odds  for  survival.  What  I 
have  done  here  is  to  take  some  of  the  events  in  which 
I  participated  as  a  B-17  navigator  in  the  388th  Bomb 

Group  (H)  ,  8th  Air  Force  flying  out  of  England,  and 

a  few  experiences  of  some  of  our  other  crews  and  crew 

members,  combined  several  missions,  and  came  up  with 

"The  Milk  Run." 

To  the  uninitiated,  'milk  run'  was  a  term  applied 
to  easy  missions  where  there  was  little  or  no  opposition. 
They  happened--but  not  as  often  as  briefed  and  hoped 
for.  The  Jerries  had  a  way  of  spoiling  your  day  with 
a  Flak  (Plug  Abwehr  Kannonen,  Anti-Aircraft  Gun)  battery 
moved  to  an  undetected  location,  or  a  fighter  group 
that  suddenly  and  unexpectedly  became  active,  neither 
of  which  were  anticipated  by  intelligence  and  your 
friendly  briefer.  In  the  absence  of  this  information 
they  would  brief,  "No  enemy  opposition ,  fighters  or 
Flak."  Somewhat  of  a  disappointment  when  the  Flak 
and  fighters  hit. 

This  'milk  run'  then,  never  happened — or  did  it! 

I  dedicate  this  parody  which  can  be  sung  to  the 

music  of  "The  Wabash  Cannonball"  to  the  men  of  the 
Army  Air  Corps,  and  especially  to  the  B-17  crews  of 
the  8th  Air  Force,  most  especially  to  those  of  the 

388th  Bomb  Group,  Heavy,  who  flew  the  'Fortresses  for 
Freedom. ' 


THE  MILK  RUN 


We  went  into  briefing 

One  early  summer  morn 

The  newer  crews  looked  worried 

The  older  crews  looked  worn 

The  screen  went  up  and  on  the  map 

For  everyone  to  see 

Was  a  crooked  scarlet  ribbon 

Leading  into  Germany 


CHORUS 


Oh  listen  to  the  stories 
Those  lyin'  bastards  tell 
How  you'll  never  see  a  burst  of  flak 
No  fighters  there  as  well 
But  when  the  Jerries  hit  you 
And  the  flak  and  rockets  start 
That  old  milk  run  they  talked  about 
Looks  like  a  Purple  Heart 


1 


You'll  be  goin'  in  at  twenty  four 
You're  number  three  in  line 
Your  heading  will  be  oh-nine-oh 
The  weather  there  looks  fine 
Intelligence  has  told  us 
You  won't  see  any  flak 
You'll  have  a  fighter  escort 
Goin'  in  and  cummin'  back 

CHORUS 


Oh  listen  to  the  stories 
Those  lyin'  bastards  tell 
How  you'll  never  see  a  burst  of  flak 
No  fighters  there  as  well 
But  when  the  Jerries  hit  you 
And  the  flak  and  rockets  start 
That  old  milk  run  they  talked  about 
Looks  like  a  Purple  Heart 


2 


Well  we  went  out  to  our  aircraft 
Checked  the  bombs  and  bay 
Buckled  on  our  parachutes 
And  heard  the  pilot  say 
"They  briefed  us  on  a  milk  run 
This  is  mission  twenty-five 
This  one  will  be  a  piece  of  cake 
And  we'll  all  come  back  alive" 

CHORUS 


Oh  listen  to  the  stories 
Those  lyin'  bastards  tell 
How  you'll  never  see  a  burst  of  flak 
No  fighters  there  as  well 
But  when  the  Jerries  hit  you 
And  the  flak  and  rockets  start 
That  old  milk  run  they  talked  about 
Looks  like  a  Purple  Heart 
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We  started  down  the  runway 

The  tail  wheel  on  the  ground 

The  props  were  bitin '  chunks  of  air 

Turbos  whirling  'round 

The  wheels  are  turnin'  faster 

The  wing  tips  start  to  bend 

We  better  get  into  the  air 

Before  the  runway  ends 

CHORUS 


Oh  listen  to  the  stories 
Those  lyin'  bastards  tell 
How  you'll  never  see  a  burst  of  flak 
No  fighters  there  as  well 
But  when  the  Jerries  hit  you 
And  the  flak  and  rockets  start 
That  old  milk  run  they  talked  about 
Looks  like  a  Purple  Heart 


4 


We  staggered  off  the  runway 
Began  a  shallow  climb 
Passed  the  Buncher  beacon 
I  said,  "We're  right  on  time" 

The  pilot  said,  "You  better  pray 
'Cause  number  three  is  rough 
If  that  one  goes  we'll  have  three  left 
But  that  won't  be  enough" 

CHORUS 


Oh  listen  to  the  stories 
Those  lyin'  bastards  tell 
How  you'll  never  see  a  burst  of  flak 
No  fighters  there  as  well 
But  when  the  Jerries  hit  you 
And  the  flak  and  rockets  start 
That  old  milk  run  they  talked  about 
Looks  like  a  Purple  Heart 
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We  stuck  our  nose  up  in  the  clouds 
The  wing  tips  disappeared 
We  hit  the  Splasher  turned  around 
On  out-bound  course  we  steered 
We  settled  in  the  race  track 
Climbing  steadily 
Everything  was  going  well 
Except  that  number  three 

CHORUS 


Oh  listen  to  the  stories 
Those  lyin'  bastards  tell 
How  you'll  never  see  a  burst  of  flak 
No  fighters  there  as  well 
But  when  the  Jerries  hit  you 
And  the  flak  and  rockets  start 
That  old  milk  run  they  talked  about 
Looks  like  a  Purple  Heart 
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We  broke  out  of  the  overcast 
And  much  to  my  surprise 
I  saw  another  seventeen 
Right  there  before  my  eyes 
Another  popped  up  on  our  left 
Another  right  below 

How  we  missed  each  other  in  the  clouds 
I'm  sure  I'll  never  know 

CHORUS 


Oh  listen  to  the  stories 
Those  lyin'  bastards  tell 
How  you'll  never  see  a  burst  of  flak 
No  fighters  there  as  well 
But  when  the  Jerries  hit  you 
And  the  flak  and  rockets  start 
That  old  milk  run  they  talked  about 
Looks  like  a  Purple  Heart 
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We  saw  our  lead  ship  up  in  front 
Firing  yaller  -  yaller  flares 
Picked  our  way  across  the  sky 
And  took  her  up  upstairs 
We  slid  into  formation 
Where  we  were  briefed  to  go 
We're  going  to  fly  this  mission 
In  Tail-End-Charlie,  low 

CHORUS 


Oh  listen  to  the  stories 
Those  lyin'  bastards  tell 
How  you'll  never  see  a  burst  of  flak 
No  fighters  there  as  well 
But  when  the  Jerries  hit  you 
And  the  flak  and  rockets  start 
That  old  milk  run  they  talked  about 
Looks  like  a  Purple  Heart 
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As  we  headed  'cross  the  Channel 
We  cleared  our  guns  and  then 
We  closed  up  on  our  lead  ship 
Like  chicks  around  a  hen 
The  crews  ahead  of  us  felt  safe 
With  aircraft  all  about 
But  Tail -End-Char lie,  in  the  low 
Had  it's  tail  end  stickin'  out 


CHORUS 


Oh  listen  to  the  stories 
Those  lyin'  bastards  tell 
How  you'll  never  see  a  burst  of  flak 
No  fighters  there  as  well 
But  when  the  Jerries  hit  you 
And  the  flak  and  rockets  start 
That  old  milk  run  they  talked  about 
Looks  like  a  Purple  Heart 
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We  crossed  the  coast,  on  course,  on  time 

Just  as  we  had  planned 

But  there  below  on  a  railroad  track 

Across  a  stretch  of  land 

There  sat  a  Flak  battalion 

With  guns  in  full  array 

Surprised  as  hell  to  see  the  'forts' 

Heading  right  their  way 


CHORUS 


Oh  listen  to  the  stories 
Those  lyin'  bastards  tell 
How  you'll  never  see  a  burst  of  flak 
No  fighters  there  as  well 
But  when  the  Jerries  hit  you 
And  the  flak  and  rockets  start 
That  old  milk  run  they  talked  about 
Looks  like  a  Purple  Heart 
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"Achtung"  they  cried  "Da  kommt  der  Forts 
Mit  Boxnben  fur  uns  Krauts 
Wir  gotta  firen  grosse  Guns 
Und  knock  dem  Yankees  audt" 

They  broke  out  shells,  checked  the  range 
And  fired  a  couple  rounds 
Bursts  of  flak,  greasy  black 
Were  poppin'  all  around 

CHORUS 


Oh  listen  to  the  stories 
Those  lyin'  bastards  tell 
How  you'll  never  see  a  burst  of  flak 
No  fighters  there  as  well 
But  when  the  Jerries  hit  you 
And  the  flak  and  rockets  start 
That  old  milk  run  they  talked  about 
Looks  like  a  Purple  Heart 
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The  first  burst  missed  the  wing  tip 

The  second  out  behind 

The  third  was  high  at  six  o'clock 

And  that  I  didn't  mind 

The  fourth  went  through  the  fuselage 

Behind  the  bombardier 

I  heard  a  cry  of  anguish 

As  it  sliced  off  half  his  rear 


CHORUS 


Oh  listen  to  the  stories 
Those  lyin'  bastards  tell 
How  you'll  never  see  a  burst  of  flak 
No  fighters  there  as  well 
But  when  the  Jerries  hit  you 
And  the  flak  and  rockets  start 
That  old  milk  run  they  talked  about 
Looks  like  a  Purple  Heart 
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I  laid  him  face  down  on  the  floor 

Broke  out  the  sulfa  powder 

When  I  poured  it  on  his  ravished  parts 

He  shouted  all  the  louder 

He  said,  "I'm  sorely  wounded 

But  I'm  going  to  get  that  shack 

And  then  I'll  get  the  briefer 

If  we  ever  make  it  back" 


CHORUS 


Oh  listen  to  the  stories 
Those  lyin'  bastards  tell 
How  you'll  never  see  a  burst  of  flak 
No  fighters  there  as  well 
But  when  the  Jerries  hit  you 
And  the  flak  and  rockets  start 
That  old  milk  run  they  talked  about 
Looks  like  a  Purple  Heart 
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Then  Tail-end  Charlie  gunners 
Began  to  earn  their  pay 
"Bandits  nine-and  six-o'clock 
Heading  all  this  way 
So  gunners  clear  your  weapons 
And  don ' t  go  wastin '  rounds 
They're  gonna  hafta  get  in  range 
Before  we  shoot  them  down" 

CHORUS 


Oh  listen  to  the  stories 
Those  lyin'  bastards  tell 
How  you'll  never  see  a  burst  of  flak 
No  fighters  there  as  well 
But  when  the  Jerries  hit  you 
And  the  flak  and  rockets  start 
That  old  milk  run  they  talked  about 
Looks  like  a  Purple  Heart 
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Well  the  aircraft  started  shakin' 

As  the  tail -gun  opened  up 

"He's  cornin'  'round  to  nine  o'clock 

Left  Waist  you  pick  him  up 

There's  two  more  low  at  five  o'clock 

A-pressin'  their  attack 

His  engine's  started  smokin' 

He's  rollin'  on  his  back 

CHORUS 


Oh  listen  to  the  stories 
Those  lyin'  bastards  tell 
How  you'll  never  see  a  burst  of  flak 
No  fighters  there  as  well 
But  when  the  Jerries  hit  you 
And  the  flak  and  rockets  start 
That  old  milk  run  they  talked  about 
Looks  like  a  Purple  Heart 
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"There  goes  engine  number  three 

The  prop  just  ran  away 

She's  shakin'  off  the  engine  mount" 

I  heard  the  pilot  say 

"Bail  out!  Abandon  aircraft 

This  plane  won't  fly  no  more 

Everybody  hit  the  silk 

This  crew  is  through  with  war" 


CHORUS 


Oh  listen  to  the  stories 
Those  lyin'  bastards  tell 
How  you'll  never  see  a  burst  of  flak 
No  fighters  there  as  well 
But  when  the  Jerries  hit  you 
And  the  flak  and  rockets  start 
That  old  milk  run  they  talked  about 
Looks  like  a  Purple  Heart 
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Well,  I'm  sittin'  here  in  Stalag  Three 

Beside  my  bombardier 

The  Jerries  took  us  prisoner! 

And  cauterized  his  rear 
The  war  will  soon  be  over 
| Our  boys  will  set  us  free 
Left  Waist  and  Tail  and  Radio 
The  Bombardier  and  me 


CHORUS 

Oh  listen  to  the  stories 
Those  lyin'  bastards  tell 
How  you'll  never  see  a  burst  of  flak 
No  fighters  there  as  well 
But  when  the  Jerries  hit  you 
And  the  flak  and  rockets  start 
That  old  milk  run  they  talked  about 
Looks  like  a  Purple  Heart 
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The  others  didn't  make  it 

They  rode  the  aircraft  down 

We  saw  that  airplane  twist  and  turn 

As  we  drifted  to  the  ground 

They  took  a  Change  of  Station 

Enroute  with  no  delay 

But  we'll  meet  for  crew  debriefing 

On  that  great  Judgement  Day 


CHORUS 


Oh  listen  to  the  stories 
Those  lyin'  bastards  tell 
How  you'll  never  see  a  burst  of  flak 
No  fighters  there  as  well 
But  when  the  Jerries  hit  you 
And  the  flak  and  rockets  start 
That  old  milk  run  they  talked  about 
Looks  like  a  Purple  Heart 


EPILOGUE 


In  the  8th  Air  Force  alone, 
there  were  by  official  count  5548 
aircraft  lost  in  combat.  The  388th 
Bomb  Group  lost  over  four  times  the 
unit  strength  in  two  years  of  combat. 
On  25  May  1986  a  group  of  WW  II  veterans 
of  the  388th  travelled  to  England 
to  dedicate  a  memorial  to  those  who 
died,  and  to  those  who  lived.  This 

is  one  of  many  such  memorials  erected 
by  8th  and  15th  Air  Force  veterans. 
If  you  are  in  the  area  of  Cambridge 
in  England  or  Foggia  in  Italy,  visit 
these  sites.  They  are  part  of  the 

history  of  the  United  States. 


SINGING  SOLDIERS 


NEW  INTRODUCTION 

issue  of  this  fine  collection  of  songs  and  anecdotes  of 


were  not  the  impeccable  scholarly  collections  of  protessors  on 
university  grants.  They  were  the  hastily  scrawled  shorthand 
of  a  young  man  in  love  with  music— tentatively  noted  pieces 
garnered  from  farmers,  preachers,  handymen,  old  grannies, 


people  who  had  little  else  but  their  music  should  have  made 
fame  and  fortune  for  favored  pop  idols  in  the  affluent  society. 

Niles  was  one  of  the  few  to  acknowledge  the  importance  of 
the  negro  contribution.  In  his  collection.  Seven  Negro  Exalta- 
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rule,  express  itself  in  song.  They  went  to  Broadway  for  their 
music,  contenting  themselves  with  the  ready-made  rhymes 
and  tunes  of  the  professional  song-writers — song-writers  who 
for  reasons  best  avoided  now  did  not  give  up  their  royalty 


ety  of  Great  Britain  and  Ireland,  American  Philological  So¬ 
ciety,  New  York  Academy  of  Science,  etc.,  etc.,  that  to  him 
I  am  perhaps  most  indebted— -not  for  music  nor  forgotten 
dates  and  places,  but  for  an  unlimited  amount  of  encourage¬ 
ment  and  a  better  understanding  of  the  fitness  of  things.  *  LIST  OF  SONGS 
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The  aim  of  this  book  has  been  to  reproduce  songs  in 
their  authentic  wartime  form  wherever  possible 
notwithstanding  the  language  contained  therein.  By 
necessity,  such  authenticity  requires  reference  to  certain 
ethnic,  racial,  minority  or  military  groups  or 
individuals.  These  references  and  such  language  are  not 
and  should  not  be  interpreted  as  representing  the  views, 
preferences,  attitudes  or  usages  of  the  editor,  publisher, 
or  any  of  the  contributors  to  this  volume,  whether 
named  or  otherwise. 

Wherever  possible  and  reasonable,  extensive  efforts 
were  made  to  determine  the  copyright  status  of  the 
songs  in  this  collection.  Within  the  services,  however, 
songs  circulate  in  versions  which  disguise  or  are 
significantly  altered  from  any  original  form, 
copyrighted  or  not.  We  sincerely  apologize  if  we  have 
inadvertently  omitted  credits  in  such  circumstances. 


COMBAT  HIGHLIGHTS 


With  a  twenty-two  year  lapse  between  combat  sorties,  General  Robin  Olds  has  to  rank 
as  one  of  America's  most  unique  aces.  He  had  a  sparkling  career  as  a  new  fighter 
pilot  with  the  Eighth  Air  Force,  and  became  an  ace  in  the  short  span  of  eleven  days 
in  August  of  1944.  With  two  kills  on  14  August  and  three  kills  on  25  August,  Olds 
demonstrated  how  his  aggressive  spirit  was  to  pay  off  in  the  European  Theater.  He 
named  his  first  P-38  "Scat  I,"  and  was  to  be  flying  "Scat  vm,"  a  P-51D,  on  his  107th 
combat  mission  in  World  War  n.  His  description  of  his  third  kill  of  the  day  on  25 
August  1944  gives  some  insight  into  this  football  star  turned  fighter  pilot: 

A  Mustang  passed  under  me  with  one  of  Hermann's 
(Goering's)  boys  hot  behind  him,  so  !  rolled  over  to  lend  him 
a  hand.  I  forgot  I  was  already  on  the  verge  of  compressibility 
and  didn't  have  that  much  altitude  left.  I  rolled  back  level 
and  started  to  pull  out,  with  the  nose  shuddering  and  trying 

to  go  steeper.  Next  my  canopy  flew  off,  and  I  really  thought 
it  was  over. 

Using  trim  I  managed  to  pull  out  right  on  the  deck  over 
a  wheat  field  southwest  of  Rostock.  That  took  all  the  starch 
out  of  one  slightly  clanked  fighter  pilot.  I  headed  home- 
Looking  round  to  check  for  damage,  I  saw  the  war  wasn't 
over  yet.  There  was  an  Me-109  about  two  hundred  feet  back 
and  fifteen  degrees  off,  and  Hermann  sure  had  the  bit  in  his 
teeth. 


That  prop  spinner  looked  like  the  4th  of  July  and  as 
large  as  a  barrel.  I  horsed  my  P-38  into  a  resemblance  of 
a  left  break,  and  immediately  high-speed  stalled.  The  thing 
just  didn't  want  to  fly  with  the  canopy  and  side  panels  gone. 

Hermann  immediately  overshot,  and  all  I  had  to  do  was  roll 
level  and  squeeze  the  trigger.  It  was  his  turn,  and  as  the 
pieces  flew  off  his  ship,  ba-& ttmpad,  .  .  tQ 

When  Robin  Olds  took  command  of  the  8th  Tactical  Fighter  Wing  at  Ubon  in  the  fall 
of  1966,  he  was  flying  "Scat  XXVII."  This  veteran  of  air  combat  against  the  Luftwaffe 
inspired  the  trust,  admiration,  and  confidence  of  a  whole  new  generation  of  fighter 
pilots.  A  full  Colonel  since  1953,  he  had  finally  achieved  what  he  described  as  "my 
goal,  my  aspiration,  my  ideal,  my  earnest  hope,  my  fondest  wish,  all  of  my  career".  .  . 
to  command  a  fighter  wing  in  combat.  He  wasted  no  time  in  demonstrating  that  he  was 
a  leader  worthy  of  the  position.  With  "Chappie"  James  as  his  Deputy  Commander  for 
Operations," lie  set  about  the  task  of  molding  the  wing  into  an  effective  fighting  force. 
Olds  Jed  the  famous  "Operation  Bolo"  mission  of  2  January  1967,  in  which  US  crews 
shot  down  seven  MiGs,  and  Olds  accounted  for  his  first  kill  of  the  Vietnam  War.  One 
description  of  the  scene  on  the  ramp  following  this  m em orable  mission  indicated  how 
the  morale  of  the  the  8th  TFW  soared  under  the  aggressive  leadership  of  this  dynamic 
wing  commander: 

The  munitions  crews  are  dancing  with  glee,  slapping  each 
other,  their  shouts  unheard  over  the  scream  of  our  idling 


Vi  \l 

VcM  V 


CONTENTS: 

AND  WHEN I  DIE . 

ARE  WE  DOWNHEARTED? . ZZ"!ZZ!Z! . 

ARM  Y  OP  TO  DAY'S  ALRIGHT,  The . . . ZZZ* . 

BREAKING  OUT  OF  BARRACKS  . 

COMRADES.....' . 

PAR  PROM  YPRES I  LONG  TO  BE  (Parody  of:-  SingMeTo  Sleep) . 

FOR  YOU  BUT  NOT  FOR  ME  (The  Bells  of  Hell) . 

GOOD  BYE  DOLLYGRAY . 

GOOD-BYE-EE! . . . * . 

HELLO!  HELLO!  WHO'S  YOUR  LADY  FRIEND? . 

HERE  WE  ARE!  HERE  WE  ARE!!  HERE  WE  ARE  AGAIN!!! . 

HITCHY  KOO . 

HUSH!  HERE  COMES  A  WHIZZ-BANG  (Parody  erf:-  Hush!  Here  ComcsThe  Dream  Man) 

I  DON  'T  WANT  TO  BE  A  SOLDIER  . 

IF  YOU  WANT  TO  FIND .  . 

IP  YOU  WERE  THE  ONLY  GIRL  IN  THE  WORLD  (If  You  Were  The  Only  Boche  InTheTrench) 

.L  MAKE  A  MAN  OF  YOU . 

I  PS  A  LONG  WAY  TO  TIPPERARY . 

I  WANT  TO  GO  HOME . ■{. . . 

JOLLY  GOOD  LUCK  TOTHE  GIRLWHO  LOVES  A  SOLDIER . 

KAISER  BILL . : . 

KEEP  THE  HOME  FIRES  BURNING . 

LAST  MILE  HOME.The . ZZZZZ. . 

LEAPFROG .  . 

MADEMOISELLE  FROM  ARMENTIERES . . 

MOON  SHINES  BRIGHT  ON  CHARLIE  CHAPLIN.  The  (Parody  off- Pretiy  Red' Wing)  Z.  ’I' 


W  h 

f 

in 


»  IF  YOU  WERE 
X'">H.LMAKEAN 


NEVER  MIND  (Parody) . 


NO  MORI:  SOLDIERING  FOR  ME  (Parody  of:-  Whai  A  Friend  I  Have  In  Jesus) 
OH!  ITS  A  LOVELY  WAR  . 


OLD  SOLDIERS  NEVER  DIE . 

PACK  UP  YOUR  TROUBLES  IN  YOUR  OLD  KIT  BAG . 

( T.UMand  APPLE  (Parody of:- Just  AWee  Deoch  an-Doris) . 

PAINING  and  GROUSING  (Parody  of:-  Holy.  Holy,  Holy.)'.'.'.'.'.'.'.'.,'  ....’"....'.. . 

ROLLING  HOME . ' 

ROSES  OF  PICA  RDY. . 

ROW.  ROW.  ROW. . , . . . . . 

SHE  WAS  ONE  OPTHE  EARLY  BIRDS . ’.’.ZZZ . 

SISTER  SUSIE'S  SEWING  SHIRTS  FOR  SOLDIERS . 

TAKE  ME  BACK  TO  DEAR  OLD  BLIGHTY . .  .  .  . . 

THERE’S  A  LONG.  LONG  TRAIL . 

THEY  DIDN'T  BELIEVE  ME  (and  parody) . ZZZZ’Z . 

WE  ARE  FRED  KARNO'S  ARMY  (Parody  of:-The  Church's  One  Foundmlon)  ’ .  . Z- 

Vi E  DON  T  WANT  TO  (WeAreThe  KingsNav-ee!) . 

WE  HAVEN'T  SEEN  THE  KAISER .  . 

WE  RE  HERE  BECAUSE . . ’...ZZ..  ' . 

WE  VE  HAD  NO  BEER  (Parody  of:- Abide  Wilh  Me) . 

WHEN  BELGIUM  PUT  THE  KIBOSH  ON  THE  KAISEr’.............. . 

WHEN  YOU  WORE  A  ii  IMP  AND!  WORE  A  BIG  RED  ROSE  (and  parody :  I  Wore  Alunic) ' 
WHO  WERE  YOU  WITH  LAST  NIGHT? . 

YOUR  KING  AND  COUNTRY .  . . 


Photographs  on  pages  14,  53,67,  83.  Courtesy  of  Camera  Press  I  ondon 
Photographs  on  pages  2,  103, 104, 109,  1 14.  1 15,  Courtesy  of  Mrs  Leila  Courrell 
1  Xj*°3raPhs  on  pages  3,  34,  1 18,  and  inside  back  cover  Courted  of  R*rnaK,  — 


4  */  tin 

l/y 

1/‘j€ 


CONTENTS: 


ANDWHENIDIE . 

ARE  WE  DOWNHEARTED? . 

ARMY  OF  TO-DAY'S  ALRIGHT. The . . . 

BREAKING  OUT  OP  BARRACKS  . 

COMRADES . 

FAR  FROM  YPRES I  LONG  TO  BE  (Parody  of:-  Sin?  Me  To  Sleep) . v . 

FOR  YOU  BUT  NOT  FOR  ME  (The  Bells  of  Hell) . . 

GOOD  BYE  DOLLY  GRAY . 

GOOD-BYE-EE! . 

HELLO!  HELLO!  WHO'S  YOUR  LADY  FRIEND? . . 

HERE  WE  ARE!  HERE  WE  ARE  1!  HERE  WE  ARE  AGAIN!!! . 

HITCHYKOO . 

HUSH!  HERE  COMES  AWHIZZ-BANG  (Parody  of:-  Hush!  Here  ComesThe  Dream  Man) . 

I  DON'T  WANT  TO  BE  A  SOLDIER  . . 

IF  YOU  WANT  TO  FIND . 

IF  YOU  WERE  THEONLYGIRL  IN  THE  WORLD  (If  You  Were  The  Only  Boche  InTheTrench) 

I'LL  MAKE  A  MAN  OF  YOU . 

IT'S  A  LONG  WAY  TO  TIPPERARY . 

I  WANT  TO  GO  HOME . 

JOLIYGOOD  LUCK  TO  THE  GIRLWHO  LOVES  A  SOLDIER . 

KAISER  BILI . ! . . . 

KEEP  THE  HOME  FIRES  BURNING . . 

LAST  MILE  HOME.The . 

LEAPFROG . 

MADEMOISELLE  FROM  ARMENTIERES . 

MOON  SHINES  BRIGHT  ON  CHARLIE  CHAPLIN.  The  (Parody  of:-  Pretty  Red  Win?) . 

NFVER  MIND  (Parody) . . 

NO  MORE  SOLDIERING  FORME  (Parody  of:- What  A  Friend  I  Have  In  Jesus) . 

OH!  IT'S  A  LOVELY  WAR  . 

OLD  SOLDIERS  NEVER  DIE . 

PACK  UP  YOUR  TROUBLES  IN  YOUR  OLD  KIT  BAG . 

PLUMand  APPLE (Parodyof:  Just  AWee Deochan-Doris) . 

RAINING  and  GROUSING  (Parody  of:-  Holy.  Holy.  Holy.) . 

ROLLING  HOME . . 

ROSES  OF  PICARDY. . 

ROW  ROW.  ROW . 

SHE  WAS  ONE  OF  THE  EARLYBIRDS . ; . 

SISTER  SUSIE'S  SEWING  SHIRTS  FOR  SOLDIERS . 

TAKE  ME  BACK  TO  DEAR  OLD  BLIGHTY . 

THERE'S  A  LONG.  LONG  TRAIL . 

THEY  DIDN'T  BELIEVE  ME  (and  parody) . 

WE  ARE  FRED  K ARNO'S  ARMY  (Parody  of:-The  Church's  One  Foundation) . 

WE  DON'T  WANT  TO  (We  Are  The  Kings  Nav-ee!) . 

WE  HAVEN'T  SEEN  THE  KAISER . 

WE'RE  HERE  BECAUSE . . 

WE'VE  HAD  NO  BEER  (Parody  of:- Abide  With  Me) . 

WHEN  BELGIUM  PUT  THE  KIBOSH  ON  THE  KAISER . „ . 

WHEN  YOU  WORE  ATULIPANDIWORE  A  BIG  RED  ROSE  (and  parody:  I  Wore  ATunic)  ... 

WHO  WERE  YOU  WITH  LAST  NIGHT? . . . 

YOUR  KING  AND  COUNTRY . 


..  113 
..  103 
..  46 
..  107 
..  54 
..  110 
...  Ill 
..  32 
....  11 
-  60 
...  15 
.-•35 
..  112 
-  78 
.  102 
...87 
..80 
..  30 
.108 
..  75 
.  105 
..  57 
..  116 
106 
.  18 
.  92 
..96 
.  119 
..  5 
..98 
...8 
.  86 
.118 
..97 
.  38 
..  27 
.  24 
.  72 
.  64 
-.21 
.84 
.  114 
100 
104 
.99 
115 
.50 
.90 
.68 
.42 


Photographs  on  pages  14,  53,67,  83.  Courtesy  of  Camera  Press,  London 
Photographs  on  pages  2,  103,104,109,114.  115,  Courtesy  of  Mrs  Leila  Connell 
Photographs  on  pages  3,  34,  118,  and  inside  back  cover  Courtesy  of  Barnabys,  W.  1. 

Photographs  on  page  4,  and  used  on  front  cover  Courtesy  of  the  Trustees  of  the  Imperial  War  Museum. 
n  Co!lator:  Cecil  Bolton  Research  and  Text:  Peggy  Jones  Cover  and  Book  Design:  Dan  Galvin  Cover  Photograph:  Teny  Wheele 

jp\\(  h 

©  1978  £MI  Music  Publishing  l  td.#  138-140  Charing  Cross  Road,  L  ondon  WC2H  OLD 
A  member  of  the  EMI  group.  International  leaders  in  music,  electronics,  and  leisure. 
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16  February  1987 

C.  W.  Getz 
The  Redwood  Press 
Box  3323 

San  Mateo,  CA  94403-0323 
Dear  Bill: 

Congratulations  on  Volume  n  .f  4,  ... 

orSeattrrlflC',  Al80’  "hat  a  ™°P  YOU  pu1Hdad1„UffVOnCler:  So"98  °f  the  Air  Force  ] 
great  rcusica!  artiats  for  the  raordmd casseUel the  “^oea  of  ttos* 

oopy  of  that  review  is  enclosed?  y°Ur  b°0l<S  f°r  the  flerospace  Historian  and  a 

Here's  a  few  facts  and  counts  to  further  swell  your  data  bank: 

VOLUME  I 

A  (7)  ACE  IN  THE  HOLE 

Phil  Harris  in  th^forties^bout  the^  name  frequentiy  sung  by 
Darktown  Poker  Club."  Same  de  was  singing  "The 

L  (10)  LILLI  MARLENE 

For  yet  other  versions  see  my  "Armv  Air  r  1 

not  been  able  to  find  the  oriainJnV  ^ce  Lyrics. "  1  still  have 
ackle  Lilli  working  her  way  up  the  ranks  fyriCS  which  Ascribe  a 

n-5)  TELL  ME  WHY  ^  ^  ^  ^ 

f^wifl'rsoJorit^back^n9!^)  IT^r^,haard  8un9  hy  the  gals  in 
can  sing  an  off-key  version.  elody  is  slow  and  dreamy.  I 

VOLUME  II 

B  (10)  THE  BALL  OF  KERRIMUIR 

5-  --is  theas 

Additional  verse  for  your  collection: 

''The  king  was  in  the  counting  house 
Figuring  the  cost  of  the  hunt:  ’ 

The  Queen  was  in  the  parlor, 

With  a  carrot  up  her  cunt." 

the  Coloqhoun  Arms  Hotel^i^LusE^LochAL9^  ^°loqhoun’  Proprietor  of 
was  there  on  a  flak  leave  L°Ch  Lomond  in  August  1944  when  I 

B  (11)  BALL  OF  YARN 

f£»PeKrS 

song  as  one  of  the  lequSs^her^t)617  Clev8r  ''ersio"  of  this 
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B  (21)  BESIDE  AN  OAHU  WATERFALL 

Additional  title:  "Beneath  a  Parisian  Waterfall."  Yet  another  version 
of  words  -  see  my  "Army  Air  Force  Lyrics." 

B  (26)  BLUES  IN  A  FIGHT 

Additional  title:  "Blues  in  the  Reich."  See  my  "Army  Air  Force  Lyrics" 
for  a  different  set  of  words. 

DE  (7)  D0N"T  BURN  THE  SHITHOUSE  DOWN 

Another  version:  "Please  Don't  Tear  Our  Outhouse  Down,"  -  see  my  "Army 
Air  Force  Lyrics." 

0  (1)  ODE  TO  A  BOMBARDIER 

For  yet  another  version  see  my  "Army  Air  Force  Lyrics." 

0  (27)  O'RILEY'S  DAUGHTER 

I  first  heard  this  song  at  Laughlin  Army  Air  Field,  Del  Rio,  Texas  in 
June  1945  so  it  dates  back  to  WWII. 

S  (11)  SHE  JUMPED  INTO  BED 

Kune:  "The  Girl  I  Left  Behind  Me." 

T  (22)  TOASTS  TO  TOAST 

Variation  on  Toast  1: 

Here's  to  the  girl  in  the  little  green  dress. 

She  smokes  my  fags  and  looks  her  best. 

She's  got  no  cherry,  but  that's  no  sin; 

She's  still  got  the  box  the  cherry  came  in. 

Here's  to  the  girl  in  the  little  red  dress. 

She  smokes  my  fags  and  looks  her  best. 

She  gets  me  so  hot  sometimes  I  could  smother; 

And  then  she  goes  home  and  sleeps  with  her  mother! 

Stingy?  God  Damn! 

Bill,  I'm  sure  you've  already  received  a  lot  of  feed-back  such  as  this,  along 
with  additional  material.  If  so,  how  about  coming  out  with  Volume  III  -  "More 
Songs  of  the  Air  Force?"  I'll  be  waiting  for  it! 

The  only  trouble  is  -  how  in  hell  are  you  going  to  top  Doolittle  and  Olds  on 
introductions  and  Ferris  on  illustrations? 

All  the  best! 

— v. 

J.  k;  Havener 
7340  Eastern 
Germantown,  TN  38138 


THE  WILD  BLUE  Y0ND£Rj  SONGS  OF  THE  AIR  FORCE,  VOLUMES  I  AM)  III  Songs,  parodies 
and  poems  edited  and  compiled  by  C.  w.  Get*  (The  Redwood  Prase,  Burlingame,  CA, 
1981  and  1986),  Volume  I  312  pp„,  biblio. ,ilius, , index.  ISBN  0-941196-00-3, 
Volume  II  252  pp.  biblio. ,illus. , index,  glossary.  ISBN  0-941196-49-6. 

am  Getz  has  compiled  the  moat  complete  collection  of  Air  Force  songs  in 
existence  today.  They  range  from  the  World  War  I  era  right  on  up  through  the 
Viet  Nam  War  and  even  include  songs  of  aiasleaen. 

Years  of  diligent  end  exhaustive  research  were  required  to  document  the 
contents  end  to  provide  descriptive  comments  end  origination  of  the  lyrics. 

These  works  are  a  unique  segment  of  aerospace  history  which  enable  the  reader  to 
associate  himself  with  the  moods  of  the  American  airman  in  e  manner  rarely  de¬ 
scribed  in  other  historical  works. 

Volume  I  contains  660  -lections,  including  different  versions  of  of 
th.  son,..  Volume  11  1.  suotm.0,  "Stag  u.r  Coition''  „„o  contains  sil  th.  b.«- 

of  song,  plus  oth.ro  that  0111  com  scross  sines  publishing  Volume  I.  A  total  o< 
MS  selsctions  appear  in  Voluu  „,  of  ^  „„  repl.t.  mM  ^  fwjr 

letter  worde  ao  commonly  used  my  military  men  at  war. 

In  addition  .  long  pis,  rsoord  and  .  Up.  csssstt.  srs  su.ll.bls,  festering 
soma  of  th.  mors  populsr  song,  sung  b,  famous  folk  singer  Osc.r  brand  end  th. 
biloo  Four,  Franklin  Smith  {military  eong  collector  and  history  buff),  the  Sing¬ 
ing  Seargents  end  LTC  Rlchsrd  Jon..  USAF.  The  Air  Force  Und  provide,  the  sacs- 
ilent  background  music  for  eome  of  the  eelectiona. 

Everything  .bout  the  book.  1.  firet  clsss  -  the  Introduction,  by  General 
Ja»».  H.  Doolittle  snd  brlgedl.r  General  iiobln  Old.,  th.  srt  «ork  by  Keith 
Ferris  (orficl.l  Air  Force  Armwcl.tlon  srtl.t),  the  esey-to-reed  print  compoeed 

-3*  K.  Havener,  LTC  USAFR  wret). 

CKontributing  author  to  Aerospace  Hietorian,  7340  Eastern 

Germantown,  TN  38138 


2 


entirely  on  an  Archives  Business  Microcomputer*  the  extensive  cross-reference 
system  employed,  the  witty  and  authoritative*  comments  by  the  editor,  and  the 
aircraft  identification  silhouettes  familiar  to  all  airmen. 

A  rewarding  nostalgic  work  that  would  be  a  prestigious  addition  to  any 


collector's  library  I 
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,H  VI  VS  "R 

^1  ii  .4  uiiUi 


A  PEERLESS  COLLECTION  OF 
TEMPERANCE  SONGS  AND  HYMNS 


THE  WOMEN’S  CHRISTIAN  TEMPERANCE  UNION, 
LOYAL  TEMPERANCE  LEGION, 
PROHIBITIONISTS, 

TEMPERANCE  PRAISE  MEETINGS, 

MEDAL  CONTESTS,  ETC. 

EMMET  G.  COLEMAN,  editor 


WITH  A  FOREWORD  BY  KRISTI  WITKER 
Rescued  from  the  archives  of  1907  by  David  Hoffman 
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Down  fin  the  Xiccnaeb  Saloon. 

An  answer  tol<WLere  is  my  Wandering  Boy  Tonight?'’ 

Words  ar.d  Music  by  W.  A.  ILLIAM8. 


V- — Hr" — * - ""'d-  H - ' — 

L - — 


'AT 

3C  .  W 


Where  is  my  wandering  boy  to-night?  Down  in  the  licensed  sa  -  lomn 

fc*— .  / -r:_  |"t- t-  I 
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1.  Down  in  a  room  all  co-  zy  and  bright,  Filled  with  the  glare  of  many  alight, 
%  Learning  new  vie-  es  all  the  night  long,  Tempted  to  all  that’s  sinful  and  wrong, 

3.  Little  arms  once  were  thrown ’rotmJmj  Beck,  Look  at  him  now,mj  poor  heart  will  break! 

4.  Broth-er,  I  guess  you’d  enter  this  fight,  If  it  were  your  boy  down  there  to-night, 
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Beau-  ti-  ful  mu  -  sic  the  ear  to  de-light,  Down  in  the  licensed  sa  -  loon. 

Lis-ten-ing  to  the  har-lets  foul  song,  Down  in  the  licensed  sa  -  loon. 

Think  of  that  boy  to  -  night  a  sad  wreck,  Down  in  the  licensed  sa  -  loon. 

Ruined  and  wreded  by  the  drink  ap-  pe-  tite,  Down  in  the  licensed  sa  -  loon. 
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There  is  my  wand’ ring  boy  to-night,  There  is^  my  wand*  ring  boy  Wo-nigbt, 
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Down,  down,  down,  down,  Down  in 
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Robert  H.  Murray 
1634  Barston  Place 
Glendora, CA  91740 

July  1 ,  1985 


answered  iul  i 


Dear  Bill; 

Please  Rush  one  copy  of  "Wild 
Blue  Yonder ,"$$17.95  inclosed. 

After  I  talked  to  you  I  phoned 
Boyd  Williamson  of  North  Bend,  Oregon, 

You  may  get  am  prder  frpm  him  soon. 

He  is  a  collector  of  poems  and  I 
shared  my  interest/collection  with 
him. 

Before  you  ask,  I  am  not  a  cart 
toJist  nor  a  poet,  ij  ha  ye  ttje  fastest 

t  collect. 


for | being 
and  publish 
ies.  I  was 


Zerox  in  the  west.  I  jud 
In  Closing,  thanks 
smart  enough  to  collect 
all  those  pleasant  memor 
aB-17  Pilot  in  the  8th  AF  and  that 
was  the  extent  of  my  career. 

The  enclosed  "Wasp  Natibn  Anthem" 
Was  seen  by  Mrs.  Lila  (Donald  W.) 

Mann  and  counter  to  my,  at  the  time, 
observation!  that  it  must  be  a  Cadet 
inspired  song,  she  and  a  friend  from  'the  WASP  proceeded  to 
sing  it  with  fond  memories.  The  first  WASP  I  saw  came  into 
Cal-Aero  in  a  new  P-38,  we  Cadets  rushed  out  to  see  the  HP 
and  you  should  have  seen  the  faces  drop  as  alittle ,  trime  WASP 
stood  up  to  get  out.  We  were  in  Basic  and  she  slow  rolled 
around  a  dead  engine  like  we  thought  only  al  Macho  Man  could, 
so  mucjh  for  illusions ! 

Sincerly  Yours 


sinceriy  Yours 
Robert  H.  Murray  y 


ftlfeilVED  JUL  8 


December  5,  1984 


C.  W.  "Bill"  Getz 
Lt.  Col..  USAF,  Retired 
c/o  The  Redwood  Press 
Box  3323 

San  Mateo,  CA  94403-0323 


RECEIVED  DEC  1  3 
ANSWERED  DEC  1  iW 


Dear  Bill : 

First  and  truly  foremost,  I  want  to  thank  you  for  the  absolutely  fantastic, 
and  obvoius  labor  of  love,  and  magnificent  effort  you  put  out  on  "The  Wild 
Blue  Yonder".  It  would  have  been  great  even  without  "I  Wanted  Wings  "  and 
"The  Persian  Kitty"  but  not  as  great  as  with  them. 

I  reveled  in  the  acknowledgements  to  Kenneth  N.  Walker  (unfortunately  I  was 
his  Briefing  Officer  on  his  last  mission),  Roger  Ramey,  George  Wertenbaker, 

P.  (for  Pinkham  -  he  was  related  to  Lydia)  Smith,  George  S.  Howard  (the  first 
Director  of  The  USAF  Band,  Orchestra,  Strolling  Strings,  and  Singing  Sergeants  - 
presently  retired  at  The  Air  Force  Village  in  San  Antonio,  and  still  active 
in  music  as  a  Guest  Conductor  and  The  Director  of  The  Village  Voices),  (at  81) 
and  Roland  Birnn  (he  was  a  little  before  my  time  but  he  had  a  good-looking 
daughter).  All  these  people  I  knew,  some  better  than  others  and  still  today 
I  work  with  George  Howard  as  a  singer  and  librarian  for  The  Air  Force  Village 
Voices. 

My  flying  school  class  was  40-A  and  our  class  historian  Frank  Schirmer  of 
Tucson  and  I  have  both  been  delighted  with  the  historical  bent  of  your 
research. 

From  your  comments  of  what  you  remember,  it  appears  that  I  am  about  8  years 
older  (born  Aug.  2,  1916)  than  you  and  have  some  advantage  over  you  on  earlier 
songs.  In  addition  I  am  the  music  librarian  for  The  Villaage  and  sort  of  a  nut 
on  popular  music  from  the  turn  of  the  century  until  today. 

With  this  background,  I  did  note  some  discrepancies  in  some  songs  and  comments 
and  I  pass  them  along,  not  as  outright  criticism,  but  with  the  wish  that  some 
o-f-^fehe  things  T  say,  are  things  you  want  to  know  and  may  be  able  to  be  utilized 
in  the  future.  I  like  the  collection  so  much,  that  I  guess  I  want  to  make  it 
even  better. 

Page  A-4  -  The  song  "Ace  In  The  Hole"  is  really  a  song  and  was  sung  to  hit 
status  by  country  and  western  stars  Tex  Williams  and  Lefty  Frizelle,  Band 
Leader  Phil  Harris,  Pop  Singer  Bobby  Darin,  and  frequently  used  in 'Concerts  and 
recorded  by  Bing  Crosby,  Dean  Martin,  Sammy  Davis,  and  Frank  Sinatra. 

Page  A-6  -  "The  B-17".  The  reason  for  the  engine  confusion  is  easily  explained 
i.e.  -  wrong  airplane  -  during  lend  lease  we  gave  Britain  DC-3  transports  and  the 
bomber  version  -  B-18.  The  British  named  the  transport  "Dakota"  and  the  bomber 
that  they  used  on  submarine  patrol  -  the  Digby. 


D™giaLUSed.  the  early  version  of  the  Pratt  &  Whitney  R-1830  (1050  HP)  on 
the  B-18  and  early  C-47's.  It's  easy  to  see  how  Big  B  came  from  Digby  but 
it  seems  to  me  that  even  the  barroom  drunks  should  have  known  about  Wriqht 
and  Pratt-Whitney.  I  flew  the  underpowered  B-18  &  B-18A  and  it  was  really 
a  Grunt  &  Groaner. 


Here's  a  nit-picker  -  Page  B-10.  "Old  Hogans  Goat".  In  a  very  close 
variation  this  was  taught  to  my  sister  and  me  by  my  father  in  the  twenties 

yf  ?ai<^  5  ^  sun9  this  in  high  school  when  he  was  my  sister*s  aqe  - 

that  would  have  been  in  1905  or  so.  J 


Pa9e  ^1ghter  Pilots  Hymn".  An  early  form  of  this  was  "Oh,  Now  I  am 

a  Kaydette.  (page  0-3)  and  the  tune  "Oh  Infantry"  was  sung  as  a  spoof  on 
i he  Salvation  Army.  To  me  this  makes  your  "suspect  source"  very  suspect. 

The  Kaydette  song  was  sung  by  flying  cadets  at  Randolph  and  Kelly  in  the 
mid  and  late  thirties  and  I  learned  it  from  0*47  observation  pilots  out  of 
the  squadron  at  Brooks.  I  was  on  duty  at  Ft.  Crockett,  Galveston,  Texas  in 
1938-39,  and  they  came  down  from  Brooks  for  gunnery  camp.  I  also  heard  the 
original  infantry  version  there,  and  it  differed  from  the  Kaydette  song  only 
in  the  third  verse  -  it  went  like  this  - 

Oh  now  I'm  in  the  Infantry 
A-l earnin'  how  to  fight 
My  glorious  salvation 
Shall  lift  me  to  the  height. 

The  Army  is  my  Savior 

From  the  straight  and  narrow  way 

They  pay  me  twenty-one  a  month  (recruit  pay) 

And  take  it  all  away 

Incidentally,  in  the  third  verse  (0-4)  of  "Oh  Now  I  am  a  Kaydette"  the  next 
to  the  last  line  has  been  omitted.  It  should  be  -  "They  pay  me  seventy-five 
a  month  (cadet  pay), and  take  it  all  away. 

Page  F-13  -  "The  First  Pursuit"  I  have  some  comments  on  your  "note".  I  was 
well  acquainted  with  R.  M.  (Roger)  Ramey  and  Howard  Ramey.  Col.  Roger  Ramey 
was  my  bomb  group  C.0.  (43rd)  and  B/G  Howard  was  my  C.G.  5th  Bomber  Command 
in  New  Guinea.  Howard  Ramey  was  Ken  Walkers  successor  and  in  April  1943 
disappeared  on  what  appeared  to  be  a  routine  Recce  Flight  out  of  Port  Moresby. 
Borenquin  Field  was  renamed  Ramey  Army  Air  FieTtf. after  Howard  Ramey.  I 
played  golf  with  Roger  in  the  late  forties  at  Ramey  AFB. 

Page  1-12  -  "I  Wanted  Wings"  WW2-Version  1.  Comments  about  "Grumman".  The 
reference  to  Grumman  in  verse  2  is  only  poetic,  in  that  the  only  plane  that 
rhymes  with  woman  is  Grumman  (or  at  least,  almost).  In  the  third  verse,  a 
line  has  been  left  out,  coming  right  after  "Bombs  Away".  The  missing  line 
is  "I'd  rather  be  home  with  the  bunch. 

Page  N-4  -  "Northrops  Folly"  the  first  verse  as  you  broke  it  out  goes 
perfectly  with  "Too  Fat  Polka"  an  Arthur  Godfrey  hit.  However,  the  meter  goes 
to  "Hell  in  a  hand  basket"  on  verses  two  and  three.  It  seems  to  have  lost 
something  in  the  translation. 


Page  P-10  -  A  little  info  on  the  Prisoners  Song  -  this  song  was  first  made 
popular  in  1933  by  an  ill-fated  crooner  named  Russ  Col  umbo  (he  died  in  a 
gun  accident  in  1934).  Russ  was  one  of  the  co-authors  of  the  number  and  it 
was  one  of  the  tragi-songs  of  the  depression  (i.e.  -  Love  for  Sale,  Boulevard 
of  Broken  Dreams).  Later  both  Crosby  and  Como  had  big  hits  of  the  song.  It 
was  not  an  old  folk  song  just  a  product  of  Tin  Pan  Alley  in  the  thirties. 

Page  S-6  -  Surely  you 've  heard  from  this  already  -  I'm  sure  that  the  Society 
for  the  preservation  and  pncouragement  of  Blarber  Shop  Quartet  Singing  in 
America  has  contacted  you  about  this.  I.E.  SPEBSQSA  -  nuff  saidfl 

Thank  you  again  for  a  truly  outstanding  effort,  and  please  believe  that  my 
efforts  were  to  critique  rather  than  to  blatantly  criticize. 


to  you , 


DAVID  W.  HASSEMER 
Colonel,  USAF,  Ret. 

4917  Ravenswood  Drive,  Apt.  1778 
San  Antonio,  Texas  78227 
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PLEASE  SAVE  YOUR  LOVE  FOR  ME 


come  here  and  hold  me  tight 
before  my  transport  leaves 
I,ve  got  to  ask  you  this 
please  save  your  love  for  me 
I,m  off  to  fight  a  war 
to  keep  our  country  free 
1,11  keep  you  in  my  dreams 
your  love  will  comfort  me 
please  save 
please  save 

please  save  your  love  for  me 
please  save 
please  save 

please  save  your  love  for  me 
I  will  be  coming  home 
this  promise  I  will  keep 
now  wipe  away  those  tears 
and  save  your  love  for  me 
please  save 
please  save 

please  save  your  love  for  me 
please  save 
please  save 

please  save  your  love  for  me 

copyright  1990  Corey  Christensen 

Corey  Christensen 
601  S,  Lorraine 
Wichita  ks,  67211 
(316)  664-9222 


Dr.  Charles  W. 
P.O.  Box  #  412 
Burlingame,  CA. 


8  June  1990 


Getz 


94011-0412 


Dear  Dr.  Getz, 


I  saw  a  small  notice  in  the  retired  Air  Force  publication, 
the  "Afterburner"  some  months  ago,  and  have  been  weaning  to 
send  you  this  information,  which  you  may  find  &f  interest. 

As  you  know,  Col.  George  S.  Howard  can  be  considered  the 
father  of  Air  Force  Bands  as  they  have  been  since  the  end of 
WW  2.  Several  years  ago  some  of  us  thought  it  would  be  appro¬ 
priate  to  get  togather  to  pay  our  respects  to  him  and  to 
reminisce  about  old  times.  One  thing  led  to  another,  and  we  had 
over  150  old  AF  Band  retirees  go  to  San  Antonio  for  the  first 
reunion  of  the  retired  Air  Force  musicians  Assoc.  The  next 
reunion  of  this  group  will  be  in  Colo.  Spgs.,  Colo  the  2,  3 
and  fourth  of  August,  1990*  Col.  Howard  wrote  several  pieces 
of  music  during  his  time  with  the  AF  Band  in' Wash.,  D.C.,  to  include  the  "Alfalfa 
March"  and  the  "Col.  George  S.  Howard  March".  I  have  "composed"  the  inclosed 
"Col.  Howard  March  II"  that  was  adopted  by  the  group  as  our  official  March.  For 
each  successive  reunion  we  will  have  #111,  #1111,  #V,  etc.  till  the  end  of  time  i 
Col.  Howard  has  given  his  endorsement  to  this  music,  and  permission  to  use  his 
name  thereon.  All  this  serves  to  make  this  collection  of  musical  notation  an 
official"  piece  of  Air  Force  Music.  I  do  believe.  The  convention  in  Colo.  Spgs  will 
be  another  large  gathering  of  ex-AF  bandsmen,  with  over  300  in  attendance.  You 
would  be  welcome  to  attend,  I  am  sure,  but  may  still  have  some  use  for  this  in¬ 
formation  in  your  publication.  A  history  of  AF  music  should  properly  include 
the  many  music ianfl  that  made  it  possible.  Good  luck  with  your  book,  and  if  I  can 
help  you  in  any  other  way,  please  ask.  The  reunions  are  set  for  every  three  years. 


ctfully, / 


Paul  I.  Leathern,  T/Sgt,  USi 
200  E.  Knox  Rd. ,  "45 

Chandler,  AZ.  85225 


Band,  retired 


ANSWEREB  JUN  1  2  1330 


Second  Retired  Air  Force 
Musicians’  Reunion 

Colorado  Springs,  Colorado 


February  29,  1990 


Dear  RAFM  Colleagues, 

Thank  you  for  responding  to  our  invitation!  Over  300  of  you  have  already 
indicated  that  you  will  attend  our  second  reunion  planned  for  August  2,  3 
and  4,  1990,  in  Colorado  Springs.  The  committee  is  most  anxious  to  host  you 
and  has  been  working  hard  to  insure  that  you  have  a  wonderful  time. 

The  headquarters  hotel  is  the  Sheraton  South  (formerly  the  Clarion 
Hotel).  The  Springs  Motor  Inn  is  located  just  across  the  street  from  our 
reunion  headquarters  and  offers  you  a  little  less  expensive  (but  nice) 
alternative.  Please  fill  out  one  of  the  enclosed  HOTEL  REGISTRATION  CARDS 
and  mail  it  back  to  the  hotel  of  your  choice  NOW  or  before  July  1,  1990. 

K0A  South  R.V.  Park  registration  is  available  by  calling  (719)  382-7575. 

The  committee  will  not  be  responsible  for  your  hotel  or  R.V.  reservation. 
NOTE:  Colorado  Springs  is  located  75  miles  south  of  Denver.  If  you  are 
planning  to  fly  to  Colorado,  you  should  terminate  your  flight  at  Colorado 
Springs  Municipal  Airport. 

Highlights  of  your  three  day  stay  will  include  food  and  fellowship  together 
at  the  Flying  W  Ranch,  complete  with  a  wonderful  Western  Show,  a  special 
musical  presentation  by  the  Air  Force  Academy  Falconaire  Dance  and  Show 
band,  a  Memorial  Service  at  the  famous  Air  Force  Academy  Cadet  Chapel  and  a 
banquet  concert  by  the  Academy  Band's  premier  show  unit,  "The  Moods  in  Blue". 

Arrangements  have  been  made  for  a  Reunion  Golf  Tournament  at  the 
Eisenhower  Golf  Course,  one  of  the  most  beautiful  mountain  courses  in 
Colorado.  Sorry,  there  is  only  room  for  40  players.  We  will  assign  tee 
times  on  a  'first  come  -  first  served1  basis.  The  cost  will  be  $20.00  per 
player  and  payment  is  due  with  your  reunion  registration.  Reservations 
will  be  consummated  upon  receipt  of  the  registration  form  included  in  this 
mailing  and  your  check  for  the  total  cost  of  the  reunion. 

We  are  looking  forward  to  seeing  you  in  August. 


John  Lemelin 

3210  Bell  Mountain  Drive 
Colorado  Springs,  CO  80918 
(719)  599-7934 


Jack  Tardy 
510  Valley  Road 
Colorado  Springs,  CO  80904 
(719)  633-7302 


Kenneth  B.  Schinstine 
306  Chelton  Road 
Colorado  Springs,  CO  80909 
(719)  632-3592 


Presley  B.  Wood 
7374  Walker  Drive 
Colorado  Springs,  CO  80920 
(719)  598-5196 


Official  March  of  51  the  RAFM  Convention,  San  Antonio,  Texas,  7-9  September  198? 


DEPARTMENT  OF  THE  AIR  FORCE 

302  TACTICAL  AIRLIFT  WING  (AFRES) 

PETERSON  AIR  FORCE  BASE,  COLORADO  80914-5000 


8  August  1991 

Bill  Getz ,  Pub ! i sher 
The  Redwood  Press 
P . 0 .  Box  4 1 2 

Burlingame,  CA  94011-0412 
Dear  Mr .  Getz 


In  response  to  your  request  for  Desert  Storm  songs,  Lt  Col 
Jack  Taylor  ,  731st  Tactical  Airlift  Squadron  Corrmander  , 
submits  his  Got  those  PMS  Activation  Blues".  In  addition 
we  have  enclosed  several  more  of  their  favorites. 


We  are  looking  forward  to  seeing  Col  Taylor 
If  we  can  be  of  further  assistance,  please 
command  post,  1-800-446-9624,  ext.  4117. 
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500  MILES 


LEAVING  ON  A  JET  PLANE 


If  you  see  the  train  I’m  on 
Then  you’ll  know  that  I  am  gone 
You  can  hear  the  whistle  blow 
One  hundred  miles. 

One  hundred  miles ,  one  hundred  miles 
One  hundred  miles,  one  hundred  miles 
You  can  hear  the  whistle  blow 
One  hundred  miles. 

Not  a  shirt  on  my  back 
Nor  a  penny  to  my  name 

Lord/  I  can't  go  home—  -  - 

This  a' way 

This  a  *  way,  this  a’ way 
This  a* way,  this  a' way 
Lord,  I  can't  go  home 
This  a* way. 

Lord,  I’m  one.  Lord,  I’m  two 
Lord,  I’m  three  and  I’m  four 
Oh,  I'm  five  hundred  miles 
Away  from  home 

Five  hundred  miles,  five  hundred  miles 
Five  hundred  miles,  five  hundred  miles 
Lord,  I'm  five  hundred  miles 
Away  from  home. 

(Repeat  first  verse) 


All  my  bags  are  packed,  I’m  ready  to  go 
I  m  standing  here,  outside  your  door 
I  hate  to  wake  you  up  to  say  goodbye 
But  the  dawn  is  breakin*,  it’s  early  morn 
The  taxi’s  waiting,  he’s  blowing  his  horn 
Already,  I'm  so  lonesome  I  could  die. 

CHORUS 

So  kiss  me  and  smile  for  me 
Tell  me  that  you'll  wait  for  me 
Hold  me  like  you’ll  never  let  me  go. 

'Cause,  I'm  leaving  on  a  jet  plane 
Don't  know  when  I'll  be  back  again 
Oh  babe,  I  hate  to  go. 

There's  so  many  times  I've  let  you  down 

So  many  times  I've  played  around 

I  tell  you  now,  they  don't  mean  a  thing 

Every  place  I  go.  I'll  think  of  you 

Every  song  I  sing.  I'll  sing  for  you 

When  I  come  back.  I'll  bring  your  wedding  ring. 

CHORUS 

Now  the  time  has  come  for  me  to  leave  you 

One  more  time,  let  me  kiss  you 

Then  close  your  eyes.  I'll  be  on  my  way 

Dream  about  the  days  to  come 

When  I  won't  have  to  leave  alone 

About  the  rune  I  won't  have  to  say 

CHORUS  (and  fade) 


THE  GQQQD  RAMP  AT  HOME  ("Green  Green  Grass  of  Home") 

Yes  the  old  ramp  looks  the  same 
As  I  step  down  from  the  plane 

And  there  to  meet  me,  is  my  wife  and  her  attorney 
Down  the  ramp  I  look, 

Mr.  Bill  comes  walking 

Barber  shears  in  hand,  I  feel  like  barfing 
It’s  good  to  touch  the  good  old  ramp  at  home 

*  Yes  They1 re  all  tryin1  to  get  me 
Come  on  P.K.,  you  can’t  shit  me 
ItTs  good  to  touch,  the  good  old  ramp  at  home. 

Then  I  awake,  and  look  around  me 
To  the  B.O.Q.  walls  that  surround  me 
And  then  I  Realize,  I  was  only  dreaming. 

T.D.Y.  here  now,  and  back  for  30 

Home  just  to  wash  my  clothes  so  dirty 

It’s  good  to  touch  the  good  old  ramp  at  home 

Yes  the  old  ramp  looks  the  same,  as  they  turn  around  my  plane 
And  there  for  a  quickie,  is  my  sweet  wife,  old  whats — her — name 
I’ll  be  gone  again  in  just  two  days,  on  rotation  like  always 
Ifd  like  to  go  back  home  and  get  some  strange. 


* 


*  =  Refrain 


BALLAD  OF  TAG  AIR  LlIt  ("Green  Berets") 

Dropping  jarheads,  from  the  sky 
And  pallets  filled,  wiht  railroad  ties  o.. 
Or  simulate,  with  a  sand  filled  sack 
That’s  how  we  spend  our  days  in  MAC 

*  Silver  wings ,  upon  our  chest 
We  do  the  work  of  MACfs  finest 
Dugger  speaks ,  and  we  obey 
Just  what  good  deals,  has  he  got  today 

Hustle  out  and  fill  the  squares 
Pencil  whip  them.  If  you  can’t 
Safety 1 s  Paramount  you  know 
Unless  it  stops,  an  on  time  go 

* 

The  Canal  Zone  comes  to  amuse 
The  Battered,  Flag-pole  weary  crews 
Who’d  R.O.N.  in  a  Spanish  Jail 
If  it  meant,  a  non  avail 

* 

By  day  we  fly,  or  pound  the  ramp 

With  a  cold  box  lunch,  in  an  old  green  bag 

Night  time  finds,  this  classy  bunch 

With  Toga’s  on,  drinking  Jone^Jown  punch. 

Now  we  re  back  at  home  once  more 
To  fly  the  pole,  and  way  the  floor 
You’ll  love  the  work,  and  feel  no  pain 
Just  keep  your  hair,  cut  like  John  Wayne. 

* 


Refrain 


-yZ/6  T» /nsr* 

OUim^fERPAH: 


Baside  a  Guinea  waterfall,  one  bright  end  sunny  day,  *'  ■ 

Beside  hie  shattered  Mustang  a  young  pur suiter  lay , 

His  parachute  hung  from  a  nearby  tree)  he  was  not  yet  quite  dead. 
So,  listen  to  the  very  last  words  that  young  pursuiter  said. 

”I*m  going  to  a  better  land  where  everything  is  bright. 

Where  vfciakey  flows  from  telegraph  poles  and  there's  poker  - 
every  night. 

there's  not  a  single  thing  to  do-  but  sit  around  end  sing, 

Where  all  our  crew  chiefs  are  womenhnmuUi. 

Oh,  death  where  is  thy  sting.  .  i 

Oh,  death  where  is  thy  sting,  CtLng-a-ling,  £lng-a-ling. 

Oh,  death  where  is  thy  sting.. 

the  bells  of  hell  will  ring<3fing~a-ling 

For  you,  but  hot  for  me. 


Aj 


- - 


ft* 


GOT  THOSE  F'liS  ACTIVATION  BLUES 

I  WAS  MINDING  MY  OWN  BUSINESS 
WHEN  THE  TELEPHONE  RANG 
THE  MAN  SAID  YOUR  ACTIVATED 
I  SAID  YOU  MUST  BE  INSANE 
HE  SAID  I  AIN'T'  KIDDING 
BETTER  GO  PACK  YOUR  BAGS 
GONNA  SEND  YOU  OFF  TO  TEXAS 
AND  TRAIN  THE  AERO  HAGS 

**  CHORUS:  I  GOT  THEM  DIRTY  LOW  DOWN 
PMS,  ACITVATION  BLUES. 

HE  SAID  BETTER  QUIT  YOUR  BITCH IN ' 

AND  GET  YOURSELF  IN  HAND 

THINGS  COULD  BE  SO  MUCH  MORE  SO  GRUESOME. 

WITH  A  TENT  OUT  ON  THE  SAND 

THE  ONLY  SAND  YOUR 'LL  BE  SEEING 'S 

IS  WHEN  YOUR  OUT  THERE  ON  THE  LINKS 

AND  THE  ONLY  TIME  YOU'LL  BE  DEPRIVED,  IS 

WHEN  THE  BAR  RUNS  OUT  OF  DRINKS 

*-* 


THE  WAR'S  STILL  GOING  ON 

AND  WE'RE  STILL  HERE  LIKE  SUCH  FOOLS 

COMPLAINING  BUT  HOW  THE  HEATER  HAS 

QUIT  WORKING  IN  THE  POOL 

SOME  GUY  JUST  LOST  HIS  RENTAL  CAR, 

ANOTHER  LOST  HIS  BIKE 

AIN'T  GOT  ENOUGH  PER  DEIM  LIFT 

GOTTA  STICK  OUT  THE  THUMB  AND  HITCH  HIKE 


*■* 


I  ASKED  JUST  WHAT  OUR  MISSION  WAS, 
THEY  SAID  THEY  WEREN'T  QUITE  SURE ' 
JUST  GO  TRAIN  500  AEROMEDS 
AND  KEEP  THE  RIVERWALK  SECURE 
SEND  YOU  OUT  ON  NIGHT  PATROL 
EAT  AT  TACO  ROSE 
INFILTRATE  COLD  RIVER  CLUB 
•WHILE  WEARING  COWBOY  CLOTHES 


I  ASKED  HIM  WHY  WE'RE  DOING  THIS 

AND  WHY  HE  WAS  CALLING  ME 

IT  SEEMED  THE  JOB  COULD  BE  BETTER  DONE 

BY  RESERVISTS  ON  DOUBLE  TP'S 

HE  SAID  GO  GET  A  HAIR  CUT  AND 

PLEASE  PRESS  YOUR  BDU’S 

I'M  SURE  THE  LACKLAND  HAIR  POLICE'S 

NEVER  SEEN  THE  LIKES  OF  YOUZ 


18  $ 


LOVE  THIS  ACTIVE  DUTY  THIS  DUTY  STUFF 

AND  I  SEEM  TO  KNOW  JUST  WHY 

I  QUIT  j. T  SEVERAL  YEARS  AGO 

HOW  THE  YEARS  JUST  SEEM  TO  FLY 

I  LOVE  THE  OPPORTUNITY  AND  I 

REALLY  LOVE  THE  PAY 

WHICH  I'M  ASSURED  IS  IN  THE  MAIL 

AND  WILL  REACH  ME  ANY  DAY 

** 

THOUGHT  THAT  WHEN  WE  FINISHED  THERE 

THAT  THEY  WOULD  SET  US  FREE 

BUT  WE  WERE  SOON  TO  REALIZE 

THAT  THAT  WAS  NOT  TO  BE 

WE  JOINED  THE  GANG  IN  MILDENHALL 

TO  CONTINUE  DOING  TIME 

AND  SPEND  THE  EVENINGS  SIPPING  ON 

A  LAGER  AND  A  LIME 


*# 

ANOTHER  ROUND  OF  BITTERS 
ANOTHER  TOSS  OF  DARTS 
ANOTHER  DAY  OF  SUFFER IN  THROUGH 
A  COCKPIT  FILLED  WITH  FARTS 
JUST  GOT  A  BRAND  NEW  ROOMATE 
THEN  ANOTHER  TWO  OR  THREE 
GETTING  USED  TO  STANDING  IN  A  LINE 
JUST  TO  TAKE  A  PEE 


THE  BEST  WE  CAN  LOOK  FORWARD  TO 

IS  A  LOUSY  3  DAY  PASS 

A  CREW  BUS  A  0  DARK  THIRTY 

OR  JUST  S ITT IN  ON  YOUR  ASS 

I  HOPE  THEY  LAUNCH  THE  '  *' BRAVO"  SOON 

NEED  A  CHANGE  OF  SCENERY 

IT'S  RAINED  FOR  FOURTY  DAYS  AND  NIGHTS 

AND  MY  SOCKS  ARE  TURNING  MOLDY 


** 


I  REMEMBER  BRAVO  SQUADRON 
HASN'T  CHANGED  IN  15  YEARS 
DINNERS  RAMEN  NOODLES 
FOLLOWED  BY  TWO  DOZEN  BEERS 
BETTER  GET  THIS  FAT  BUTT  MOVING 
AND  SET  DOWN  TO  THE  GYM 
SO  I  CAN  BE  BACK  IN  TIME 
TO  DO  IT  ALL  AGAIN 


WE  THOUGHT  THE  WAR  WAS  OVER 


BUT  THE  PUNCHBOWL  STILL  HAD  TURD 
THEY  SENT  US  OFF  TO  TURKEY 
FIND  A  "WHEY"  TO  FEED  THE  KURDS 
GO  SHOPPING  IN  THE  ALLEY 
GET  A  COLLAR  FOR  YOUR  COAT 
GOING  BROKE  JUST  SAVING  MONEY 
NEVER  SEEN  A  BARBECUED  GOAT 


7- Xl- 


2823  Weed  Dusk  Bead 
Virginia  Beaeh,  VA  t3k$6 
June  15,  1981 


Jeseph'  f.  Tune, 

Head  Prefesser  ef  English 
Department  ef  English 
New  bailee  •  State  University 
Bex  3£/Laa  Cruces,  NM  88003 

Dear  Prefesser  Tusei 

I  kart  finally  keen  akle  te  ferret  a  few  keurs  fer  typing  up 
seme  ©f  tke  Werld  War  Twe  and  peat-war  SAC  parediea  fer  yeu,  per  my 
premise.  I'm  enelesing  tke  first  “hatth*  and  will  send  tke  kalanee 
witkin  a  week  er  twe.  Please  aeeept  my  apelegy  fer  tide  delay  kut  I 
am  proceeding  as  fast  as  1  can  under  tke  circumstances.  I  have 
several  P.O.W.  efferts  te  add  which  may  alse  ke  ef  interest,  but  I 
must  de  seme  digging  through  my  eld  papers  te  lecate  them. 

I  hepe  yen  will  find  seme  use  fer  this  material.  Geed  luck  ©n 
yeur  puhlieatien.  Feel  free  te  keep  it  all  until  yea;  are  finished. 

Cerdially  yeurs, 

/  & 

HAROLD  F.  KORGER 

Celenel,  TJSAF  (Retired) 


ends 

The  Air  Perce  Salvatien  Seng 

Cruisin'  Dewn  tke  Runway 

Tke  Disc  Drives  the  Seller 

leu  Can  ^ell  a  Figk&er  Pilet 

These  Messers ckmitts  are  Breaking  Up... 

As  Flak  Gees  By 

I'll  Bemk  Gelegne 

Sixteen  Runs 

In  a  Bin-  Inner  Sanctum 

Carikeup  and  Limestene . . . 

Tke  Last  ef  the  Bemkardiers 
Tke  Last  ef  tke  Titaneer# 

*Twas  tke  Night  Befere  Christmas 

Standing  en  the  Runway 

Ok,  Why  Did  I  Jein  the  Air  J?ns*£ 

My  a.c. 

The  Peer  Navigater  Lay  Dying 
Dirty  Gertie  Frem  Binerte 
Geme  On  and  Jein  tke  Air  Cerps 
Beneath  a  Bridge  in  Sieily 
Stella,  the  Belle  ef  Fedella 
Springtime  in  Alaska 
Pusan  University 


My  Wil4  Eyed  Kaydet 
'Twas  a  Geld  Winter's  Evening 
Ballad  of  Tern  Deeley 
Tke  Premised  Land 
(Cul  de  SAC) 


2828  ¥eed  Dusk  Read 
Virgiata  Beaek,  YA  23456 
Juae  2,  1981 


Praf .  Jesepk  F,  Tua* 

Dept.  ef  Eaglisk 

New  Mexiee  State  Uaiversity 

Las  Cruees,  NM  88003 


Lear  Prefesser  Tuse: 

I  kave  just  returaed  frea  a  trip  aad  feuad  yeur  letter  ef  May  l4tk  awaitlag 
me.  I  will  get  ay  aaterial  tegetker  just  as  seea  as  pessikle  aad  ferward  it  te 
yeu.  Please  aatieipate  a  sligkt  delay  as  I  kave  sereral  pressing  matters  te 
attead  te  kef ere  I  earn  get  kaek  te  tke  seag/paredy  prejeet.  Seas  ef  tke  paredies 
are  ia  relatively  peer  eeaditiea,  legiklity-wise,  aad  I  will  aest  prekakly  kave 
te  re-type  tfeea  kef ere  dispa tekiag  tkea  te  yeuj  ke  assured,  kewever,  I  will  attead 
te  tkis  uadertaklag  witkeat  aadue  delay. 

¥ken  did  yea  retire  aad  wkere  were  yeu  statieaed?  I  was  ia  SAC  fer  as  leaf 
as  tkere  kas  keea  suek  esMaaad,  witk  tke  exseptiea  ef  tke  Werld  ¥ar  II  years  (meet 
ef  wkiok  were  speat  ea  tke  wreag  side  ef  a  barked  wire  eaelesurs) .  I  flew  as 
keakardier  aad  (later)  as  radar-aavigater  ea  Bslkj^>efiki?*$,  i3a£* ' B-24,  B-29, 

B-50,  B-47  and  B-52  (alse  eaa  keast  erne  ride  ea  tkat  new  uakaewa  keast,  tke  B-l8i) 

I  kepe  te  kave  sewetkiag  ©ut  te  yeu  witkia  tke  aext  tea  days  te  twe  weeks. 


Siaserely, 


J 

HAROLD  F.  KORGER  & 
Celeael,  CSAF  (Retired) 


t  Under  the  Apple  Tret*  ^ 
der  the  apple  tree 
&ls6  but  me,  anyone  else  but 

lon't  sit  under  the  apple 
i  anyone  else  but  me, 
arching  home. 

:in'  down  lover's' lane 
;lse  but  me, 

>ut  me.  Anyone  else  but  me, 
iOn't  go  walkin'  down  lover '/s 


lse  but  me  ' 
arching  home, 
rd  fpom  a  guy  who  heard 
next i door  to  me . 
et  just  loves  to  pet  ! 
ou  to  a  "T". 
under  the  apple  tree, 
lse  but  me, 

arching_home. _  I 

ng,  the  whole  shebang 
sweet  and  true, 
t  out  and  came  right  back 
raph  of  you. 

ars  a  Yeller  Ribbon 


T,  British  Airmen's  Sonp 

p™  S  sheehce 

I've  $  SS  £  Zn™  311  ^  Uf° 
And  TWOPENCE  to  lend,  . 

And  TWOPENCE  to  send  home  to  my  wife 
No  carps  have  I  to  grieve  me,  7  - 

T?mPhetty  llttle.girls  to  deceive  me. 

I  m  happy  as  a  king,  believe  me 

(CH?RUS)U“8’  r0Ulng 
Rolling  home,  rolling  home 
Rolling  home >  rolling  home. 

By  the  light  of  the  silvery  mpon. 

Happy  is  the  day  when  the  Air  Corps 
gets  its  pay 

As  wo  Eo  rolling^  rolling  home. 

I  ve  got  FOURPMCE,  jolly  joIlVFOURPK~ 

life  P0UaPa,CI:  t0  last  “  all  my 

I've  got  TWOPENCE  to  spend. 

And  TWOPENCE  to  lend,  '  ' 

NOPENCE  to  send  home  to  m%  wife 
-  -^HORUSj_ 

I've  got,  WOPBflSrjolIj-jJxry-TOopigjcg 
T . Ve  got  ^'OlENCE  to  lac  „  me  all  my  life 


w  -A.  Cl  A.  v  11 

k  she  wears  a  yeller  ribbtn,  And^OPEN^tf  Snd° 
xn  the  winter  and  the  sumtierNOPENCE  to  send  home  to  my  wife 

y’  -Jmm} _ 7  * 

x've  got  NOPSNCE  jolly  jolly  NOPENCS 

T  f  VP  1STAD  T7TM nTP  j.  _  n  ° 


r,  "Why  the  decoration"? 

1.  t  _  x» _ 


t's  fur  my  lover  „ho  is’fur.I've  Sot  SiS  fU-y^olly  NOPEMCE  "  ' 
Fur  away.  Fur  away."  ’t”  f!f  ES  last  ,me  aU  my  life 


Fur  away.  Fur  away." 
kin'  cows  or  mowin'  hay. 


I've  got  NOPENCE  to  spend 
,  ,  ”  |  And  NOPENCE  to  lend 

fj  hTs;;  hone  to  my 


|wife  J ) 


n  the  Flying  Trapeze 
s  happy  but  now  I'm  forlorn 
oat  that  is  tatter'd  and 

wide  world  to  fret  and  to  ' 

maid  in  her  teens, 
t  X  loved,  she  was  hand*- 

knew,  her  to  please, 
ould  please  her  one  quarter 


Troubles 


rack  up  your-;  troubles  in  your  old  kit 
Vu. ?ag-’  and  smile,  smile,  smile.  .  - 
While  you've  vlu-ci-fcr  to  light  your 
.gag,  . 

Smile,  boys,  that's  the  style _ 

What ' s  the  use  of  worrying? 

It  never  was  worth  while,  SO _ 

Pack  up  your  troubles  in  your  old  kit 
bag,  '  . 

And  smile,  smile,  smile  I 


the  flying  trapeze. 

through  the  air  with  the 
f  ease, 

oung  man  on  the  flying  ' 

re  graceful,  all  the  girls 
Lease,  !  j 

j  has  purloin'd  away. 


Auld  Lang  Sv-  e 


forgot 

forgot 


Should  aiild  “acquaintance 
And  never Ibro't  to  mind? 

Should  au^.d  acquaintance 
And  days  of  auld  lang  sy. 

For  aul'd^ang  syne,  my  d 
For  auld  lang- synej 

We'll  tak'  a  cup  o'  kindness  yet 
-  or  auld  lang  syne , 


ar. 


"BENEATH  A  BRIDGE  IN  SICILY" 


Beneath  a  bric-ga :  In  Sicily, 

One*  cold  end  wintry  day, 

Besides  c.  busted  fighter  plane, 

Its  fomor  pilot  lay. 

His  throat  was  out  by  a  bracing  wire, 
Tho  gas  tank  had  hit  his  hcadj 
4ind  ho  1  istenod  to  these  dying  words ,  . 
His  young  observer  said: 

"Wo1 re  going  to  a  bette:  land, 

Where  everything  is  bright} 

Whore  money  grows  on  bushes, 

And  you  shack  up  every  night, 

"You  never  have  to  work  at  all, 

Not  even  to  change,  your  socks} 

And  llttlo  drops  p£#whiskoy, 

Cone  triekling  dowiytho  rocks,"  | 

H.  /'  -  :  ’  :  ;;  III  11  ^  ■  f  ■  ■  !  P’ 

Then  tho  pilot, a^t^od  a  lest  few  words 
Bof pro  ho  passed '  a^qyjj  i 

"I 'll  toll  you  how:'  lt  happened- 
Tho.ipropollor  ranjj^pty,  :  :  * 

"Tho  engine  wouMnH'  hit  ct  all,  ; 

Tho  gas  was  to*  top  fewj  :  •  1  ' 

Thon  a  bullot  hit  the; gas  tank,  •**" 
And  tho  gas  erne  leaking  through, 

"Gh,  I'm  going  to  a  bettor  land, 

Where  engines  always  run} 

Whorp  eggnogs  grow  on  eggplants, 

And  pilots  grow  a  bun, 

’"Ihoy  hpvc  no.in^prcpptors,  ) 

No  Junkers  thirt^fojur, '  1  .  ;  ’ 

And  |groat  big  iroafod  ^nlops  j  ] 

Arc  !fipop  in  ovBry  store."  .  :  nJ 

r  ^  AfilH. :  11  i  M  I  ;4  A 


Tho  observe  *oid  to  the  pile 
tfT  hoavowmrd  thoyflcv. 

I,,ow>  wo  doe  Saint  Peter 


j.^  £~  tQi  ^salves  aono  brand  no 
taJ  back  to  orrth  WofXl  fly i 

Untift^  thooo  lousy  krauts 


day  thoy  cUo. 

e°iog  to  A  bot 
Wo  11  jazz  there  every  ni 
■^nd  the  cocktails  grow  on 
bo  a very  one  stays  tight, 

"They* vo  torn  up  ell  the  cclcnc 
Thoy* vo  busted  all  tho  clocks, 
‘*nd  scotch  and  rye  and  bourbon 
j olio  blowing  dovm  tfoo  rocks* !f 


4*1  *«* 


B-17  Sows'°of td  1  wSgg*1^  WCS  th°  Cfin0n  Pr°P°rty  of 
thoxv-proagnt  ^  W8  ^  t0  th°  °f  U' 

Now,  c°ri°  all  you  airmen  if  you  want  to  hear,  ! 
Jhv,  story  of  c  breve  eviatcor.  I 

Casey  Jones  was  the  pilot's  nrno,  ! 

On  a  big  four  ongino,  hQy9,  ho  won  his  for».i 

2?Cn  r?0y  ¥arke  Cgso”  HP  it  was  black  as  sin,  <  > 

Operations  told  Caaoy  that  tho  target's  Berlin.  : 

t0U  by  Wao®  <»  tL  nap,  H  ! 
fh^t  this  was  gonna*  be  his  final  lop. 

CHORUS: 

Casey  Janos,  lines  on  tho  amp, 

Cosoy  Jones,  his  final  lap, 

Casey  Jones,  linos  on  tho  nap- 
Xos,  this  was  gonna*  bo  his  final  lap. 

The  no  jar  said,  "Boys,  there'll  be  sono  flak. » 

Casey  could  toll  by  this  that  ho  wouldn't  be  back* 

Ho  turned  to  his  crow  and  this  is  what  ho  said,  * 

Wo  re  gonna*  nako  it  to  Berlin  but  wo *11  all  bo  dead, 

Casey  walked  into  tho  drying  roon. 

He  hollered  for  his  clothing  with  an  awful  boon. 

The  sergeant  know  by  tho  bastard's  groans, 

-that  tho  nan  at  tho  counter  was  Cesay  Jones, 

CHORUS.: 

Casey  Jones,  thp  nan  at  tho  counter*.  ,  .  j  j 
Casey  Jones,  by  his  noons  hnd  groans,  l:  '■  'I  i 

Casey  Jones,  th^jaan  at  tho  Counter-  •: 

Xos,  tho  nan  afy^hj)  counter  ms  Co.  sojr  JonosJ  ]! 


Casoy  took  off  an  all  ho  left  was  smoko L  i(  |  ! 
Ho  saia,  I  vc  got  a  prepont  for  tho:  HUbniMOLk. 
poy  nay  got,  no  but  X  *n  |i^ro  to  I  toll,  ,  H  ; ' 1 
Thoro'H  bej  h  lot  of  H(ps|ls  dovhin  hoU.u  |  !;i 


|  [|(P  ontifiuod  ’on ;  nejft  pjjjgoi ) 


The  feme  a  up  over  Bunehsy  twonty-cight.  ■ 

Casey  could  t$li  they  were  senna*  bo  late.1 
Ho  o ailed  up  the  leader  ever  vhf,  !  ;  i 

Said,  Wd  better  hurry  w  or  wcUlaU  bo  loft.” 

CHORUS: 

Casey  Jonog4  wo’d  bettor  hurry  up* 

Gassy  Jonog,  or  wo* 11  all  bo  left* 

Cagey  Jonas,  w©f&  better  hurry  up- 

los,  wo*d  better  Jnirry  up  or  we*  11  aH  be  loft 

NowCasoy  was  tfyiM  *$*!*  diamond  that  day,  Jj 

T!h-jr««V  I'll  bo  easy  prey, 

r*?r®  s„Sonna»  bo  *  d«#atlon  oaoiru?  to  m.  ' 


I  You  hear  your  engine  spit, 

[You  see  your  prop  come  to  a  stop,  ' 

Tour  goddam  engines  quit. 

The  ship  won't  float,  you  cannot  swim 
The  shore  is  miles  behind 

Oh  what  a  dish  for  the  crabs  and  fish, 
But  you  will  never  mind! 

Chorus. 


Come  on  and  get  promoted 
As  high  as  you  desire, 

You’re  riding  on  the  gravy-tr 
If  you  re  an  Army  flier. 

But  fust  when  you're  about  to 
A  general,  you'll  find 
Your  motors  cough,  your  wine 
And  you  will  never  mind! 

Chorus. 


AJ/}A>£ 


*/ 

ASirJfC—  x  t*//Kr 
b/dhbS—  •'  »*  »/ 


FORCE  ASSOCIATION 


P.  O.  Box  5534 
Washington,  D.C.  20016 


Honorary  Chairman : 

Curtis  E.  LeMay,  CG  20  AF 

Executive  Director : 

Richard  M.  Keenan,  444  Gp 
(202)  337-2799 


May  12,  1981 


Assistant  Chairmen: 

Haywood  S.  Hansell,  CG  21  BC 
D.  O.  Monteith,  C/S  58  Wg 
Ernest  Moore,  CG  7  FC 
Leland  S.  Stranathan,  DCO  315  Wg 

Honorary  Directors: 

August  W.  Kissner,  C/S  20  AF 
Harold  H.  Twitchell,  S/G  20  AF 
David  A.  Burchinal,  Hq  20  AF 
John  W.  Carpenter,  Hq  20  AF 
Paul  S.  Emrick,  Hq  20  AF 
Francis  H.  Griswold,  Hq  20  AF 
Crocker  Snow,  Hq  73  Wg 
Hewitt  T.  Wheless,  Hq  314  Wg 
Kenneth  H.  Gibson,  6  Gp 
Henry  C.  Huglin,  9  Gp 
Earl  L.  Johnson,  9  Gp 
David  Wade,  9  Gp 
Samuel  C.  Gurney,  Jr,  16  Gp 
John  A.  Roberts,  Jr,  19  Gp 
Carl  R.  Storrie,  29  Gp 
George  W.  Mundy,  39  Gp 
William  Kenneth  Skaer,  40  Gp 
Douglas  C.  Polhamus,  330  Gp 
James  N.  Peyton,  331  Gp 
Winton  R.  Close,  444  Gp 
Alfred  F.  Kalberer,  462  Gp 
Paul  K.  Carlton,  468  Gp 
James  V.  Edmundson,  468  Gp 
Arnold  T.  Johnson,  497  Gp 
Jack  J.  Catton,  498  Gp 
Morris  J.  Lee,  499  Gp 
John  E.  Dougherty,  500  Gp 
Boyd  Hubbard,  Jr,  501  Gp 
Kenneth  O.  Sanborn,  502  Gp 
Glen  W.  Martin,  504  Gp 
Robert  A.  Ping,  505  Gp 
Charles  W.  Sweeney,  509  Gp 
Paul  W.  Tibbets,  Jr,  509  Gp 
Kenneth  R.  Powell,  21  Fgt  Gp 


Dear  Professor  Tuso: 

Reference  your  letter  to  the  editor  in  the 
current  issue  of  AIR  FORCE,  the  enclosed 
copy  of  a  song  shfeet  we  used  at  Basic 
Training: in  Miami  Beach  in  early  1943  may 
be  of  interest# 

H Bless  them  All 11  was  another  favorite  at 
the  time# 


Sfimcerely# 


Executive  Director 


som 


RS  OELY  FOOL  II\>  G 


)£•;'  All  v;e  4o  isj.sing  the  payroll 
ky,  All  we  do  is  I  sign  the  payroll 
IgpAll'  we  do  is /sign  the  payroll 


%.  /g/t/ 


:  SI OUF  KSARTSB  ■  ?: 


m 


Around  her  neck  she  wore  a  yellow. 
:n:;-V  i?  .  g  ribbon,'! ’/s 

She  wore  it  in /December -and  in' the 
I'..:  I  'month  of  May,*-  ■- 

4no..  if  you  asked  her  why  the  hell 

she  wore 'it, 

e  wore  it  for  a  private  who  was.' 

-  hiy :  ' ' .  -  _!  -- / -.far  far  away  5 -  -p 


Over  -there 


uckle 


mm 


BLESS  THCM  ALL 


Bl. (88  TM CM  ALL.*  * 
ittii  TH*M  ALL* • 

The  LON#  J*M©  THE  SHOR T  AMO  THE  TALL  - 
©LEES  ALL  THE  BLOND  1  If  AND  ALL  THE  IRONfTTtt 
EACH  MAN’S  HARRY  TO  TAKE  WHAT  HE  SET# 

Boy  we*f*E  giving  the  eye  to  them  all. 

The  one#  that  attract  or  arralL 

For  Mass » e  and  Susie 

You  CAM*T  SE  TOO  CHOOSY 

WHE*  YOU*RC  IN  ©AMR,  BLESS  THEM  ALL. 


jeb 


ANSWERED  DEC  1  2 

of  f  man,  photographer 


san  francisco  international  airport 

san  francisco,  ca.  94128  (415)  282-0222 

12/0a/83 


Bf  II  Getz  Esquire 
The  Redwood  Press 
P0  Box  3323 
San  Mateo  CA  94403 

Dear  Bill: 

With  rrTjTflve  week  Poland  trip  behind  me  and 
a  lotta  catching  up  to  do,  haven't  made  It  to 
the  Club. 

Picked  the  enclosed  up  from  a  retired  Scot 
Colonel.  Claims  all  are  mostly  authentic 
Aussie  war  songs. 

Sending  them  to  you  In  case  you  Intend  doing  a 
"Son  of  the  Wild  Blue  Yonder"  book. 


Cheers 


!  T  ho  Dlggar  Hat. 

X#f*  *o«  sma  114*  in  toy*  gas*  hy. 

Trm.  Bria,to  Duaetoot 
Top  hat*  thefc  strive  to  rofwh  tho  rty, 
And  olfth  oops  oroua*  tim  looi 
The  eooibere  on*  tho  etoe&naa 

the  tofd  tl^  it  i^rswrita 

ftft  yt^p 

I  have  seea  mm  I say  tm&my*  ■ 

All  the  olty  fashion*  know 
■  Sim  hosdsr.ieit  the  pospkpio  -  ■  - 

Sift  it*  ereum  so  euy  lowr  .  ■ 

1 1 m»;«wi  tho  onogaoi,*  r»Ho 
Tfe*  turtfin  an4  the  fea  -  . 
i«4  *U  the  hot*  that  oat  atyle 
.  ..  Ms  lyfeey  to  mam* 

1  ■  .-  .  ’’  "  ‘  * . 

Sot  there  *  hat  T,a  waring# 

.  Ait!  I  thtafidt  beat*  1 3*m  *& 

0»p*  to  Son  ftasietaoo 
Mo  *elb®ora  to  Aibelmii 
Fwr  its  Wan  la  ssftny  ooMatry* 

At*  la  each  it  did  it*  ftm 
M*  tim  *ad  and  *1*01  of  Ham** 
Biaoi,*  Hoot  *ai  gioro 

! 

%  r#a  grout  to  -boot  rabbit,*  fur 
atm,oef*aset  oW  own 
Ait  ae*  #o  olicfc  o*  goUabot  mm 
Thofewaiee  hoot*  *4er&j  >•■  - 
F«p  it  ha*  am  at?  of  Aanti«  ■ 

QX| !  ftoeo  *®st  hooe  A  trta&t 
M  fiooi  oU  mm  «Syio  that  loot* 
to  giety  or  *tho  sUdSe. 

r  ■.•;  ; .  , 

It  exude*  tho  small  of  $*§  losmta  - 
Mi  okoo  to.  *wM%r  tonA 
tat  It  oft«  mehe*  ao  hanoaletE 

la  thia  iftiootdbdNo-gant'*’'  .  — -'  - 
it  Want*  for  right  uni  Cahoot  • 
Ait  ;  Ao  outsit  most  aero  then  that 

^I^th.WOWrW, 

Wnwmu,  .  .  „  ,r  I,  ■„  ,  , .  *  —  ., ,  -  ■■•»..-  ' 


’$1  Q&UAmma  #41# 

|;t*tt#lt  toot  *o*o  waoh  ilia  Bhristaa*** 

f  l  at  •*&  oth*r*» throat*, 

*  ngstiag  one  another  -:;;■ 

*Ma£  Mlloy  goat* 
f  mi*  «o  polish  v®  tho  aiotar* 

^  A»iag  » t^eimfc  trill 
|»  tartly  toons  tho  am»- 
|jr  ®*bo  WIMag  of  goodwill  =•-/ 

W'  '  •  -•*  . 

^ftiw  «o  A  mm  fr«  tnarift 

§1  pm  ho  au#it  to  Jam* 

ObeA  *al  ni—ii  tti£»i  m 
To  th»MS  yoftra  ago 
;^4  AeacA  saw  cod*  ter*  oo»»  aai  pm* 

#*  Aittim  yoRTt  ho*  post**  «*sy# 
Sho^tidrc*  ho  too^it  M*  fottomr*  . 

i»  toagM;  tt*o  loo*  ant  friendship  -■ 

L-  ^  ^  ^8*«wwt  *at  ottoi^t 
Satb  eo^i  sight  to  th*  doo«t  thing 
*;.' iad  ttf*f  aat  holy  hi*  ssotog  - 
Teid  of  th*  goot  isearitttQ 
j-*  JAo  the  traareilor  UA 

fesohia  a.  mig  of  footaro  -  - 
_  kA  *ff*ret  hia  moaho 


ast  to  fi^ht  hit  imii^or 
Tan  hi*  mSm  or  stool  hi*  Ao*t 
^  ImtMot  li«*  ohont  hi»  '  . 

^itttho  oa«a*r  o^  tho'  *«ro*t 


Mb  mm  mm  *i^i 
J  lot  goto  tho.  «mrt  o  r««t - 
Sh^*A  haoido  thoro  firo*  «nd  aoAii 
Htai  foeii  Aot  peooo  mi*  ho*% 


c  '  *  :  '■  -'Aro  ?  *i 


AA  MOfthoMi  o»  oro  Ihcoot  tori* 

#?tto  writ  of  Aing*  fh^amtll . 

^  w  orn  *oott*r  mtlor*  Maw 
"ffti'ftotiil  Hoo  Wo- tiaas*  tfanx"-- 

%  Moot  Wo  as*ah  ftft  Me 

*  ****  iO  feittr  *iA 
-  %  MototsMS*  ^  -  6  :■■  - 


i.  :v''  .  v  *bor  SKxs&T  Prtr&tm*  ■''-■■-t. 

***** *  Yfeta*  tiipoa  tlU  it 
.  w*fgba  siaOUP  a  ton  \-.V-.  _ 

■SIS®  t9ab$KI&3^l  0»d  yourOtM&t 

1  -  ®ai4  for  all  pr  alas  />  ,. , ■' : ';.  ;;' 

9%isaSti04  la  tb#  dwrteaa*,  fail*®  dose  -.=  •.. 

assd  borkod  .yoor  itilaa*  •  - . .--.  „ _ • 

fia  thaa  tsy  lad  #  you  taw  yoa'fero  a  juisato# 

dajftrasMd  sndMsod  sold  «wi.rii»airy  fa  fb#  oartlaim  * 

“W  tta.«i4  tart  is*ta*y  wad  jw:^  :  :.  . 

»®*t mm  txmm  tariUr  « ^  .  ..  in. 

a  J£*  %^2y  Gfftar  tafjtoi  with  a  fag  #or 
off  your  tat#;  ~*-;/n- 

y^4  think  yau.d  tat  ta  bloody  war  tba  fiy 

i,  ..tafSv-jnr-wf  ■‘tarta^.—T  - - ^ 

.;fM4  tat  you  mill  ooroo  yw  fottwi  Jab  osprimt# 

man,  yoa,T*  #»*pt  awl  oorstad  tba  oodktaso  -~  ‘  '  - 
._.  tatal  th*  ffsta  <»«  *y«*»»  . 

5«*  ’**’•*»  **»  |M»  *ra>  ttetm 

■-■  till  sat  of  g^a  ■  :  ..•-«£*  •■  . . 

^Shilo  &  blaatad  tootbaeba  at  m  aaESfad  .''i'tv 
.  lit*  %  Batfeorert  tanr>::  *.:■•  1  ■  :  - 

«od  iw  narrow  eoulod  tut  oote*  ted^-r,  "  ■ : 

■•  ■  .  w*m  vm  sail  14m  #ir  -.  -,  ....  n, ;...  . 

■  yoa  leotai  tbo  ta&y  rank  of '$dnj&  ;~‘ 

tad  no  taro  for  ogso  «q&  yae^r  -  • 

.  talta  rww  bloo  -in  -  .  - 

-  bid  ysm*r  slot  of  sating goldfiah  bully  bo«f  ■  r  • :; :  - : 

libon  y@%r  look  at  two  ap,*  louc/,aud  you  rimt  ■ 

-I  yoor  itwnro  -■,*-  -  .... 

fan  ywi  tat  drook  to  mm  oa  tat  t ■ 

* gggg|  j^t  '.T-'  '  ^  "  - 

s jta  tCta  «ut  ywtaarta  a  tad  :  :  .J. 

I  aboultat  grt* alo,ao 

. dry^rkf**  ^  -  ■'■•■■'  -■ 

pwp  I  hmm  9W»  dlakw  ootbara  ta  will  ataya  T 


war  «tat  tat  for  «r»r  ta  tta  ta 

i  1 tesra*€--t  %#i®  “ 

Jwa  ta  m  wr,U  Ml  ta  C.3.M,to  $o  ta  ta 
bla  ttaad" 

4»1  to  glad  tad  w»  WWW  only  Bloody  ^rlvatiu 


•  .  ‘  .  lOSHpfr  **.<**•  ^  ^  ^  ^  ^ 

8«w  if  a  Mortar  cop*  *e  *hen  the  «h*li*M«e '  !  " 

falling  thlok  .  . 

IhoP*  I  «o  *h«r*  battlers  go  and  meet  old!  I"*. "  ** 
„  Mick  \  ~ 

t ho  ear*  that  Saaals  ©rot*  about  ©ho  **»««. 
and  had  *  go  ;  ’  ?5‘ f  *  _■  ^ 

®a  the  rugged  slopes  ef  dnsao  our  twentyyears  ' 


fhia  Miofc  ©as  a  Dfnin»>ussi*,  «ad  M*  dafceaT/  ~  ~ 

*****  all  the  s*a#:^  .  *•*  '- 

I  hop*  th#y,U  cob®  sal  groat  m  Itxm.  th«  d*rii 

oali*  »y  naaoj  *^ -,**■-  ,,r  -  '  *T. 

"or  **#11  ha?*  amdh  in  Sons&aa  spit*  ©f  *> .  ';  ^  ■  /{ 

twenty  year*  betwN*» '  •  / 

m**  will  know  tha  traska  X,y©  travailed  and  the  piaae# 
.  where  X,ve  beatt^f' 

1  know  i,il  oix  aim  all  those  blokes  i  th*y,ll  apaak 
ay  language  to #*;■£  -  •"•  •  .  ^ 

talk  of  boar  and  fight**  and  fua  the  nay 
th*y  ua*d  to  do, 

Va9ll  all  *it  dom  aad  rool  a  cask*,  and  yara  of  this 
and  that,  .. 

frea  Bulyorio  to  Ssotigo,  f roa  bourko  to 

Ballarat*  .  ,  ’  ,  '  ’  / 


Sut  Ginger  Mick  Ijm  dreaming  for  your  her© 

,  with  u©  today  ■■■ r  :  J  ••■"-. 

Wit&  a  fag  etude  |£  your  hatband  in  the  sw&oold  ’  ' 
e&releaa  ©ay*  ■  ■*■•-’;“'■■  "*.»  —  . 

dad  the  lofty  eraga  Of  Queensland  is  ©alking  by 

^  S^*  •  («/ 

dad  little  Smith  of  Collingaood,  you  bat  h*,s 
©ith  US  too*  .■  •••■  ■  ■■  *:■  ■ 

JHring  «Mt  to  sarg*at  sapors  ia  tha  ©ay  he 
used  to  do 


£har*a  tha  .ear#  that  ©or«  pyjama  yea*  th#’-.. ' 
tloks  t&g  el*au»d  hit  teeth,  v  ^ 

1114  ^  chfp  aat^r  Sd«i  a  paiishfd 

bayonet  ‘  „  _ .  . 


1  gaass  th*y  ara  aaieh  tha  as m  to  day  sa  Diggers 
orer  ©ora  -  .■■: ■  ,-!%  -<r~ ... 

fh^r  ploy  up  ahUa  oa  Cairo  leara  and  drihk  and 
fight  and  wmuftjg,  . . 

m*ar,*r  considered  hard  to  handle  and  4«y  soaai 
about  tha  stw  #  . . .  . 

Sut  it,  a  sehd  ras  Bipoaisd  gHuca  '  "  * 

■*h*u  th«ra,a  dirty  ©ark  to  da*  ,•  . .  .  ~T-  *; 


¥H*<- 


m--  -  ■  topftr  t&n. 

?£##**  ft  fl*ft  boond#befobo«ad  dag  oat 
Ij»  JpU<w*  toy  QfilX  torch 

I  often  «s»4  to  mt  *y  wtry  beti#» 
1*0*  fcanld  bow  of  aid  toy .  ....  '  - 

0£pi*ft  tlto  of  to  Haw 
oftoftrpooab  Bm'mai  algr  ami  *md  and  stonot 

9<w  f  to  to  anto  «ad  pnato  - 
ki4pL4  <mr8#  tho  «rtd  land 
wjjr*  aellm  cl  tobte&s  bolliftd  In  bl m 
ohjpb*  longing  for  &  abowar  '  ■•  • * 

dap  to  lay  to  gritty  ato 
ThpWow  ia  t©  ay  dcgoofe  in  %atrdh 


Tho  mibox  On  to  «i*0 
to  this  tot  ia  to  to  4u*ty# .  . 

to  It  i«*t  aortb  &  boot 
Itoould  too  ft  »Uito  oaroi 
Co  Oaggort  ft  btoloooft 
out  todurd*  tor*  to  **0Arpa*at  •  - 
Paoeja  baetofe  to  iftft*  a*7#ft 
%  to**  to  I  Art  liaotag 
tft'ilpjlSto«p»-*»to«^  , 

tol  itU*  to  bant  to  ooifor* 
m,  m  ct to  hw  torf  koto* 
to  xasfcllatlea#*  soft  bgrgialo  , 

.  to  ^ftUe  of  aaaftty  00*  - 

it  sigbtlto  toft  flam  Mt#  m-  ■ .. 

to  by  ft»y  wo  to*  to  Hy» 

A  toltofti  littl*  waeto 
1*  tot  pinto  oft  to  rlto 

««  u«ft  *a  ««r  toto*'  '- 
Bally  fe**f  or  to»  «*  tow 
to*  tod©*****  to  «wprto  -.  - 

AndSolcoB^oorU  tow 
To  ttrohftb  to  al*ft?  1ft  fttoC 
.To  *0*14  Mtft  on®  too*  to  *1** 
to  w»  to*  got  to  bo  oontaftto 
Xa  ttlf  pillbox  oft  to  too 


Oft  tho  jalga  irap  la  «$oa  a*  >V-  ■  "  ' 

fttoj£toy«r*  running  to  toro  llr#*U#f«it  Soft  ay  fttojr  dogto 
toy*?*  got  ton  otrotot  tot*  to  plftoo  to  tapotot  ton  lykto 


to  Alt  dugmith  to  toftly  -  -  .  -'■"■• 

I  alepb  in  bar  fait*  noil  f.  .,  - 

(gp—ii  mm-m S  drappod  hi*  night ly  loot 

dtp*  ftOfe  -ftOte*-  ■  ftwftpod  mwd  no.^. ._. .__  . .._ . 

1*to  wished  his  pious  in  boil  : 
i|tor  bofto  to  oaatani  «kyll»*  glevod 


Bad  iprbad.lwr  tstoftfctto  ■.■■ 

^laaw  gidfi  and  «»rlo  st»rs 

And  toft  ton*  ***»  that  stood  a  nifty  log 

And  to  l*b#Sa  of  boor  bottol* 

to  stoat  a*  of  to.  tow  v 

Wh^r#!.  fis  bettor  day*  *o  drew  1%.  ton  to  tog 


Igbs  blftalcy  pn^mmiaos  .  . ... 
toy  *0  «a<  *a*»sft  sdd  pars  toil* 
Aa4  tell  to  latest  Hat 
M  bum  oar  llttlo  plh»is|$ 

At  0*  pulton  o*  to  stote 
.  Jtt  |*  to  ft  fftvt  tosbooo*  •  - 
to  |»**y*  tori  ft  tot  «r  to 

And  to*  tontoftrtt  opoa  19 

toaj  oat  «at  *00  to  fttor 
tor  tor*t  f«lfto  ttftjoortoftd  ^ 
to  ^  toltor  istf  hi#  oyo*  ' 

'  &»  nat  bo  ol«*7*  uniting  '  ' 

•.  too  piUbox  *n  a  ns* 

«kw  tor  to  to  Mm  it ! 

mm  m  «ro  to  nog*  •  ' 

fim  of  Ito*  l«  si**  ’  - 

tor  in  footing  m^s  . 

mint  fthould  happoa ^ 
to  tot, 8  <jnit«  nan  sit* 

ftmto  ant  Berpt-  - .  ~  ' 

eilton  on  to  rloo*  .  - 


llMiil  I^aaer  ^bi  pp4 

WBBSjf  h&gg&  jtoys-,.  tn  . 


Srpit#*  poartos  r*to  ta  palootia* 
ilto  to  poor  toot 
Aftft.l  no  tot  tnft  oto  §  ay  omiooot 


ffaro-.ft  toonla  twwr  -  : 
I'lin  btt  boSco  ay  oaoo  ~ .  ' 

toft  JNI  mnoftwown- Jl  iimii  m  it  ihn'  ii  aiftl 

1  til  mi  pproci. 


mmm  mm 

Cwm4  t5r*<fi)r  P***  *“>*  »  *“•♦  Wtt 

**  ^  *** J™* ^*wn&rmSmmm8i  - 

«lok  of  l»UjW  nd  Maouit*  hot  th.  oartuho 
dont  gi**iiu 


?»3n*p#  you,3ne 


a  h**p*r.dsd  i£  wutoulftr 


rtms%  fig*  ou6  of  Mi  pooket  pitfc  *  ji» '*  ’ 

,-  ‘  else«r  Pigt  * 

**  jw>  »»U  S.  light*  lt«aiyk:Ktn 

•  tli*  oldjTcry  grin,  -----  . 

•fcrti^g  ll&tl#  of  ymt*T§  troukig#  feat  tharo  ao  " 

-  "  ?  -  ;- <  '  -5r*  •■- 

for  tawottrtyy^TO  how  through  it  an* 
wire  uotaalng  Brash  ■go  gay*  ■;..  ,,.  •  - . 

otmr#  *  *“•**  *  *  Busw*r  ma^w^U'Imi^ 

-  -  you  oa  you,?®  «ayj  .0  >  • 

for  tfc.  O?  rmtmtc  with  homm  M  tho 
...  „  M  -  ••Moaffi  se&r  you  shock  .:.  .1*  .•., 

^®Wii  n«oth  BON^i  boom***  yyn  *  ,-' 

-  .-*-  — --  Moektd  oa  at  robrvfc*. »._  (  , ;  ,,... 

***  X*m  F01**  **■*’  r#a  Auatrolioi  1 ism  t  lode 

.  .  %  »*»  ISkm  th*s# .- -  -  r 

2w*r»  tfcg  am  abo  teeiied  teii#  >»W:'  V  : . - - 

T„  «.  .  ■*  ****•*»»»  ia  throe*  * 

**“ <1***  «*v  aoi  of  lughtw 

!««*•  *ad  to#«r,  -  -  • 

1-4  l  *****  t^Sfct  tetf  tea 

C«w*3>l*afc  boro. 

®M1  they  teg  ter*  best  fop  Stiglte  ead  ?  ’., 

*ta&  **y  th*  Amtteaot  teg*i  tho*  i&m  life,**--- 

^  fMfcittt  joblceia  |%p  isig  ..x  .; 

'  **m*t»V»  trtel  "?p  '-: ' 


iSEMmi 


Sowtho  daya  were  long  and  diaaal* 


Though  the 


wildflowers  blossomed  bright* 


And  spring  bam  sun  made  liveing  glad  for  mm* 
Thera  L  '  ^ 
But  « 

Whan  we 


plenty  good  tobaeo© 
fel$  tho  drought  atvnlght, 
in  ourteats  we,d  smoke  and  yarn  of' 


.  And  the  big  bar*  slopes  atantd  ohaarlasa 
With  thera  easel  bruah.  and  rooka 
And  barley  golden  in  the  morning  llghtf 
But  n  happy  rumour ,  a  roaohad  ua 
SBslllxtg  froa  the  auaa  docks 
That  baa  aeqshow  ch&ngodllfs,s 
prespedta  ever  night* 

For  a  freigiitcr,*  berthed  In  fewfik. 

That  haa  sailed  the  aothara  aeaa 
A*  laden  to  the  decks  with  cargo  rare 
ga»a  nail  confirmed  it 
|a  aothern  breaae  . 


m 


TOTS 

■tm  dozes  tmm 


’  Cive  me  one  Biakua  Aussie 
.  Put  the  T«ak«  on  a- at  easier  - 
,  And  send  than  back  fo  Q«f  *A. 
They,  11  ha  glad  te  reoiere  the& 
f  knee  we  want  kneed  'than 


^@]| 

Borne  In  on 

8h®,a  beat  the  Japs  ami  anchored  eafely  there 


-% 


Ik 


Be  ahe, a  not  an  ocean  liner 
Just  a  ruety  battered  tramp 
With  a  tired  stoker  leaning  on  her.  rail 
But  she  heaved  the  green  aeaa  from  her 
And  we  reckon  ahe,s  a  ehaap 
For  ahe  brought  a  load  of  Aussie  beer  and  mail 

She  Woaian  Folka  Who  Wait*  - 

Tfacya  sing  praiaea  to  our  aoldiera. 

Who  fight  Ijn  diataat  lands 
Zhay  sing  prsaiaea  to  our  aailora 
Who  face  death,  an  every.  head . 

They  aing  praises  to  star  airman 
.  Who  show  the  Jape  there  hate  . ' 

Why  don,t  %agr  aing  tone  praiaea 

~  *•  “t  **”“  *“ 

They  aoea  the  papers  every  day  -  - 


»Asd 

rfhsy  only  filet  there  time  away 
*  Thare  any  be  soldiers  and  tailors 
.Mantles  big  and  strong 
.But  give  ns  one  little  Aussie 
jfhsn.  things  want  go  wrong 
tie  give  x*  one  Dinkua  Aussie 
jPut  tha  faaka  on  a  sterner 
jAad  sand  than  back  to  U*S*A* 

I'.'-,  "  , 

I  .. 

l  . :  ■,  ..  .. .  .  . 


,  To  see  she 
And  they 
Crushed 
Their  harti 
Where  see 
They  are  1< 
These 

They  t*y 
"  When  troub] 
fro®. 

*May  good 
They  reality 
That  glorit 
But  Cod 

For’ the 


-’.■M 

.-at .. 


4?~ 


bees  hurt 

that  soon  the  japs  will  be 
foot  like  dirt 

grow  heavy  each  tine  they  read 

ir  seal  has  lost  her  mate . - 

fast  the  Borrows  of  this  world 
_ folks  the, wait* 

think  of  the  time 
might  knock  at  there  door 
are  lips  an  everydaytheu^it  -  ^ . 

be  with  you,Pear  throughout  thi|Tw*r* 
the  daagera  our  boy,s  go  through  :S 
victory  msy  reach  our  gate  '  iF~"~ 

e  knows  how  hard  this  war  la  "  #■ ' 

folka  who 
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-  CONDUCTOR  1 

-  C  PICCOLO  3 

- C  FLUTE  3 

-  E[>  CLARINET  3 

-  1st  Bjj  CLARINET  2 

■  -2nd  Bj,  CLARINET  2 

-  3rd  B|>  CLARINET  1 

-  Ejj  ALTO  CLARINET  1 

-  Bfc,  BASS  CLARINET  2 

-  E\)  CONTRA  BASS  CLARINET  1 

-  OBOE  1 

-  ENGLISH  HORN  1 

-  1st  BASSOON  1 

-  2nd  BASSOON  1 

-  CONTRA  BASSOON  4 

-  1st  Ef,  ALTO  SAXOPHONE  3 

-  2nd  E[>  ALTO  SAXOPHONE  4 

-  Bb  TENOR  SAXOPHONE  1 

-  Ef>  BARITONE  SAXOPHONE 


CONDUCTOR  PART  $1.00 


BBjj  BASS  SAXOPHONE 
1st  B\)  CORNET  (Trumpet) 
2nd  Bp  CORNET  (Trumpet) 

-  3rd  Bj,  CORNET  (Trumpet) 

-  1st  &  3rd  HORNS  IN  F 

-  2nd  &  4th  HORNS  IN  F 

-  1st  TROMBONE 

-  2nd  TROMBONE 

-  3rd  &  4th  TROMBONES 

-  1st  BARITONE  T.  C. 

-  2nd  BARITONE  T.  C. 

-  1st  BARITONE  B.  C. 

-  2nd  BARITONE  B.  C. 

-  STRING  BASS 

-  BASSES  (Tubas) 

-  FIELD  DRUMS 

-  BASS  DRUM  &  CYMBALS 

-  GLOCKENSPIEL 


OTHER  PARTS  25c  EACH. 
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Condensed  Score 


Condensed  Score 


*)  Picc,  sounds  8va;  several  Piccolos  preferred  for  Trios  11  &  f, 1 1 
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NOW  THEY  RUN  FOR  YOU  AND  ME 


THERE  ARE  MANY  WHO  TALK  ROUGH  AND  TOUGH, 

TO  THEIR  CHILDREN  AND  THEIR  FAMILY. 

THEY  USE  THEIR  FISTS  AS  HAND  JESTURES 
TO  GO  ALONG  WITH  THEIR  BIG  MOUTH. 

BRIDGE: 

THEIR  RANTING  AND  RAVING, 

IS  THEIR  CHILDREN'S  ONLY  BACKBONE. 

WHEN  THEY  RUN  OFF  ON  THEIR  OWN. 

CHORUS : 

THERE'S  NO  TIME  FOR  THEIR  PITY. 

WHILE  THEY  KEEP  FORMING  THEIR  COMMITTEES. 

GOT  TO  FIGHT  TO  KEEP  THEM  OFF  THE  STREETS. 
BEFORE  IT'S  YOU, 

BEFORE  IT'S  ME,  THEY  BEAT. 

THEY  DON'T  RUN  FOR  PROTECTION  AND  LOVE. 

WHEN  ALL  THEY'VE  KNOWN  WAS  REJECTION  AND  HATE. 
AND  NOW  THEY  RUN  FOR  YOU  AND  ME. 

WILD,  RAMPANT,  MEAN,  AND  FREE. 

BRIDGE: 

HERE  AND  THERE  AND  EVERYWHERE, 

MAD  AS  DOGS  CAN  BE. 

STALKING  US  AS  THEIR  PREY. 

CHORUS : 

WORDS  &  MUSIC  WRITTEN  BY:  LISA  ROBERTSON 
C  1991  UNPUBLISHED  ALL  RIGHTS  RESERVED 
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.  T  .  t  DUKE  THE  SPOOK 

Lyric  by  Music  by 

TOHNNT  BURKE  JIMMY  Van  HEUSEN 

AS.C.A.P.  A.S.C.A.P. 

Brightly  {with  much  spirit')  i 

L  III  I  L  I  ^ 


pun  E! 


I  i 


from  the  ground,- with  shrieks  and  wails,  A  ghost -ly  fig-ure  hits  the  e  -  ther  trails, 
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BUY  UNITED  STATES/ 
WAR  SAVINGS  / 
BONDS  AND  STAMPS^ 


ANSWERED  JUN  1  6  1989 


Lightning  In  the  Sky  Ty/jz..  Atf&t  ?  ?  ' 

■'(V*  -//£  srY "  * 

Oh  Hedy  Lamarr  Is  a  beautiful  gal 
and  Madelene  Carroll  Is  too; 

but  you'll  find,  if  you  query,  a  different  theory 
amongst  any  bomber  crew 

for  the  lovliest  thing  of  which  one  could  sing, 

(This  side  of  the  Heavenly  Gates), 

is  no  blonde  or  brunette  of  the  Hollywood  set, 

but  an  escort  of  P-38s, 

Yes,  in  days  that  have  oassed,  when  the  tables  were  massed 
with  glasses  of  Scotch  and  Chamoagne, 
it's  quite  true  that  the  sight  was  a  thing  to  delight- 
men  intent  upon  feeling  no  oain, 

Eut ,  no  longer  the  same,  nowadays  in  this  game 
when  we  head  worth  from  Messina  Straits, 
take  the  snarkling  wine,  everytime  just  make  mine 
an  escort  of  P-38s. 

Byron,  Shelly  and  Keats  ran  a  dozen  dead  heats 
describing  the  view  from  the  hills. 

Of  the  valleys  in  May,  when  the  winds  gently  sway 
an  army  of  bright  daffodils. 

Take  the  daffodils,  Byron;  the  wild  flowers,  Shelly* 
yours  is  the  myrtle,  friend  Keats. 

Just  reserve  me  those  cuties,  American  Beauties, 
an  escort  of  P-38s. 

Sure,  we're  braver  than  hell - on  the  ground ,  all  is  swell-- 

in  the  air  it's  a  different  story. 

We  sweat  out  our  track  through  +-he  fighters  and  flak, 
we're  willing  to  solit  up  the  glory. 

Well,  they  wouldn't  reject  us,  so  Heaven  orotect  us 
and,  until  all  this  shooting  abates, 

give  us  courage  to  fight  'em - and  one  other  small  item _ 

an  escort  of  P-3bs? ! 


Combat  Blues 

(A  parody  on  Edgar  Allan  Poe's  "The  Raven") 


Once  upon  a  mission  dreary,  when  of  combat  I'd  grown  weary 
I  had  flown  three  hundred  hours  and  was  sure  to  fly  some  more; 
suddenly  there  came  a  knocking,  sounded  like  some  Ack-Ack  nooning, 
conning  like  the  very  Devil  Just  beneath  my  bomb-bay  doors. 

"Tis  some  Jerry"  then  I  muttered  "Trying  to  imorove  his  score, 

I  shall  use  evasive  tactics,  even  if  he  does  vet  sore". 

Turning  then  I  saw  before  me,  blacker  now  than  'eer  before, 

Ack-Ack,  bursting  close  and  heavy,  "Guess  I'd  better  turn  some  more". 

Open  wide  I  swung  the  bomb  doors  and  to  my  surnrise  and  horror, 
flashing  bright  and  fast  before  me  were  some  ninety  guns,  or  more; 
and  above  the  shraonel's  screeching,  I  remembered  then  the  briefing 
when  they  told  us,  with  much  speaking,  there  were  only  three  or  four. 

Leveling  there  I  made  the  bomb  run,  which  was  not  a  long  or  dry  one 
for  the  Varsity  was  on  duty  and  I'd  seen  their  work  before. 

Then  the  engines  coughed  and  clattered  and  the  glass  around  me  splattered 
and  I  knew  they  had  my  number ...  just  my  number,  nothing  more. 

There,  at  last,  the  bombs  were  toggled  and,  alone,  away  I  hobbled 
drawing  fifty-seven  inches  and  a  feathered  number  four. 

There  outside,  like  ducks  migrating,  was  a  drove  of  ^Es  waiting.,, 
waiting  all,  with  itching  fingers,  set  to  even  up  the  score. 

I  had  lost  the  uo  ~>er  turret  and  alone,  defenseless,  worried, 

I  became  the  scaredest  bastard  mortal  woman  ever  bore; 

'cause  each  bright  and  screaming  tracer,  coming  nearer,  ever  nearer, 
made  my  soirits  sink  within  roe...  just  my  snirits,  nothing  more. 

Then  at  last,  to  my  elation,  I  caught  uo  fo  my  formation 

and  the  EEs  turned  and  left  me,  by  the  te^s  and  by  tue  score; 

but  my  wings  were  torn  and  tattered,  a^d  my  nerves  comoletely  scattered 

and  as  far  as  I'm  concerned,  they  can  have  this  God-damned  war. 

Now  my  sinus  starts  to  seeoing  every  ^ime  they  mention  briefing 
and  for  this  they've  changed  my  gold  into  a  silver  bar. 

For  I've  had  my  fun  and  frolic  and  a  case  of  Combat  Colic; 
here  in  Cairo  with  the  Cossacks,  among  the  Eagles  and  the  Stars, 

I  have  learned  the  art  of  living  and  my  secret  I  am  giving 
to  the  rest  of  those  among  you  w'^o  mig^t  care  to  live  somemore. 

For  my  sinus  still  starts  seeming  every  time  they  mention  briefing; 
no  more  flying,.,no  more  missions, . .no  more  combat .Nevermore !!  ’ 
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Don't  give  me  a  B-45>  the  pilots  don't  g; 
back  alive 

The  MIG- 158  chase  'em,  they  soon  will 
them 

Don't  give  me  a  B-45 


Don't  give  me  a  C-54>  six  inches  of  rugs  01 
the  floor 

And  we'll  go  fat-cat 'a,  from  here  to  Kanhai 
Don't  give  me  a  G-54 
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Don't  give  me  an  F-94>  it’s  never  established 
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10  Namala  Place 


30  Jun©  1981 


Kailua ,  Hawaii  96734 


Dear  Professor  Tusos 


Thank 


a  v-  *?V?*  ^ur  response  to  mv  request  for  the  words  to 
The  Man  Behind  the  .Armor-plated  Desk*,  and  please  forgive  the  be- 

yr  ^  \Lh??  turned  out  the  situ  ation  is  m5re  compli¬ 
cated  than  I  thought  it  would  be  and  there  are  st'lll  a  number  of 
leads  to  follow  on  its  origins. 

Much  is  documented  in  '^The  Thousand  Mile  War"  by  Brian  Garfield, 
s  the  author  relates,  and  as  those  of  us  who  served  in  the  11th 

porce  in  1943  know,  "the  man"  was  Col.  Earl  H.  De  Por'd,  11th 
Bomber  Command  C.O.  who  had  a  reputation  among  us  bomber  crews  for 
being-very  conservative  in  combat.  The  first  time  I  heard  the  sono 
was  by  some  of  the  B-2£  pilots  and  I  understand  that  it  was  one  o?8 

lel/ion ■?  9dJ?°8  Re?m?nd’  wh0  ls  the  author  of  the  original 
version.  This  is  the  way  I  learned  it: 

Early  in  the  morning  when  the  engines  start  to  roar,  j 
You  can  see  the  old  goat  standing  in  his  double  Janesway  door: 

;le  sweating  out  the  takeoffs  as  he's  always  done  before. 

The  man  behind  the  armor-plated  desk. 

men  the  phantom  fleet's  reported,,  who  Inspires  our  attack?** 
too  sends  deck  level  batYle  wagons3 from  his  armor-plated  sack? 

mSJ  n0‘ slnk  them«  b°ys.  and  some  may  not  some  back" 
The  man  behind  the  armor-pla t ed  desk. 

When  the  lead  ship  starts  to  shudder  and  the  end  seems  near  at  hand, 
*0io  is  flying  on  the  sofa  with  his  headset  on  "command"? 

Who  says.  Climb  up  on  top, boys'"  with  a  mixed  drink  in  his  hand? 

The  man  behind  the  armor-plated  desk. 


he's  led 


Pour  times  he's  led  us  out  there  and  four  times 
But  he  circles  o'er  Rat  Island  while  we  go  in  to  attack. 

Who  says  I  m  hard  but  fair,  boys,  and  allersic  to  ack-ack"? 
The  man  behind  the  armor-plated  desk. 


us  back, 


1. 

2. 

3- 

4. 


A  prefab  used  for  flight  crew  quarters  on  Adak,  double  doors  for"brass 
Japanese  fleet  targets  were  elusive  and  often  fictitious. 

B-25  and  B-2o  medium  bombers  which  were  normally  flown  at 
low  level 

The  I.P.  for  missions  to  Eiska. 


am 


still  trying  to  locate  "Red  Dog"  Redmond  to  see  what  he  knows. 
However,  I  m  pretty  sure  the  above  version  is  the  original,  it  cer- 
tainly  pins  origins  of  the  song  to  the  Aleutian  campaign  which  is 
as  it  should  be.  In  the  meantime  I  have  heard  from  Richard  J.  Eorpantv 
who  flew  B-24  s  from  Shemya  in  1945.  He  sent  a  version  very  close  to 
mine  but  has  two  more  verses  and  a  chorus  which  all  pertain  to  the 


Aleutians  and  therefore  seem  to  be  authentic  additions: 


When  the  battle  is  over  and  the  boys  come  up  the  chain. 

You  can  look  out  at  the  airfield  but  your  search  will  be  in  vain. 
For  they'll  all  be  at  the  Lido^drinking  rum  and  -raising  cain, 
Singing"The  Man  Behind  the  Armor-Plated  Desk". 

Now  the  Aleutian!  war  is  over  and  the  calm  is  o'er  the  sea. 

There's  the  "Old  Man"  proud  and  happy  with  his  brand  new  D.F.C. 

Although  we  may  not  show  it,  we're  as  proud  of  it  as  he,7 
The  man  behind  the  armor-plated  desk. 

Chorus 

"Take  'em  off,  take  'em  off",  cried  the  man  from  the  rear,  g 

"So  the  runway's  socked  in  solid,  still  the  target  may  be  clear.  * 
You've  been  here  twenty  months,  boys,  and  you've  got  another  year" 
Cried  the  man  behind  the  armor-plated  (desk. 

5.  The  Aleutians  form  an  island  chain  £rom  the^  Alaskan  Peninsula  to 
Attu;  going  west  is  "down  the  chain'  and  east  is  "up  the  chain". 

6.  The  Lido  Gardens  was  one  of  the  most -freque  nted.  bars  in  Anchorage 
It  was  destroyed  in  the  1964  earthquake  and  never  rebuilt. 

?•  The  11th  AAF  was  not  noted  for  being  generous  in  making  awards. 

8.  Aleutian  weather  was  not  only  unpredicted  but  also  unpredictable. 

9.  In  the  early  years  of  the  was-,  at  least,  there  was  no  set  tour 
of  duty. 

.Some  twenty  of  us  vets  of  the  11th  AAF  gathered  at  Elmendorf  AFB 
la^t'Hugust  for  a  second  reunion  and  toured  the  old  bases  at  Cold  Bay, 
Adak,  and  Shemya.  If  anyone  has  a  hot  idea  for  another  one  in  the  next 
year  or  two,  let  me  hear  about  it. 

Aloha, 

/VU. iiXtsu 

Allen  T.  Miller 


I*  Early  in  the  morning  - 

when  the  engines  start  t©  rear 
You  ©an  see  the  eld  goat  standing 
by  his  double, "Jameaway"  door. 

He  is  sweating  out  the  takeoff 
as  he's  always  dene  before 
Safe-behind  his  armor -plated  desk. 

CHCRUSt 

Take 'em  off/  Take 'em  off/ 

■ .  '•  eried  the  nan  frea  the  rear 
So  the  runways  socked  in  solid, 
still  the  target  nay  be  clear. 

You've  been  here  twenty  months,  beys 
and  yea,!ve  get  another  year 
Cried  the  nan  behind  the  armor-plate d  desk. 

2.  When  the  lead  ship  starts  t©  shudder 
and  the  endiSeenis  ©lose  at  hand, 

Who  is  lying  op  the  sofa 

with  his  head  set  on  "Command?" 

Whe  cries.  Hake 'em  on  top  boys" 
with  a  mixel  drink  in  his  hand? 

The  men  behind  the  armor-plated  desk. 

3»  Ihen  the  phantom-fleets  reported  who  inspires  oar  attack? 

-  ones  "Hundred-Pounders  may  not  sink  •'em 

And  some  may  not  come  back. 

Decks  level  battle  wagons/" 
from  his  armor-plated  sack. 

The  man  behind  the  armor-plated  desk. 

4.  Four  times  he *s  led  us  out  there 

but  he's  always  led  us  back 
And  he  circles  e'er  Rat  Island 
while  we  go  in  to  attack. 

"Who  say  I'm  hard  bat  I'm  fair,  beys, 
bat  allergic  te  ack-ack?" 

The  man  behind  the  armor-plated  desk. 

5.  When  the  battle  is  ever  and 

the  beys  seme  up  the  "chain* 

I®a  can  leek  out  at  the  airfield 
bat  your  sea®e£  will  be  in  vain. 

For  they'll  all  be  at  the  Id  da 
drinking  rum  and  raising  calm, 

Singing—  The  man  behind  the  armor-plated 

6.  Hew  the  Aleutian  war  is  over 

and  the  calm  is  e'er  the  sea. 

There's  the  "Old  Ban*  proud  and  happy 
with  his  brand  new  D.F.C. 

Altho.  we  may  net  shew  it 
we*re  as  proud  of  it  as  he. 

The  bn  behind  the  armer-plated  desk. 


desk. 


wu  T. 
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The  "EIGHTBALLS ”  Ernie  Youngs,  Oct* 81 

The  countryside  lay  quite  &  serene,  the  day  the  44th  came  on  the  scene, 

and  tho*  they  vere  strangers  in  our  land,  we  offered  a  friendly,  welcoming  hand 

to  the  "Eightballs" 

They  arrived  too  late  to  help  "The  Few", but  they  fought  just  as  brave  on  the 
raids  they  flew. 

Young  men, some  of  them  only  boys  from  Texas, Ohio  and  Illinois,  these  were 

the  "Eightballs" 

With  funny  names  like  "SKI*  or  "CHUCK",  they  seemed  lost  at  trying  to  change 
their  "bucks"  to  "pounds"  as  they  thought  in  "bucks". 

But,  be  it  Brooklynese  or  Southern  drawl,  we  got  used  to  "Hey  Babe"  or 

"Hi »y* all "from  the  "Eightballs" 

During  their  first  cold  winter  here,  the  sound  of  their  engines  rent  the  air 
&  as  they  took  off  in  their  great  warbirds,  the  chaplain  probably  said 

these  words,  "God  speed  the  "Eightballs" 

Lined  up  on  the  runway, ready  to  depart,  each  ship  with  its  own  decorative  art 
they  struck  at  the  Emeny,  on  dangerous  missions,  in  all  kinds  of  weather,  so 

it  was  "More  power  to  the  "Eightballs" 

Whether  turning  back,  on  a  "Mission  Abort",  or  limping  home, with  injured  aboard 
they  must  have  preyed  as  they  flew  in  their  planes,  "Dear  God,  bring  us  safely 

back  home  again  and  protect  the  "Eightballs" 

From  high  in  the  sky, they  made  their  attack,  but  many  of  them  never  came  back 
and  those  who  did, would  quite  often  crash, then  the  ambulance,  with  its  siren 

wailing  would  dash  to  rescue  the. '"Eightballs" 

Once  in  the  garden,  just  playing  around,  I  watched  in  horror  as  .a  plane  hit 
the  ground 

in  minutes,  it  was  gone,  all  smoke  &  flame,  nothing  left  but  a  funeral  pyre 

for  a  crew  of  the  "Eightballs" 

Althd’  at  that  time,  when  the  World  went  wild,  I  was  only  a  very  small  child 
memories  come  flooding  back  in  array^  as  if  it  was  only  yesterday,  of  the 

happy  times  spent  withe  the  "Eightballs" 

On  Summer  evenings,  when  the  "wireless"  played, tunes  like  "Moonlight  Seranade” 
Great  Gran'dad  would  take  me  for  a  walk  by  the  base,  where  we'd  pause,  while 

he*d  smoke  his  pipe  and  talk,  with  the  "Eightballs" 

Everyday, on  returning  and  landing  their  planes,  they  rode  their  bikes  down 
the  country  lanes 

to  join  the  "locals”  in  the  village  "pub",  for  a  beer,  a  smile  and  a  hearty 

"What  cheer"  and  a  toast  to  the  "Eightballs" 

At  Christmas  time,  in  *44,  with  everything  rationed,  and  the  future  unsure 
they  collected  us  "kids"  by  the  village  green,  &  gave  us  the  best  treat  we'd 

ever  seen,  from  the  "Eightballs" 

Rumbling  along,  in  a "Deuce  aA*a  half"  we  were  well  protected  from  wintry  drafts 

&  when  we  arrived, at  the  big  airdrome,  they  really  made  us  feel  at  home, 

with  the  "Eightballs" 

Gifts  were  offered, as  a  pledge  or  a  token,  to  seal  friendships  (some  still 
unbroken) 

Even  tho*  many  years  have  passed  away,  I  still  have  a  friend,  who  I'm  proud 

to  say,  was  one  of  those  "Eightballs" 

Then  the  war  was  over,  the  foe  had  lost,  and  both  sides  had  paid,  at  a 
horrible  cost 

the  "Yanks"  returned  to  their  homes,  whence  they  came,  leaving  us  with  our 

memories  of  their  name,  the  "Eightballs" 

Its  been  many  long  years  now,  since  they  have  gone,  the  base  is  in  ruins, 
with  weeds  overgrown 

the  runways  lie  silent,  like  "paths  to  the  past"  no  more  do  they  shake  to 

the  engines  blast,  of  the  "Eightballs” 

All  around  the  place  you  can  see  rabbits  hopping, and  the  floors  of  their 
buildings  are  deep  in  bird  droppings 

but  still,  on  a  wall,  partly  covered  in  grime,  jauntly  surviving  the  ravages 

of  time,  is  the  sign  of  the  "Eightballs" 

Not  many  are  left,  of  the  original  crowd,  but  each  year  some  return,  to  stand 
with  heads  bowed 

and  as  they  offer  their  silent  tribute,  I  join  them,  and  together 

we  proudly  salute, "THE  EIGHTBALLS" 

and  GOD  BLESS  THE  "EIGHTBALLS" 

Ernie  was  born  &  raised  near  Shipdham 
now  lives  in  London.... 


Note: 


Joe  Warth. 


ERNIE  G.W. YOUNGS 
30  ARTHUR  ROAD 
HOLLOWAY,  N7  LONDON. 


Come  On  and  Join  the  Air  Corps 

Come  on  and  join  the  Air  Corps 
It's  a  grand  bunch  so  they  say. 

We  never  do  no  work  at  all. 

Just  fly  around  all  day! 

While  others  work  and  study  hard 
And  so  grow  old  and  blin£ 

We  take  to  the  air,  without  a  care. 

And  You  will  never  mind. 


Chorus 


You'll  never  mind  Come  on  and  join  the  Air  Corps 

You'll  never  mind  And  you  will  never  mind. 


II 


Oh,  come  on  and  get  promoted 

As  high  as  you  desire.  - - 

You're  ridin '  on  the  (Jravy  train 

If  you're  a  G  I  flyer.  - - - - — e/j/o 

When  you  get  to  be  a  colonel 
Or  a  general,  you'll  find 
Your  wings  fall  off 
Your  ship  blows  up, 

But  you  will  never  mind. 

Chorus 

You  meet  an  ME  109 

He  shoots  you  down  in  flames 

Don't  waste  yer  time  a  -  bitchin'  pal 

an'  callin'  people  names 

Just  point  your  nose 

Down  to  the  Ground 

— and  pretty  soon  you'll  find 

There  ain't  no  hell  an'  all  is  well 

And  you  will  never  mind 


.  (/4^>  Aik 
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You  take  her  up  and  spin  her 
And  with  an  awful  tear, 

Your  wings  fall  off, your  ship  folds  up. 

But  you  will  never  carej 

For  in  about  two  minutes,  boys 

Another  pair  you'll  rina 

You'll  dance  with  Pete'n  the  angels  sweet 

And  you  will  never  mind. 


IV 

You're  flying  o'er  the  ocean. 

You  hear  your  engine  spit. 

You  watch  your  prop  come  to  a  stop 
That  Goddam  engine's  quit. 

Now  you  Can't  swim,  the  ship  won't  float 
The  shore  is  far  behind. 

But.  on.  what  «  dish  t'nr>  th«  nr»Q*->«  anri  fM  «V, 


Gome  On  and  Join  the  Air  Corps  (Continued) 

V 

We’re  just  a  bunch  of  heathens. 

And  we  don't  give  a  rap. 

About  the  groundlings  point  of  view. 

And  all  that  sort  of  crap; 

We  want  about  10,000  ships. 

Of  every  other  kind. 

And  then,  of  course,  our  own  Air  Force 
And  you  will  never  mind. 

VI 

Paragraph  VI  X  rated  —  see  Al. 


Beer,  beer  for  old  Pappy  Wayne, 

You  bring  the  whisky,  and  I'll  bring  champagne 
Send  the  "Screws  out  for  gin. 

Don’t  let  a  sober  flyer  in. 

We  never  stagger,  we  never  fall. 

We  sober  up  on  wood  alcohol. 

While  our  drunken  "S"  crews  are  staggering. 
Back  to  the  bar  for  more. 

T'was  a  cold  winter’s  evening 
The  guests  were  all  leaving 
O'Leary  was  closing  the  bar. 

When  a  gentlemen  Dapper, 

Stepped  out  of  the  (crapper  )  phone  booth 
And  These  are  the  words  that  he  said; 

'‘Her  mother  never  told  her 

The  things  a  young  girl  should  know. 

About  the  ways  of  Air  Force  men. 

And  how  they  come  and  go. 

Now  age  has  taken  her  beauty. 

And  sin  has  left  it's  sad  scar, 

So  remember  your  mothers  and  sisters, 

Boys 

And  let  her  sleep  under  the  bar. " 


1 0 


I’ve  Got  Sixpence 


I’ve  got  sixpence,  jolly,  jolly  sixpence, 

I’ve  got  sixpence  to  last  me  all  my  life. 

With  tu ’pence  to  spend,  and  tu’ pence  to  lend 
And  tu' pence  to  send  home  to  my  wife  —  poor  wifei 

No  cares  have  I  to  grieve  me 

No  pretty  little  girls  to  deceive  me 

Happy  as  a  king,  believe  meJ 

As  we  go  rolling,  rolling  home,  (dead  drunk) 

THE  L-iUHT 

Happy  is  the  day  when  the  air  man  gets  his  pay 
As  we  go  rolling,  rolling  home,  (dead  drunk) 

*  v  % 

Old  King  Cole 

Old  King  Cole  was  a  merry  old  soul. 

And  a  merry  oldsoul  was  he. 

He  called  for  his  pipe, 

And  he  called  for  his  bowl. 

And.  he  called  for  his  pilots  three. 

Chorus 

'•Beer,  beer,  beer,  "  said  the  pilots 
Merry  men  are  we. 

There's  none  so  fair  as  can  compare 
With  the  Flghtin'  ATC. 

Old  King  Cole  was  a  merry  old  soul. 

And  a  merry  old  soul  was  he. 

He  called  for  his  pipe. 

And  he  called  for  his  bowl. 

And  he  called  for  his  pilots  three. 

4?  ic  #  4?  isr 

I  Don’t  Have  to  Walk  With  the  Infantry 

I  don't  have  to  walk  with  the  Infantry 
Ride  with  the  Cavalry,  shoot  with  Artillery 

I  don 1 1  have  to  fly  over  Germany 
I'm  in  the  ATCJ 

I'm  in  the  ATCJ  I’m  in  the  ATCJ 


Repeat  entire  chorus 


Oh,  That  B-24 
(Strawberry  Roan  Tune) 

T'waa  over  Verona  one  bright  summer's  day 
The  bombardier  hollered,  "The  bombs  are  away" 
He  hollered  too  sudden,  he  hollered  too  soon 
For  under  the  Aircraft  cgme  a  gawd  awful  boom 


Chorus 


Oh,  that  B-24  --  hear  those  4  engines  roar 
At  55  inches  she  won't  even  cruise 
The  pilots  that  fly  them  are  sure  bound  to  lose 
Oh,  that  B-24  -  -  Oh,  that  B-24 1 


II 


Way  down  in  Ruhr  Valley  where  black  mushrooms  grow 
Way  down  in  Flak  Valley  where  B  Two  Fours  go 
You're  briefed  in  the  morning 
No  fighters,  no  flak  — 

But  the  boys  that  go  down  there 
Will  never  come  backl 

Chorus 

Oh,  that  B-24,  Oh,  that  4  engined  (W  — Oom  -  da  -dee  -  ya 

dee  day) 

It  descends  in  its  turns  and  it  dives  in  its  banks 
The  best  place  to  fly  it  Is  down  on  the  ramp 
On,  that  B-24  -  ~  Oh,  that  B  -24. 


*:<•  a  Vt  &  #  #  « 


Down  In  Ruhr  Valley 
(Birmingham  Jail  Tune) 


Down  in  Ruhr  Valley 
Flying  so  low 

Some  chairborng*  "bahstaad" 
Said  I  must  go 
Flak  loves  big  bombers 
Fighters  do  tooj 
P-5l  Boys,  how  I  love  youi 

Write  a  big  letter 
Send  It  to  me 
Send  it  in  care  of 
Stalag  Luft  Three 


A  B-17'a  a  fine  Aircroft 
(Tune  -  I  Have  No  Use  For  the  Women) 

A  B-17’s  a  fine  aircroft  ft  ^ 

A  stratosphere  bathtub  no  less J  \ 

It  never  drops  bombs  on  the  target  - —  v 

But  ten  miles  around,  what  a  messJ 


*  Av 


Mr.  Douglas  builds  mighty  fine  aircraft 
Constructed  of  rivets  and  tin. 

It  poops  right  along  at  150 

The  ship  with  the  head  wind  built  in. 

to  to  to  to  to  to  to  to  to  to 

h®  P 

We  Took  A  Tour  ^ 

We  took  a  tour,  tour,  cripes  we  took  a  tour 
In  the  Ruhr,  In  the  Ruhr 

We  took  a  tour,  tour,  cripes  we  took  a  tour 
In  the  Valley  of  the  Ruhr 


Chorus 


My  eyes  are  dim,  I  cannot  see. 

I  have  not  brought  mine  E  6  B  with  me. 

I  have  not  brought  mine  E  6  B  (with  me) . 

II 


We  feathered  one,  one,  cripes  we  feathered  one 
In  the  Ruhr,  in  the  Ruhr 

We  feathered  one,  one,  cripes  we  feathered  one 
In  the  Valley  of  the  Ruhr. 


Chorus 


Repeat,  we  feathered  two,  three  and  four  (bail  out 

everybody) 


to  to  to  to  to  to  to  to  to  to 


The  Last  Time  I  Saw  Paris 


The  last  time  I  saw  Paris 
From  20,000  feet 

The  flak  was  poppin'  round  my  head 
And  underneath  my  feet ] 

ft  ft  ft  ft  ft  ft  ft  ft  ft 

Tune  -  Blues  In  the  Night 


From  Bremen  to  Bordeaux 
From  Berlin  to  Oslo 
Wherever  those  heavies  go 
I’ve  seen  me  some  big  towns 
I've  seen  me  some  big  flak 
But  there  is  one  thing  I  know 


An  M  E ' a  a  two  plsce 
A  worry some  thing 
That'll  leave  you  to  sing 
The  Blues  in  the  night. 


To  Tun©  "McNamara1 s  Band" 


Oh,  me  name  Is  Col.  _ _ 

I'm  the  leader  of  the  group. 

Come  gather  round  me  boys 
And  I'll  give  you  all  the  poop. 

I'll  tell  you  'bout  the  fighters 
I'll  tell  you  'bout  the  flak. 

The  last  one  to  take  off 
But  the  first  one  to  get  back. 

Early  aborts  --  avoid  the  rushl 
Early  aborts  --  avoid  the  rush! 

*5S*  %%  **%"  #  w  n  l 

Off  We  Go  To  Ole  Wewak 
Off  we  go  to  Ole  Wewak 

10  to  1  you  don't  get  back,  pH?' 

Sing  in'  hard  ships  you  "Bahstaads,  ^  -w  kf'- 

You  do 'no  what  hard  ships  are!  tp  ^ 

Six  bucks  a  day  plus  your  reglar  pay. 

With  the  Nips  ten  thousand  miles  away,  a 

Singin',  hardships  you  "Bahstaads"  fw.  v 

You  do 'no  what  hardships  are  l 

The  CwO.  said "we 'll  bomb  Calais"  r 

With  hi  explosive  bombs  today  N 

Singin',  hardships  you  "Bahstaads  / 

You  do 'no  what  hardships  are 1 

♦.  w  **  *l  »'  *(.  £•  S* 

«££-  -2;-  -v£*  *«-  -#r  *v«*  mr  "if  w1 

A  Flyer  Went  Down  to  Sydney  to  Stroll 

A  flyer  went  down  to  Sydney  to  stroll, 

For  he  just  got  back  from  a  raid  on  R&baux. 

An  M.P.  Sergeant  said,  "Pardon  me  please,"  „ 

There's  blood  on  your  tunic,  and  mud  on  your  knees. 
Aye  Yeye  Yeyel  Aye  Yeye  Yeyel  „ 

There's  blood  on  your  tunic  and  mud  on  your  knees. 

Oh,  Sergeant  I  Oh,  Sergeant.'  Oh  don't  be  so  droll. 
For  I  just  got  back  from  a  raid  on  Rabaul. 

Where  the  Ack  Ack  is  heavy,  and  comforts  are  few. 

And  good  men  are  dying  for  "Bahstaads  like  you. 

Aye  Yeye  YeyeJ  Aye  Yeye  Yeyel  .. 

Oh,  good  men  are  dying  for  "Bahstaads  like  you. 


,,oA^ 
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I  Wanted  Wings 


I  wanted  wings,  till  I  got  the  gol-darn  things 
Now,  I  don't  want  them  anymore! 


Oh,  they  sent  me  here  to  die 
In  a  big,  old  PBY 

And  I'll  never  see  my  mother  anymore, 


a  [Afc 


Oh,  l»d  rather  hug  a  woman  \ 

Then  get  shot  up  in  a  ffiruraman  I 

For  distinguished  flying  crosses  ^ 

Do  not  compensate  for  losses. 

CHORUS 

Oh,  I  wanted  wings  'till  I  got  the  gol-darn  things 

Now,  I  don't  want  them  anymore  1  D 

*JC-  *><•  w  ic  w  ■>«*  vr  * 

We  Bombed  Cologne  \  t  ^  Hi  0  P 


We  Bombed  Cologne  \ 

(Tune  -  I  Walk  Alone) 

I  bomb  Cologne 

I've  got  my  Micky  and  Gee  Box  to  guide  us 
And  our  flak  suits  beside  us 
I  bomb  Cologne 


v«.0 


Into  the  Air,  Jr.  Commandoes 

Into  the  Air,  Jr.  Commandoes 
Into  the  air,  with  a  frown. 

Into  the  air,  Jr.  Commandoes 

Keep  your  nose  up  in  the  brown,  up  in  the  brown. 

And  when  you  hear  our  motor  singing 
And  the  Rubber  band  unwinds 
You  can  bet  the  Jr.  commandoes 
Are  way  behind  the  firing  line  -  -  - 
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Mother,  Tear  Down  Your  Service  Flag 

Mother,  tear  down  your  service  flag 
Your  son’s  in  the  ATC. 

He's  SOL,  but  what  the  HellJ 
He’s  better  off  then  me. 

He  may  be  pale,  but 
That’s  from  tail 

So  what  the  Hell  if 
He  lands  in  jail. 

Mother,  tear  down  your  service  flag 
Your  son's  in  the  ATC. 

#  $r  #  **€  #  ik 

There1*  a  Heavy  A  Leavin'  Calais 

There’s  a  heavy  a  leavin'  Calais 
Bound  for  ole  Blimey  shores. 

Heavily  laden  with  stout  hearted  airmen, 

PT  scaired  an’  prone  on  the  floor. 

There’s  many  a  Heinkel  a  pumpin’  his  lead. 

An  many  a  Messer schmitt  tool 
They  shot  off  our  balliffks. 

Screwed  up  our  hydraulics. 

So  cheer  up  my  lads,  bless  ’em  all. 

Bless  ’em  all.’  Bless  ’em  all! 

The  needle,  an’  airspeed  an’  ball. 

Bless  the  instructors  who  taught  us  to  fly 
They  sent  us  to  combat  to  do  or  to  die. 

So  we’re  sayin'  goodbye  to  them  all, 

As  back  to  our  fart  sacks  we  crawl. 

There'll  be  no  violence,  for  dead  bomber  pilots, 

So  cheer  up  my  lads,  bless  them  alii 


voice  with  piano  accompan 
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We  thank  Rabbi/Major  Klein  for  the  following  invocation,  delivered 
at  the  Dedication  Ceremony  at  Colorado  Springs. 


those  with  whom  we ’ shar^ ’combat™ fe1  experl^Hi  andTJpress^o^l t0  GXFvess  our  love  for 
comrades  in  arms  here  this  week.  We  praise  von  fnn  ,°.Ur  love  for  our  surviving 

mingled  with  sorrow  for  those  killed  in  combL  We  tear  f  JesSSibilltv^fo^ -reSS  a  i™. 
our  lives  as  if  we  are  living:  for  nthe^  « 0  f.  a  resP°nsibility  to  live  each  of 

have  had,  and  thank  you  0  God  all  the  more  for  rou^daS  v’  sif  t^f^i ?  f  thn  11Tes  they  nd«ht 
endures  to  this  day,  giving:  us  a  shanTin • daily  of  llfe-  Our  love  for  them 

surviving  our  struggle,  have  died  recStJv^  SS°  thlnk  of  those  *h°, 

earlier  brush  with  danger.  Help  us  to  praised™, Left  llves_ sll  the  fuller  for  their 
fallen.  Thank  you  0  God  for  our  Share  tr  nJl  your  ears  in  eternity  for  these,  our 

their  lives.  '  Share  ln  thelr  mortality  and  also  for  our  share  in 


synagogue, T?oraiLFfi?s,Aia<5emyegiaVe  me  the  °PP°«unity  to 
Thanks^again  ™ 


step  inside  a 
e  visit  very  moving 


mrr  I  *  ,  'f  °Ur ,  Jdit  OP  is  in  a  foul  mood  from  having  passed  downwind-  of  a 

,t  toe  5s.?§  S!  *>?  has  adopted  the  stance 


4-v,^  ttqcS  u  11  ~  aupemi  wno  n as  adopted  the  st 
•t  the  USSR ^ has  merely  reacted  to  provocation  from  beastly  old  America. 

0+.+.  -v,  +-  it  1^'t:r>odu°e  as  evidence  and  as  a  calming  sedative  the  following 
attributes  to  u-eneral  Douglas  MacArthur  and  reprinted  in  AMERICAN  CAESAR  1 
Manchester. 


They  will  tell  of  the  peace  eternal 
And  we  would  wish  them  well. 

They  will  scorn  the  path  of  war’s  red  wrath 
And  brand  it  the  road  to  hell. 

They  will  set  aside  the  warrior  pride 
And  their  love  for  the  soldier  sons. 
But  at  last  they  will  turn  again 
To  horse  and  foot,  and  guns. 

They  will  tell  of  peace  eternal. 

The  Assyrian  dreamers  did, 

But  the  Tigris  and  Euphrates  ran 
Through  ruined  lands 
And  amid  the  hopeless  chaos 
Loud  they  wept  and  called  their  chosen  ones 
To  save  their  lives  at  the  bitter  last. 

With  horse  and  foot,  and  guns. 

They  will  tell  of  the  peace  eternal 
And  may  that  peace  succeed. 

But  what  of  a  foe  that  lurks  to  spring? 

And  what  of  a  nation’s  need? 

The  letters  blaze  on  history’s  page, 

And  ever  the  writing  runs, 

God, and  honor,  and  native  land. 

And  horse  and  foot,  and  guns. 


p.  172 


4Q 


Gene  and  Marjory  Canciglia  recently  were  caught  in  a  traffic 
snarl  amid  the  snowdrifts  of  Santa  Rosa  and  spent  27  hours  in  their  van 
by  the  roadside.  When  they  finally  reached  Albuquerque,  we  all  had  a 
lunch  and  exchanged  reminiscences.  A  good  time  was  had  by  all! 

We  have  received  from  Jim  Peters  a  copy  of  THUNDERING  PEACEMAKER 
by  Frederick  A.  Johnsen  and  published  by  Bonber  Books,  Box  98231, 

Tacoma  WA  98499.  This  lovely  volume  details  in  words  and  pictures 
the  career  of  the  huge  B-36.  Jim  has  marked  for  us  the  pictures  which 
were  taken  in  the  348th  Squadron.  The  book  notes  that  the  99th  SRW 
(Strategic  Reconnaisance  Wing)  was  stationed  from  Jan.  1,  1953  to 
Sept.  4,  1956  at  Fairchild  AFB,  Wash. 

Thee  B-36  was  indeed  a  Peacemaker.  It  never  flew  in  battle, 
and  it  preserved  the  peace  in  some  very  touchy  times.  geo 

Do  any  of  you  99ers  know  where  one  might  obtain  a  sun-compass'? 

Your  Eaitor  plans  to  swing  a  few  marine  compasses  down  Sonora  Way  when 
the  rush  is  over. 


QUOTES 


Lest  lOe  forc/cf 

EL  ALAMEIN  AND  THE  DESERT  WAR 

by  A  la  to  Moore-kead 

Even  when  it  (Lili  Marlene)  burst  out  of  obscurity,  by  accident, 
in  I9I4I  it  was  nearly  buried  again.  Goebbels  hated-  it  so  much  that  he  or¬ 
dered  one  of  the  two  master  matrices  to  be  destroyed;  the  other,  fortuna¬ 
tely,  was  in  London.  The  authorities  in  Britain  weren't  very  keen  on  the 
song  either.  It  was,  after  all,  German.  And  the  woman  in  the  song  seemed 
to  be  -  well,  some  sort  of  trollop,  wasn't  she?  So  they  said,  anyway, 
maybe  for  propag  anda  reasons.  But  at  least  they  didn't  ban  it,  unlike 
an  American  war  music  committee,  which  believed  it  would  harm  soldier  mo¬ 
rale.  P* 


v?n^e  Ahmed  got  an  idea  into  his  head,  nothing  but  high  explosive 
would  budge  it.  A  chap  I  knew  was  driving  a  3-tbnner  down  from  Sarafan 
with  a  mixed  load,  and  as  a  lot  of  the  stuff  was  signal  gear  and  fragile, 
he  d  spread  a  couple  of  dozen  blankets  on  the  floor  to  cushion  it.  Coming 
through  one  village,  he  got  held  up  by  a  couple  of  camels,  and  he  must 

oeen  more  than  usually  thick  at  that  moment,  for  two  or  three  minutes 
elapsed  before  he  twigged  what  was  happening. 

:Ie  jammed  on  his  anchors  and  shot  round  the  back  of  the  truck,  but 
it  was  'much  too  late.  The  canvas  canopy  had  been  slit  and  all  the  port¬ 
able  stuff  heaved  out  into  waiting  hands;  by  this  time  it  had  been  well 
hidden  in  the  mud  ruins  around  him.  Twenty  blank  faces  stayed  politely 
him  as  he  swore  a  blue  streak  at  them  and  then  he  suddenly  spotted 
amongst  them  an  Ahmed  who  had  left  us  four  months  before.  He  hauled 
him  out  front,  but  of  course  Ahmed  knew  nothing.  He  swore  at  Ahmed  until 
he  was  blue  in  the  face,  bumped  him  up  and  down,  cursed  him,  reviled 
him,  even  appealed  to  his  better  nature,  but  all  Ahmed  did  was  to  gaze 
back  with  a  look  of  polite  interest  which  never  varied.  Then  in  a  spasm 
oj.  eloquence  this  chap  pulled  down  the  tailboard  and  revealed  the  vast 
emptiness  of  the  lorry  -  absolutely  nothing  except  20  army  blankets  spread 
out  on  the  floor.  *  ' 

J-he  eflect  was  miraculous.  A  look  of  instant  comprehension  lit 
up  Ahmed's  eyes  as  though  he  had  been  switched  on,  and  with  a  leap  of  del¬ 
ight  and  a  broad  smile  he  vanished  into  a  nearby  hovel. 

He  was  back  in  20  seconds  flat.  With  his  sister.  p.  196 


Barnacle  Bill,^*  Pilot 
(Tune;  "Barnacle  Bill,  the  Sailor") 


%Xj  i, 


for ,me’"  said  Barnacle  Bill,  the  Sailor 


J 


f-rfll  .  "  _  .  - 9  uaLuauxe  Dill, 

,,i,„  ^mP  m\ShfP  fad  leave  the  sea  and  he  an  Viator. 

"Ttn  flf  S°  111811  1  11  reacl1  the  sky,  gravitation  1*11  defy. 

Sailor ^  ^  Pe°ple  m°an  and  CTy’"  sald  Barnacle  Bill,  the 

Cm***j: 

'Pretty  soon  you'll  lose  that  grin,"  said  the  fair  young 
maiden#  j  & 

"Pretty  .eon  ycm *11  lose  that  grin,"  said  the  fair  young 
m&ii&fu 

"I'm 

"J*.11  6-i*x  x  re  **«  eaouga,'  said  lill,  the  Viator. 

*  know  a  strut,  I  know  a  fin,  I  know  a  barrelfroll  and  *  spin, 

I  know  a  prop,  I  know  a^snaek,  and  I  know  an  elevator." 

t  /*.  ^cu 

You're  out  of  gas  and  must  go  down,"  wailed  the  fair 
young  maiden, 

"You're  out  of  gas  and  must  go  downf,"  wailed  the  fair 
young  maiden. 

"IV  a  c°ckeyed  Flam  If  I'll  give  in,"  roared  Bill,  thejfeator. 

u  iflfhti.th^S  Shlp  Wlth  a  flyer's  §rin,"  roared  Bill,  the4*/iator. 
He  kicked  the  bar  and  pulled  the  stick,  which  didn't  seem  to  do 
the  trick, 

hea,hf f  the  ground  like  a  ton  of  brick,  poor  Barnacle  Bill, 
the^ail°i:.  5 

q m*C 

"Here's  some  flowers  for  his  grave,"  sobbed  the  fair  young 
Maiden,  J  6 

"Here's  some  flowers  for  his  grave,"  sobbed  the  fair  young 
Maiden. 


Mother ,  take  down  your  service  fin?* 
lour  son's  in  tho  S.O.S. 

He's  S,  0.  L.,  but  what  tho  holl. 

Ho  nover  suffered  less. 

Ho  nay  bo  thin,  but  that's  frcct  rin. 


Or  olsc  I  niss  ny  rjucssj 
So,  Mother,  ta.ke  down  your  service  • 
Your  son's  in  the  S,,  0.  S.  j.  ;  : 

;  /,  |:1  '  '  :  |  ■  i-  I  :  .  P  :  it-  ? 

Mother ,  put  out ! yw  {joldon.  star;: 
Your-  son's  going  up  in  a  sjjajUjlit  i  ' 
yin^s;pre  vrenk#i^ho  ‘shipist  |  h*c 
%T,f  ■  got  rielpe^y,:prcp,  j; '  p  in 

f  JunJF»  a  dsunk: 

Ho’f,!  |uro  _io  talca^wK^j  ^iil  ■ 

IqF?0^  soii«^||||hc'1s^|(:  i 

■  n  t,:f  !:'l  s  ,!'  1  ■!  in  m-  lili  l  MfctiT?*  ,t  l-  Ml  J  3-;l  * 


jmSF*  *°  wStETlS  - 

%r  ru.i  1.  “*•* 


^  n< Biy*  ™  f'to.thitJZr  ' 

fc  «  Zl;  M«  bo™ 

Wu  aay  “  »tV  and  flsl£  °"“ 


you  —  »  atay  and  - 

vZSSJ‘Stu^i 

fM1y 5“®^  throttle  t*~ 
sVi«lve  40  Coffle  bacic1  iff  Jf  Wa> 

■  i2  £?  « .«*  ft £  po*ltl°" 

a  cloae 


(Wards  by  Clcrr  Crxroll) 


i/3 


(Tuno  -  "On  Wisconsin") 


~rn/  air  Corps,  Amy  Air  Ccrps^ett  then  to  tho  lino 

Don't  OVC1l*  ?hocb  **»■  ata**  hrvo  then  start  on  tine, 

dcl^y  th^ro,  taxi  cwy  th^ro,.  vntch  and  follow  thru. 

%  3  ;o*  boys»  ^  ships  cro  vaitinj,  lift  thou  to  the  blue, 

£ 


■“TOy  air  Car^s,  Amy  Air  Carps,  roll  then  to  tho  line, 

Shins  /,r,KSS  ^  ^boys,  soar  above  that  kind. 

Wp  ^  e%TOaijSf;,  lift  thon  to  tho  blue, 

.jruy  4vir  Corps,  troy  Air  Cerpa^  show  what  you  con  do. 


Ill  togothor  wo  will  weather  days  of  rain  or  shine, 

,f"°?  P-^y^non^pevo  i*o  way,  son,  far  above  tho  lino. 
<-my  Corps,  held  your  standar4s-efcruo . 

-Coiiisgs  hi£h,  -er  low-ead-sispay,  kacp  thorn  cc*ah&  thru. 


Old  soldiers  never  die,  never  die,  never  die. 
aid  soldiors  never  die*  thoy  just  fade  away. 


Old  sailors  never  buy,  never  buy,  never  buy. 
Old  sailors  never  buyj  they  just  sail  rvay. 


Old  pilots  never  fly,  never  fly,  never  fly. 
Ola  pilots  never  fXvs  thav  liiaf. 


irr 


like  you  did  the  other  night. 
Cause  if  you  do,  Pm  tailing  you 
I  *  11  never  let  you  do  it  again 
I  really  mean  it. 

I’ll  never  let  you  kiss  me  again 
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ere* 11  be  no  loving  on  ths  dancing  floor  300 

d  no  dancing  on  the  LOVING  floor  RAY 


BLESS' 'EM  ALL 


Bless  ’em  all,  Bless' em  all 

The  long  and  the  short  and  the  tall 

Bless  all  the  instructors' 

Who  taught  me  to  fly  . 

Sent  me  up  solo  and  left  me  to  die 
So  if  ever  your  blow  jet  should  stall 
You're  due  for  one  hell  of  a  fall  ' 

No  lillys  or  violets  for  dead  fighter  pilots 
So  cheer  up  my  lads,  Bless  "t  email 

Bless  ’em  all,  Bless  ’em  all 

The  long  and  the  short  and. the  tall 

Bless  all  the  sergeants  . 

The  sour  puss  ones 

Bl-ssbs  the  corporals  asdl  t&air  dopey  sens 

Cause  we're  saying  good-bys  to  them  all  . 

The  long  and  the  short  and  the  tall 
There’ll  be  no  promotions  this  side  of  the  ocean 
So  while  we  are  here.  Bless  'em  all 


: ...  » 


A'.  *  :  r  *  jJK  ’ 


My  eyes  are  dim,  I  cannot  ae®> 

I  have  not  brought  my  specs  writ 
I  have  not  brought  my  specs  with 

It's  whiskey. 

That  makes  y°u  ,f“?;o  rnrI)s 
in  the  Corps,  «.t^C°^;key 
It’S  whiskey ,  whiskey,  whisky 

That  makes  you  feel  « 

In  the  Quartermaster  Corps. 

It’s  gin,  gin,  Sin’  ± 

That  makes  you  want  to  s^ - 

In  the  Corps,  m  the  Corps. 

ltls  gin,  gin>  Sin 

Mhu  you  v«nt  to  *«, 

la  th*  Q«*rt*****t*r  Corps. 

Tt’s  run,  ru»,  ru», 

Sat  -to.  yo».‘~J;*»o*“ 

In  the  Corps,  in  the  Corps. 
Tt’s  rum,  rum,  rum 
Sat  makes  you  feel  so  glum. 


o  the  Operations  officer 


You  ought  to-  be  dead  you  sold  bastard,  '  ;  | 
You  ought  to  damned  well  -Shot  i 

You  ought  to  lie  tied  to  the  door  of  a  shit  house. 
And  left  there  to  damned  well  rot.  1 


I  ’  ve  eat  iu  this  dam  cockpit  for  hrs.  and  hrs,  ? 

I  ’  ve  stuck  it  as  long  as  I  could 
I ’  ve  stuck  it  and  stuck  it,  so  now  I  say  fuck  it 
My  assholes  not  made  of  wood. 


SOUTH  OF  THE  NAVAE.il. 


o|lth  of  The  pav»l  down  testkdf  yv&y.  ; 
'hat’s  wlwr^ttie  lattles  wop'  wl^n..|»y, 
'he  doetoyf  ihftvje  wferjied  m»j  that  | 

<>uth  of  the  naval,  dwr»^eatieje^{iy;  * 


jNojW  slid  smiled  as  shd  ipy^nana 

Was  farting.  ,  s'  \  ; 

A«d  I  toiled  kiseed  jpy  banana, s : 


,val  downjtefttie 
g  I  l*ad  my  ;Ja; 
f  thftfnavatlaiu 


CHORUS : 


j-  Got  Sixpence 

I've  got  !jrPenCe-Jo11^  Jolly  sixpence, 
ve  g  t  six-pence  to  last  me  all  mv  life 

I  ve  got  tuppence  to  spend,  and  tuppence  to  lend 
And  tuppence  to  send  home  to  my  wife  * 


No  cares  have  I  to  grieve  me. 

No  pretty  little  girls  to  deceive 
I  m  happy  as  a  lark,  believe  me. 
As  we  go  rolling,  rolling  home. 


me, 


Rolling  home,  rolling  home, 
y  the  light  of  the  silvery  moon; 

Happy  is  the  day,  when  the  Maori  get q 
As  we  go  rolling  rolling  homeT'  P 


Gu*  C"* 

A 


Hazy  Mazy* 

(Tune;  "Bicycle  Built  for  Two  ) 

a  decistoa 

iz  “is  s*  ieer^r^erof :  ,««**. 

Hazy  Mazy,  your  pattern  is  all  astray. 

You  know  darn  well  I  taught  you  another  way. 

Hazy  Mazy,  all  your  maneuvers  stink! 

Why  the  ^  fi£  a  fop  T?h£k  never  stop. 

”1^;"  L  tv  .2’a  rest  o/a  bicycle  built  for 


fc?-*' 


**  vSSS  5£  n? 

Xxi'&o  tno  liororn  version  of  «KIw  n1^  t^u  ©  A1  1  i  r  vu-LV^cl 
and  s*/^+  o«,r  i^IIn  ^  I  a  lower1*.  Both  arc  short  ! 

for  fighter  pilots  *teniL  IffflnlwJlTtl0011  °°nC?ctod  | 

unofficirl^i.bliostion  SLI?, ‘Shi"  "hls 

r.n3  Wishes  yeu  pleasant  uOofl^fj  forties,  ; 


"DOWN  THE  ROHR  mf.T^vu  * 

Down  the  Ruhr  Volley. 
VcHoy  so  low,  VI*' 

Sccio  chcir-bcjrno  br  store!. 
Said  we  must  go.; ; :  i 

Flak  loves  big  bankers , 
Fighters  do,  too-  ! 

P-51  boys, 

Whore  aro  you? 

Write  no  a  lot tor,  : 

Sond  it  to  no* 

Sond  it  in  ccro  of, 

Stalog  buft  Three. 


Cocaine  Bill 


Cocaine  Bill  and  Morphine  Sue, 

^r°1^-ing  down  the  avenue  two  by  two 

A  littl^  ^niffron^I?  *  (Sniff)  «  me’ 

Said  Bill  to  sue,  "'Twon't  do  no  ham. 

If  we  both,  have  a  little  shot  in  the  am. " 

Said  Sue  to  Bill,  »i  can't  refuse. 

Cause  there's  no  more  kick  in  deajr  old  booze." 

TS°  fj6!  Jalked  down  5tfl  and  turned  up  Main, 

Lookm  for  a  place  where  they  sell  cocaine. 

And  they  came  to  a  drugstore  full  of  smoke 

Where  they  saw  a  little  sign,  said,  "No  More  Coke." 

Now  in  a  graveyard  on  the  hill. 

Lies  the  body  of  Cocaine  Bill. ’ 


And  in  a  little  grave  by  his  side 
Liesthe  body  of  his  would-be  bride. 


ail  you  cokies  is  gwine  to  be  dead, 
you  don  t  stop -a (sniff ) in'  that  stuff 


in  your  head . 


Bell  Bottom  Trousers  /14TJ 

Mata.  Version 

(Tune:  "Bell  Bottom  Trousers") 

Once  there  was  a  flyer  in  the  ATC, 

Along  came  an  admiral  and  sent  him  out  to  sea. 

Now  they  are  not  soldiers,  neither  are  they  tars; 

The  poor  pilots  wonder  what  the  hell  they  are. 

Bell  bottom  trousers,  coats  of  forest  green; 

The  goddamdest  outfit  the  world  has  ever  seen. 

Wings  on  their  pockets,  feathers  in  their  hats; 

Once  they  were  the  ATC,  now  they  are  the  MATS. 

Once  we  had  our  airways,  over  land  and  sea. 

If  we  missed  a  landing  strip,  we  perched  them  in  a  tree. 

We  had  to  fight  the  generals  to  keep  our  planes  and  stuff, 
Now  we’ve  got  the  generals  tamed,  the  admirals  they  get 
tough. 

Once  we  used  a  landing  strip,  but  now  we  use  the  deck, 

When  they  merged  the  services,  we  got  it  in  the  neck. 

We  had  our  Army  troubles ,  and  things  were  all  SNAFU , 
Christ,  you  ought  to  see  us  now^^we’ve  got  the  Navy’s  too. 

Once  we  flew  our  cargoes,  or  else  we  flew  some  VIPS, 

Now  they  send  us  out  in  planes,  and  bring  us  back  in  ships 
We  used  to  use  relief  cups,  but  now  we  use  the  head, 

We  aren’t  allowed  to  leave  the  field,  we  go  ashore  instead 
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"G"  SUITS  AHD  PARACHUTES  Tunes  Bell  Bottom  Trousers 

Once  there  \-ias  a.  barmaid,  down  in  brewery  lane 

Her  master  was  so  kind  to  her,  her  mistress  was  the  same 

Along  came  a  pilot,  handsome  ns  could  be  . 

He  was  the.  cause  of  all  her  misery 

Chorus:  Singing  "G"  suits  and  parachutes  ’  ' 

And  uniforms  of  blue  •. 

He'll  fly  a  fighter  •  / 

Like  his  daddy  used  to  do  : 

| 

He  asked  her  for  a  pillow  to  rest  his  weary  head  j 

She  gave  it  to  him  willingly  and  lost  her  maidenhead  1 

And  she  like  a  silly  girl,  thinking  it  no  harm 
Climbed  in  bed  beside  him  just  to  keep  the  pilot  warm 

How  in  the  morning  before  the  break  of  day 
A  five  pound  note  he  handed  her,  and  this  to  her  did 'say 
"Take  this  ray  darling,  for  all  the  harm  I’ve' done 
for  you  may  have  a  daughter,  and  you  may:have  a  son 
If  you  have  a  daughter,  put-  ribbons  in  her  hair 
And  if  you  have  a  son,  get  tho  bastard  in  the  air." 


How'  the  moral  of  my  story  as  you  can  plainly  see 
Is  never  trust  a  pilot  an  inch  above  the  knee 
The  barmaid  trusted  one  and  he  went  off  to  fly 
Leaving  her  a  daughter  to  help  the  time  go ’by 

Final  Chorus:  Singing  "G". suits  and  parachutes 
And  uniforms  of  blue 
She'll  never  fly  a  fighter 


OH  IT'  S,  BEER  BEER  B'EER 

Oh  it’s  beer,  beer,  beer 
That  makes  you  want  Id  cheer 
In  the  Corps,  in  the  Corps  '  • 

Oh  its  .beer,  beer,  beer 
That  makes' you  want  to  cheer  . 

In  the  U.B.  Air,  J. S.  Air  force 

Chorus:  %  eyes  are  dim,  I  cannot  see 

I  have  not  brought  my  specs  with 

'Whiskey  -  That  makes  you  feel  so  friskey 
Gin  -  That  makes  you  want  to  sin 
Vodka  -  That  makes  you  feel  you  oughta 
Sautern  -.That  makes  your  belly  burn  : 
Vermouth  -  That  makes  you  feel  uncouth' 
Bourbon  -  That  makes  you  feel  like  chirpin 
Wine  -  That  makes  you  feel  so  fine 
Hum  -  That  makes  you  fell  so  dumb 
B-ye  ~  That  makes  you  feel  so  sly 
Brandy-  That  makes  you  feel  so  dandy 
Lilcker  That  makes  you  ever  sicker 
Sherry  -  That  makes  you  feel  so  hairy 


RBCCX  TO  BfcRLIN 

*  ».  ) 

It's  a  long,  hard  road  on  a  reccy  to  Berlin, 

And  the  flak  was  fearsting  high. 

And  the  P-47' s  and  the  P-51’s,- 
They  were  guarding  us  high  in  the  sky* 

We  were  half  way  between  Lake  Dummer  and  Hamburg 
When  all  hell  broke  loose  in  the  blue, 

•'Cause  the  Jerry* s  had  spotted  us  from  five  o’clock  under 
And  they  came  up  to  see  what  they  could  do. 

Now  the  first  pass  was  made  on  the  Ab2d 
Colonel  Showers  was  in  the  lead.  ...... 

Oh,  he  mopped  and  he  mopped  and  he  mopped  and  he  mopped,., 
•Cause  he  thought  he  would  never  get  home. 

So  the  Colonel  he  called  to  his-  brave  Navigator , 

Said,  "Give  me  a.  heading- home", 

But  the  navigator-  with  his  hand  on  the  ripcord 
Said,  "Hey,  boy,  you’re  going  home  alone.” 

So  the  Colonel  he  called  to  his  brave  bombardier. 

Said,  "Give  me  a  heading  home," 

But the  Bombardier :  had  already  parted ,  , ! . 

There  was  silence  on  the  ship's  interphone* 

So  at  twenty- two  thousand  he  chawed  on  his  candy1,  ^ 

And  he  mopped,  mopped,  mopped,  mopped,  mopped*. 

Oh,  he  mopped  and.  mopped  and  he  mopped  and  he  mopped, 

> Cause  he  thought  he  would  never  get  home. 

.  •  *  *  .  '*  '  *  -  - 

So,  with  four  engines  feathered  he  glided  into  safety 
At  the  runway  of  his  home  base,  ' 

And  it's  with  great  pride  that  be  tells  this  story 
with  4  mop-eatin’  grin  on  his  face. ....mop,  mop l 


i^rnt  This  Ole  House) 


This  pi®  team  gdpna  need  revision 
This  ole  team  gonna  need  a  crew 
This  ole  team  has  thrived  on  gimmicks 
Have  you  seen  our  pink  and  blue? 

This  ole  team  has  frosty  tailpipes 
This  ole  team  has  lost  its  charm 
And  the  Captain  said  the  .other  day 
Uy  boys,  you've  bought  the  farm! 


Ain't  gonna  need,  this  team  no  long®#. 
Ain't  gonna  need  this  team  no  more. 
Ain't  got  time  to  learn  the  diamond 
Ain't  got  time  to  learn  the  score 
Ain't  got  nerve  to  do  a  bomb  burst 
Or  a  plane  to  do  the  roll 
And  we're  looking  for  the  P  I  0 
Who  got  us  in  this  hole ! 


This  ole  team  can't  fly  in  weather 
This  ole  team  can't  fly  in  rain 
This  ole  team  i3  out  of  pints  of  blue 
We're  called  ole  yellow  stain. 

This  ole  team  is  getting  lonesome 
This  ole  team  has  gone  astray 
And  we're  Just  five  angel  pud dy  cats 
Awaitin'  Judgement  day  ‘ 


Ain't  gonna  need  this  team  no  longer 
Ain't  gonna  need  this  team  no  more 
Ain't  got  time  to  be  a  tiger 
Ain't  got  time  to  give  a  roar  ' 

Ain't  got  planes  that  hold  together 
Or  that  G— Suit  und<  rwear 
But  we've  got  our  pretty  flying  suits 
So  we  don't  really *c are  *. 


S'iC  7FW 


IP  YOU  FIT 

0*7  }  &***  -72  '^  y 

_  ou  fly  an  Eighty-nine 
You  oust  be  deaf,  dumb  and  blind 
For  your  life  ain't  worth  a  dime. 
What's  your  scheduled  blow-up  time? 

CHORUS  Did  you  go  BOOM  today? 

Did  you  go  BOOM  today? 

Two  more  blew  up  yesterday 
Allison  ain't  here  to  stay  l 


If  you  fly  a  ninety-four 
You  will  never  holler  more , 

For  you  lot  we  do  not  pine 
It's  better  than  an,  Eighty-nine  l 
.  CHORUS 


If  you  fly  an  Eighty-six 
You  will  really  get  your  kicks 
Bouncing  those  sub-sonic  boys 
Playing  with  the ir  radar  toys  l 
.......  CHORUS 


If  you  fly  a  1-2-4 
You  will  find  it  quite  a  bore. 
It  flies  like  an  old  barn  door 
And  it  makes  your  fanny  sore. 

CHORUS  Did  you  go  OUCH  today? 

Did  you  go  OUCH  today? 

Fourteen  hours  yesterday 
What  a  way  to  earn  your  ppy  l 


CHORDS 


JU3T-  GIVE  ilE  OPERATIONS 

S't  give  me  a  P-39  with  props  that  count©*  ratal 
jr'll  loop  roll  and  spin,  but  they'll  soon  aug< ' 
' t  give  me  a  P-38  i  } 

Juspigive  me  Operations 
Way  oat  on  some  lonely  atoll 
For  1  am  too  young  to  die 
I  just  want  ,to  go  home. 


Don't  gi^e  me  a  P-39  with  an  engine  thj 
It  will  tumble  and  roll  and  dig  a  deer 
Don't  glveVe  a  P-39 ». 


■t'a  mounted  behind 
hole. 


Don’t  give  mA  a  Curtiss  .Varhawk,  about  it  the  pilots  all  squawk 
Iv  A6W  like  A  sparrow  but  its  gs»r  was  too  narrow* 

Don' t  give  me  a  Curtiss  Warhawky 

Don't  give  me  ark  old  Thunderbolt,  it  gave  many  a  pilot  a  Jolt 
It  looks  like  a  W  and  it  fYioa  like  a  tug 
Don't  give  me  an  old  Thunderbolt'. 

Don't  give  me  an  F-Wotihg  Star,  it'll  go  but  not  very  far 
It'll  rumble  and  spoilt  b/t  soon  will  flame  out. 

Don't  give  me  an  F-SWootting  Start 

Don't  give  me  an  F-Sl-Aheir  pilots  aren't  here  any  more 
They  bombed  in  the  c/atA,  but  they  all  pulled  out  late. 

Don't  give  me  an  F-  ‘  ' 

Don't  give  me  an  y-86  withWngs  like,  hroken  match  sticks 

They'll  zoom  and  Ah &y*  11  hoVerv  Blit  ‘as  ToF'Voji'cWb#'' - 

Don't  give  me  aiv  F-86  1 

Don't  give ’me /n  F-89,  th  oughV'Time  "  says  they  realljvwili.olimb, 
■  They  re  all  in  the  states,  allYboxed  up  in  cratesj 
Don’t  give  m 9  an  F-89  t  ' 

Don't  give  Ae  an  F-94,  it's  neverk  established  a  score. 

It  may  fly/in  weather  but  won't  hdld  together, 

Don' t  give  me  an  F-94  l  ' 

Just  give  me  an  old  '51,  with  praiseVor  the  work  it  has  done. 
It's  tried  and  it's  true,  and  will  take  care  of  you. 

Just  give  me  an  old  *51'.  ' 

FINAy  CHORUS:  Just  give  me  my  old  fiftyWie 
For  defending  democracy's  \ause 
For  I  am  too  young  to  die, 

I  just  want  to  go  home  l 
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THE  BITER  RAN  RED 


(Tunei  The  Good  Ship  litanic^f 


dumber  One  was  having  fun.  Number  Two  got/quite  a  few 
Number  Four  got  pome  more  as  he  said 
Ohf.  the  river  ran  red  with  i  o  blood  of/ the  dead 
As  we  dame  around  and  tried 'to  get  scpie  more* 

The  road  hreis  full  of  ruts,  and  the yfuts  were  full  of  guts 

little  children  sucking _  had  them  shot  right  from  their,  mitts 

As  we  came  abound  and  tried  to  gjrfc  seme  more* 

There  were  wamhn  in  the  crowd^/little  children  oried  aloud 
But  they  all  carried  guns  fop^ the  foe* 

There  were  some  wo  turned  around,  when  they  heard  that  awful  Sound 
As  we  came  around  apd  triejr  to  get  some  more* 

it  seemed  an  awful  'terisfe,  as  we  shot  them  in  their  prime 
But  they  got  Number  thhAe,  don’t  you  see 
Tea,  They  shot  him  dosmVith  flak,  and  they  broke  hiif  bloody  back 
As  we  came  around  and/triW.  to  get  some  more*  i"  w 

(Repeat  first  verse,? 


STRAFING  IN  A  MOUNTAIN  PASS 


Strafihg  in  a  mountain  pass 
CouMnfb  make  that  turn 
Twelve  tons  of  Thunder  jet 
Watch  that  —  burn 


i’ve  fOUght  the  MIGs  at  Kimuri,  we  fought  xat  Sinajee 
they  nailed  us  down  at  Kyomipo,  and  we  lost  ^Wibe  a  few* 

We  flew  :these  birds  fraa  old  K-j2,  si3f- thousspdV®*i  they  say 
DonH  Aik  a  49’ er  boys,  the  — afe  Ail  dead* 
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SAVE  A  FIGHTER  PILOT*  S  L3 


fi) 


Oh,  I\  lined  up  with  the  runway  anj/  headed  for  the  ditflh 
I  loomed  down  at  ray  prop,  ray  God<  it's  in  high'  pitch 
I  pulled  back  on  the  stick  and/fose  into  the  air 
Glory, Gaory,  Halleluja,  how  d/d  I  get  there? 

CHORUS  Oh  Halleluja,  Oh  Halleluja 

Threw  a  nickel  on  ther  grass 
Save  \  fighter  pilot's  life. 

Oh  Halleluja,  Oh  Halleluja 
Throw  a\niekel  on/the  grass 
And  you'\l  be  sayedi 

I  started  in  to\buzy,  I  thought  that  1  was  clear 
And  when  I  clipped Ahe  flagpole,  I  knew  the  end  was  near. 
I  oat  the  flying  board,  and  they  gave  me  the  works 
Glory,  Glory  Hamluja,  what  a  bunch  of  jerks'. 

CHORUS' 


Oh,  I  flew 
And  when  I 
And  then 
Mayday,  ] 


trafficV  pattern,  to  me  it  looked  all  right, 
le  my  lash  turn,  my  God,  I  racked  it  tight 
ship  did  shudder,  the  engine  coughed  and. Messed, 
rday ,  Colonel  V  Spin  instructions  please  t 

CHORUS  ~ 


Now  IyA  in  the  fitter  with  j^retzels  in  ray  beer. 
With/pretzels  in  my  whiskersXl  knew  the  end  waa  near. 

Therf  came  this  glorious  Air  Force  to  save  mb  from  the  woret 
Everybody  bust  a  butt  and  sing  the  second  verse. 


•% 


Ouh  SobLuzirs,  GcllL 


o\- S  an 


lAi 


^men. 


TirtLSon  So-pjs 
WorcLs  ty 

James^^ihLdA  A/\a  Govern 

/V\ixslc_<  by 

Howard  ~l ~^hathher 


Copys?/crff7~' 

By  Ja~\£s  t/?/<lk:  /ty  5  <^W,e  ^  w 

Arfs/jj  tfa  >V.  ’TfrsfTc.  ^ 


Tempo  cLL  nitU'cux. 


WL  -Uk  sons  of  fg-tWs  Wkc 


I'M  FIGHTING  JUST.  .FOR  YOU 


I ' M  SUE ROUNDED  BY  DEATH 
ON  EVERY  SIDE. 

FIGHTING.  IN  DARKNESS. 

KNOWING  AHEAD, 

THAT  DEATH  AWAITS  FOR  ME, 

I  PROCEED  ANYWAY. 

I'M  FTGHTTNG  JUST  FOR  YOU. 

I'M  FIGHTING  JUST  FOR  YOU. 

THERE  IS  NO 
TURNING  BACK  FOR  ME. 

NO  OTHER  WAY. 

THERE'S  NOTHING  MORE, 

FRIGHTNING  FOR  ME. 

GOD  HELP  ME. 

I'LL  KEEP  FIGHTING  JUST  FOR  YOU. 
I'LL  KEEP  FIGHTING  JUST  FOR  YOU. 

IF  I  MAKE  IT  BACK, 

NOT  COMPLETELY  WHOLE, 

WILL  YOU  TAKE  CARE  OF  ME7 
IF  I  DIE, 

WILL  YOU  TAKE  GOOD  CARE 
OF  MY  FAMILY? 

NOW  I'M  FIGHTING  FOR  YOUR  SAFETY. 
NOW  I'M  FIGHTING  FOR  YOUR  SAFETY. 

WILL  YOU  TAKE  GOOD  CARE 
OF  MY  FAMILY.  PLEASE? 

WORDS  &  MUSIC  BY  LISA  ROBERTSON 
C  1991  ALL  RIGHTS  RESERVED 
UNPUBLISHED 
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PRESS  RELEASE 

north  africa,  July  23,  1943 - And  when  this  war's  over 

And  yours  don't  come  home, 

Just  silently  pray 
And  remember  this  poem. 

He  died  for  his  country, 

The  land  he  held  dear, 

And  he's  now  blazing  skyways 
For  that  Great  Overseer. 

A  hot,  dry  sirocco  swept  through  Smitty's  tent  as  he  completed  his  verse.  Dust  covered  his 
battered  typewriter.  He  was  tired.  Tomorrow  he  had  to  fly  again.  He  didn't  know  where  he 
was  going,  but  H  hour  was  4:30  A.M.  So  he  went  to  bed.  He  hoped  to  see  his  poem  printed 
in  "Stars  and  Stripes,"  the  American  soldier's  own  newspaper. 

When  the  Flying  Fortress  group  came  back  from  their  mission  the  next  day,  Smitty  wasn't 
with  them.  The  airplane  he  was  flying  in  as  waist  gunner  was  hit  by  cannon  fire  from  an  ME 
109.  First,  No.  4  engine  caught  fire  and  then  the  plane  exploded.  The  airplane  broke  in 
four  parts  and  drifted  down.  Five  parachutes  cracked  open  as  others  of  the  group  watched 
the  blazing  bits  spin  down  to  earth. 

Perhaps  Smitty  was  among  those  five.  He  may  be  a  prisoner  of  war.  His  tentmates  found  his 
poem  and  asked  that  it  be  sent  in  to  "Stars  and  S Tripes."  Smitty  would  have  liked  that. 

So  here  is  the  poem  written  by  Staff  Sergeant  Arthur  J.  Smith,  2402  North  Kilbourn  Avenue, 
Chicago,  Illinois: 

The  United  States  Air ^orps 
Hard  fighting  men 
Standing  their  ground 
Upholding  their  end. 

Guarding  our  convoys 
Patrolling  each  shore 
Bombing  the  Axis 
To  even  the  score. 

Fighting  by  proverb 
A  phrase  known  for  truth 
"An  eye  for  an  eye" 

"A  tooth  for  a  tooth." 

Fighting  together 
Through  thick  and  through  thin 
They'll  never  give  up 
They've  sworn  to  win. 

So  here's  to  the  Air  Corps 
Those  hard  fighting  men 
They'll  conguer  the  sky  ways 
And  fly  home  again. 

And  when  this  war's  over 
And  yours  don't  come  home 
Just  silently  pray 
And  remember  this  poem. 

He  died  for  his  country 
The  land  he  held  dear 
And  he's  now  blazing  sky  ways 
For  the  Great  Overseer. 

Written  by: 

Vernon  E.  Fairbanks, 

Captain,  Air  Corps, 

S-2 ,  99th  Bomb  Group 
(From  the  records  of 
Gen.  Upthegrove) 
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•  “OVE3R  TH3?SE,W 

Over  there,  over  there. 

Send  ,  the  ,  wor^  send  the  w<nrd  over 
' ;  •  -v.  there,--  v:  . ,  - -  ’  ; 

That  the  Yanks  ire  coming*, 

"The  drums  rnm-tammlRg  everywhere, 
So.  prepare,  sajr  a.  pray  er„ 

Send 'the;  word,  sind  the  wori  to  be- 
.  v  1  ware.  *  '  ~  ~y}  -  '  ;- 

AVe’ll^be  over.  wer’re.comlng  oTear. 

-And  ve  .won’t  cesne  back 
--  — - Till  Jt'a.oyer^orer;  thnre*_  .  ____  ”  ' 

"SEND  3HGEJ  A  CCRI.^ 

There'S  a  corner  in  my  heart 
ThatT’m  keeping  all  apart 

the  little  girl  I  left  behind. 

1  can  see  her  waiting  there  :  i KN.  , 
With  the  flower*  in  her  hair. 

And  the  roses  in  her  cheeks  erakwined. 
So  when  you’re  thinking-  of  ana-  over 
yonjler,  *  J  ‘  _ 

When  you  wonder  what  X  wantfto  wear. 
Send  a  pretty  little  curl  *  * 

From,  the  sweefceet  little  girl 
In;my,homo  tows,  .  . 

^EEP  THB  HDME  FISES  BUKNING^ 
Keep  the  homo  fbres  burning,  ^ 

.  While  your  hearfsare  yearlilnjc.  - 

;^®Tfeon gb? . yotix^rM^s'isLr^ts^r  awayA" ^ ^ 
They  dream  bt  laame.  i  : 

There’s  a  silver  JSnlhgf'  'i*~  ‘  '*  ••' 

Throiigh  the  dark  cloud  ahininsL 
Turn'  the  dark  feloud  _inside  out 
Till  the  boys  coat  homE 

‘THERE’S  A  XOXG,  JUONG  TRAILS 
There’s  a  long,  long  trail  a -winding 
Into  the  land  of  nay  dreams,  ** 

Where  the  nightingales  are  singing 
And  a  white  moon  beams, 

There’s  a  leng^Iomg  night  of  waiting 
Until  my  dreams  klledme  true^ 

Till  the  day  when  XTI  be  going 
X>own  that,  long,  long  trail  with  you.  . 


"PACK  UP  YOBXt  TROUBLES.” 
Pack  up  your  troubles  in  your  old  R4t 
x  bag 

And  smile,  smile,  smile. 

While  you’ve  a  lucifer  to  light  your  fag. 
Smile,  boys,  tha t’£  the  style. 

What’s  the  use  of  worrying? 

It  nevei^yvas  worth  while,  so 
Pack  up, your  troubles  in  your  old  kit 
■  --bag 

And  smile,  smile,  smile. 


America’s  veterans . . . 

friends  well  remember. 

y  ~  z-o  "9 "/ 

/v^xr 

^  ,  ,4o.w  ,r-fe-y 

_/v-  ( 

O  <>*— --S  <— 


Ulg 

sting. 


There’s  a  long,  long  trail  a  wlj 
Info  No-Man’s  Lsoad  in  Praik 
Where?  the  shrapnel  shells 
Sut  we  must  advance.  • 

There’ll;  be  lots  oY  drills  and  h. _ _ 

*•  Before  #iir  dreams  all  come  true- 
But  we’re  going  to  show  the  KMser 
'  "ISbw  the  Yankee  boys  come  through. 

*  4 :A«GOma  BACK  H-O-M-ET  ' 

SolngNoack,  gplpg  back,  .> 

^Crding  backf  h-b-m-^e 
^^Hotog /.back/,  going,  back, 

"Wrom  the  lands  across-  the  sea.. 

Going  back,  going  hick, 

..When  we’ve 'made" the  whole  wnarld  free. 

■  ;  „•*  .  .y-. 

Here  we.  are, ^  asdtfwe’re  off  -  fan-  Berlin 
town.'  ~v-  !. -t'N -%r- '  -  N 

We’ll  turn  .Bill  and:  hhs^  army  nxpside 
down.  “  " 

“And  when  the  Allies  make  the  Kaiser 
-  shed  his  crovm,  *  --•*  -t. 

There’ll  be  'akhot^-Xime  in  the' "old  toyvn 
,-  ‘  :  that  nig#W  Oil*  •  baby!  ( Repeat. ) 

SAMMY.’'  ’ 

.  - :  •-  r  •  ■ ;  Tune  :  -  <wD|^,01d  ‘  Gray  Nlarru^ . '  ' 
Uncle  Sammyi  l^Pneeds  the  infsantry • 
lie  heeds  the  cavalry,  h«  sjsseds  amtillery. 
And  then,  by  gos#ta'  we’ll  all  -  go  ifeo  Geit^- 
•  . y.-  many.  .  :  ;  .  ,  . 

God  help  Kaiser  Mill  l  '  -  ' 

God  help  Kaiser  Bill !  y  "  t  * 

.  '.Gc^help" Kaiser  Bill! 

•'^■^Eusle  Samiiiy,’he:gets  :the:infanitry..v ' 

Me  gbts  the  cayalry,  he  gets*  artffllery.  t 
And  now,  by  gcs^a,  we’ll  ail  ge'to.  Ger- 

!§g©a  help  Raiser  4BS11 1-{  t  =  n 


"KAISER  BILL  »  "  " 

^ Tune:  “On  the  B «ieb  at  Waikiki,^ 

Kaiser  Bill,  oh,  we  are  coming. 

With  our  army  over  sea. 

And  you  forgot  our  motto. 

Which  is,  “I>o  not  tread  on  me.” 

It’s  a  Job  we  never  started, 

Bufewe’ll  finish  Germany; 

And  We’ll  hang  you,  Kaiser  William, 

On  the  highest  linden  tree. 

GO.” 

x  "  Tn»ei:  ^Ixle.” 

In  khaki  suit  and  army  visor,.-  *>•., 

All  aboard  to  can  the  Kaiser-  -  ■*  • 

Look  away  !  Look  away!  Look  away, 

_  ^ •'  ■■  Gbrm’ahy-!-  - 1  y  ;  ;  :r . 

In  Kafser land  he  reigns  *'al one V’ 

We’ll  push  the.  Kaiser,  off  his  throne.  :* 
Look  away!  Look  away!  Look  away, 
Germany  !  r  /  • 

We’re  off  to  can  the  Kaiser, 

Hooray!  Hooray!  t  * 

In  Kalserland  w  »l  take  our  stand  - 
Tint il  we  can  the^JKaiser. 

Let’s  go,  let’s  go,  letfs  go  and  can  the 
Kaiser.  n 

Let's  go,-;  let’s  go,  let’s  go- and  can  the 
Kaiser. 


"WHERE  BO  WE  GO  FROM  HERE?” 
Where  do  we  go  from  here,  boys. 

Where  do  We  go  from  here? 

Slip  a  pill  to  Kaiser  Bill 
And  make  him  shed  b-^tear. 

And  when  we  see  the  enemy. 

We’ll  shoot  them  in  the  rear.  / 

Oh,  joy,:  oh,  boy,  i 

Where  do  we  go  from  here?  ... 

/‘THE  BELLS  HEbL.? 

The  bells  of  hell  go  tlng-a-3ing-a-ling 
Por  you  but  not  for  me. 

In  Heaven  the  angels  -  sing'-a-ilbg-a-  . 

ling:  -  i  *-  ■  *.■;>.  v  ■ 

That’s  where  I’m  going  to  be.  • .. .. 

Oh,  death,  where  is  thy  sting-a-lihg-a- 
,  ling?  : 

Oh,  grave  thy  victory?  .  ; 

No  t in.g--a-liu  ^ 

No  stlng-arllng-a-ling. 

But  slng-a-llng-a-ling  for  me.  ;  • 

‘  "GOOB-BYK,BILL.” 

Tune  t  “Good-bye,  GSrls,  Pm  Through,” 
Good-bye,  Bill,  you're  through. 

You’d  better  start  to  fret. 

We’ll  tie  a  can  to  you  * 

Without,  the  least  regret. 

Our- army’s"  mobilizing,  it  sure  looks 
terrorizing.  „ 

Wfe  wiU  keep  this  afxn  in  view;  : '  ' 

We’ll  get  you,  we’ll  get  you; 

Good-bye,  Bill,  you’re  through.  ~ 

"WHEN  THE  GREAT,  RED 1  DAW N  JS 
SHINING.” 

When  the  great,  red  dawn  is  shining, 
When  the  waiting  hours  are  past.  ' 

When  the  tears  of  night  are  ended. 

And  I  see  the  day  at  last,  " 

I  shall  come  down  the  road  of  sunshine 
To  a  heart  that  is  fomd  and  true: 

When  the  great,  red  dawn  is  shining, 
Back  to  home,  back  to  love  and  : 
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Stand  to  Your  Glasses  Steady 


f  Happy  New  Iear...l  Jan, 1990. . . 

Dear  C.vi. , 

I  saw  your  ad,  in  TROA  Mag.  Dec. 1939  issue*. 
That  was  agreat  song, but  did  not  seem  to  catch 
on  very  much* About  *43,1  was  some  place  as  a 
Private, or  maybe  an  Aviation  Cadet, and  it  was 
sung  quite  a  bit  as  a  marching  song. That  was  when 
us  flyer  types  were  part  of  the  U.S.Aimy.-CuSAAF).. 

This  is  not  ail  of  the  words*.  I  don't  know 
the  rest  of  them,., Also, I  never  have  tried  to 
transfer  a  tune  from  my  mind  to  a  piec  of  paper. 
What  I  mean  is, I  don’t  know  how  to  write  music.. 

I  believe  the  words  I  have  are  close  to  right. 
The  music  may  not  be  exact  at  the  end  of  MS  the 
phrase  that  says  "visibility*.The  rest  of  it  is 
correct, or  close  to  that. .*But  as  I  say, I  don't 
know  how  to  wrote  music... I  made  a  copy  of  this 
as  a  spare... Give  me  a  short  note  that  you  got 
this  OK.. 

My  Best  To  You 

j  Here  William  I.  MeCrystal 

t'&Y /  Tff/'S  47  Westbrook  Rd. 

*  So.  Hadley,Ma.  01075 

Btuy 


ANSWERED  JAN  1  9  1990 
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Co-Pilot Ts  Lament 


CALL  OUT  THE  RESERVES-  (54) 

In  peacetime  the  regulars  are  happy 
In  peacetime  they're  happy  to  serve 
But  let  them  get  into  a  fracas 
They'll  call  out  the  Gaddamn  reserves 

CHORUS 

Call  out,  call  out 

Call  out  the  Goddamn  reserves,  reserves 

Call  out,  call  out 

Oh,  call  out  the  Goddamn  reserves 

Here's  to  the  regular  Air  Force 
They  have  such  a  wonderful  plan 
They  call  up  the  Goddamn  Reservists 
Whenever  the  shit  hits  the  fan. 

They  call  up  every  young  man 
They  call  up  every  old  jock 
The  reservists  are  sent  to  Korat 
The  regulars  stay  in  Bangkok. 

Here's  to  the  regular  Air  Force 
V.ith  medals  and  badges  galore 
If  it  weren't  for  the  Goddamn  Reservists 
Their  ass  would  be  drar.-rins  the  floor. 


99s 


Tpn^vrp'  PILOTS,  “  .  hel^- 

-  there  are  no  ria^er  pi^t3  ^ln  hell 
‘thereto  »  «*«*“•• 

thtoJ^te«o  £ighu;  pilBts  do«  S>  heXl 

^  lhere  no  fighter  pl^  £  « 

Oh  there  ere  fishter:  pilots  ?n  mothers 

Oh  there  are  no  ^gn  shoreS)  oaKih. 

They  are  oil  . lots  in  the  states 

«.  t°ere  are  no  fighter  pilots  » 

oil  t"e  -infs  in  Japan 

are  no  fighter  pl,nts  in  Japan 

Oh  Ure  •£  fj^fthe  Sy.  ** 

ineyartvery  ^  ^  pilots  in  Japan 

Oh  there  are  the  fray 

ri.  no  f ig^ter  P^s  fray 

The7-Cr Wter  Pilots  in  the 

.  there  are  w 

S51i5«laSrSj“'‘  sin&’ 

355th  does  everytnins 
Oh  look  at  the  388th  in  toe  clhb 

then  a  bonder  lockey  walKs  into  oar 

skw^sja* aU  he 

does  is  flub  his  cod 

_ ■***  -r  r\  ?  *  mtTVj 
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COMDOCTOH  -fi  i  1 3  4r'Mui$4& 

MARVIN^LI6L!CK 

loo  ujc$T*f  0&  i/4  ^o/ 

THREE  CHEERS  FOR  ^ 

AMERICA  HB.Banum 
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department  of  the  air  force 

march  air  force PaAR«  3AN°  fSAC)  <t/6f 

oflCE  BASE,  CAURORNIa  935,3 


Marvin  Libiick 

J°5  ^stinount  Dr.  #208  P1  n 

Angeles,  CA,  90069  21  Dec  79 

Deai*  Mr.  Libiick 

Your  original  composition  "T. 

an  exciting  and  stimulating  ThreJ  Cheers  for •  America"  * 
country.  ^  «"*  which  ^propriltSy  honS^J0  b 

asasf  ™ 

Sincerelj-, 


'  St"®"'  Lt' 


USAF 


w; 


‘cf 


» 
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lands 


405  HK.GAHO  AVENUE  ,  LOS  ANGELES.  CALIFORNIA  90024  /  (2131  825-4781.  e«.  St 


January  7,  1980  • 

Mr.  Marvin  Lib  lick 

70S  N.  Westmount  Drive 

Los  Angeles,.  California  90069 

Dear  Mr.  LifalicJc;  ■ 

ms  r,rif •:  *»*«.• 

of  our  student  arranoers  make  a  hin  r*1  * ^  tle  tlme’  *  shall  have  one 
transpires  I  shaT?  FranS«nent.  In  addition,  if  this  * 

SlInSta^LS*^!1  ?V0U’  h°“Wer-  1  «- 

our  educational  and.  academic^sdjool  qukrter!'1  lf  ^  ***  ^  ^  time  during 
'Thank  you  for  your  interest  in  the  UCLA  Band. 

Bes^  regards,. 

P-  kelly  James 


nri>  Marching  and  Varsity  Bands 
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DEPARTMENT  OF  THE  ARMY 
UNITED  STATES  MILITARY  ACADEMY 
WEST  POINT,  NEW  YORK  10996 

TJSHA  BAND 


5  Hay  1980 


Hr.  Harvin  Liblick 
ij-0  705  Westmount  Drive  #208 
Los  Angeles,  CA  90069 


Dear  Hr.  Liblick: 

Once  again  we  thank  you  for  the  arrangement  of  "Three  Cheers  for 
America".  Since  the  vocal  part  is  so  vital,  we  are  unable  to  make  a 
tape  because  the  Cadet  Glee  Club  is  booked  and  the  end  of  the  academic 
year  upon  us.  Perhaps  I  can  arrange  a  taping  in  the  future. 


RONALD  0.  HcCOWN 
LTC,  AGC 


Commanding 


DEPARTMENT  OF  THE  NAVY 
SCHOOL  OF  MUSIC 

NAVAL  AMPHIBIOUS  BASE  LITTLE  CREEK 

NORFOLK,  VA  23521 


IN  REPLY  REFER  TO 

4200/DSK/mrk 
Ser  04/Pg"5 

9  0  MAY  iSSli 


Mr.  Marvin  Lib lick 

700  Westmount  Drive  #301 

Los  Angeles,  California  90069 

Dear  Mr.  Lib lick: 


you?  ^!a^rWardins  a 

pulljK  pirtSS  % 

t?  isssftsgr 

tne  spirit  of  patriotism  expressed  in  your  song. 


^Sincerely , 

D.  S. 

CW04,  U.  S.  Navy 
Director,  Fleet  Support 
Department 
By  direction  of  the 
Commanding  Officer 


•  I  I 

I  •  v  > 

DEPARTMENT  OF  THE  NA.VT 

UNITED  STATES  ATLANTIC  FLEET 
HEADQUARTERS  OF  THE  COMMANDER;  IN  CHIEF 
NORFOUC  VniGOttfe  33S1I 


1600/FFl— 2/N0072 

iSer3  80S 
tgiUSl980 

Mr.  Marvin:  Liblick  (AS CAP) 

70tt  Westmount  Drive 
Los  Angeles^  CA.  90069 

Dear  Mr.  Liblickr 

Thank  you  for  your  letter  of  May  28,  1980  with  tape  and  music  of  THREE  CHEERS 
FOR.  AMERICA.  - - 

I  will  be  happy  to  file  your  music  in  our  Ceremonial  Band  library  for  possible 
future  use.-  The  schedule  of  the  Atlantic  Fleet  Band  is  quite  heavy  and  it  may 
be  some  time  before  we  have  the  opportunity  to  consider  making  an  arrangement 
of  your  composition.  If  we  do  ,  I  will  be  sure  to  provide  you.  a  copy  and  a 
tape  if  possible.  J 

Your  interest  in  the  Atlantic  Fleet  Band  is  appreciated. 

Sincerels 


P.  H.  FIELD 

Lieutenant  Commander,  U.  S.  Navy 
Fleet  Bandmaster 


'SEpOP  'PARKIER  coeufd 
fUiieV  Tho  ijarlne  Hymn) 

:  5^0  the  fields  p£  sacraments. 

E-;;  /  ,  Tfi  the  shores  of  Sicily 

7  Wo  fly  our  country  >s  transports 
r.’,' w'i :;f' Oyer ' land,  and  over  sag  * 

•  "  *  ’♦  From  Casa  up  yto  Cairo 

*1;  '  y ;  "  From  Bizerto  bn  to  Rojne 
. 'fe  haul  everything  but  the  dann  latrines 
y.7:-y  ,  But  still  w  emit  go  home, 

k  •;  _V-t/  4.  ■  •  '  .  •  , 

feastardb  of  the.  Air  Corps  •  >■■  • 
w;/*  jro  fenoknews  >«■**©  over  seoa  ' 

For !  ovary  nortia.'thatwe  fly 
Credit  goea  to  a,T.  c» 

Two. years  in  this  NATCUSA 
r.;  y  A  thousand  .hours  each  ha?  flown 
■ilf’ ,^o  jfcidps  through  each  invasion 
m.  cap it ,  §«  hoisfi,  . _ .. 

ASHAft-GOE^FY 
(Tune as  fly  does  uy) 

yyyv-  •  -  ■  . 

,:k.-;V,£V'Tow  must\reP:ojniher  this 
W%-v  Th©  -flak  can  it  £  ways  raise  ■ 

^  ij;  t.;  soms'bbdy..,  has  to“'die  •*■ 

The  •odds  ^re  'dlY/ays  too  dawn  high  .  . 
{SKY,}*'''#*  ty '.  '  •  . 

AndTvjhen''the  filters  <yomo 
‘PW  h«pq  you'*rq  net-’ the  <jne 
tMrol^eJfrcfii-the/sky"'--  •' 

^ Th$'  edds'  ere  always  too  damn  high  . 
SwSi&A :Ajb‘- fldkigrap- . by,-'-  .w-  J — ...... 

w,\;:  one-tens  and  ‘twow-tena  •  ■' 

-tado  ’  ing'  at'  your  gate* 

K' Sky ' filled with  fightprs 
U»4  to  lfill  th&trate  .',  / 

BQmb§?  draMt  go  .way  '  .  . 

•-  s&yo  dop'it  he  Itfea  y  '  .  . 

urf,'?r  The ' target »s  passing  by 
:".i,  '  V  Its  still  the  eameold  story  1 
t.£  :^>ThQ  eighth  gets  all  the  glory  .  • 

still  someone  must  die  ' 

•.^'••fnevdds  ere  '  always  tee  damn  high 
0?Q8-«yi  \ 

THU  SUK4UPJ7  BIDES 

flip  ifaa°r.  didnd told  me 
|riefing  • 

^  ♦hf  ihldr  ‘  •’  told  me  -  Son 

#i'f^3a'-<iii9h£enl'4'''n;.iailk  -  run 

'S'^'J'pu  mil  have  fiuv'  v  - 

v;y  U; % '4%tearq  ho  :^n<?ws  tdiat  he  says|  ,  .. 

-that' we  ive  been  taiera  5 . 

'3W  they  have  there-  .  . 
Jfnvflf.-'hfi  «p'  wadg.  so  -j  m  singing- 


.nwticislng  <r  <  '  ,  , 

;  k  ?■/  --'K^-iip-ha'' 'engines  humming  ■  ' .  '• 

,  xi  /  '  the.  Fajo^.'dp  j»?  told  me  ' 

,nen  'in  thoro 

■  >  f..  .''h'onJn's  got  his  gray  halra.  _  ,  .  ...... 

0ip4peti/.  the  -I^jer  dpne  fculd  me 
•'! f*«) $,i3\TPi£k‘1’ wne . 8\ire  there'" 

’thing  that  leads  you 
i?laJ?  Happy  Blues. 


From  ;  .  ...  to  Asti  '  .  ,  T""  ;  — 

Fagent '  •  Patmn,  vrherevGr  the  four, 

Winds  biovr,  There  right  be  s ome  mili:  .. 
•runs  -  ■(here's  plenty  of  rough  one  a,  •’ 
And  thohej&s  one  thing  I  fcnow  .  '  * 

The  next  tine  x  go  there  v, 

X'll  end  up  with  gray  hair  .  ,  '  ■ 

Fink's  a  worrisome  thing  that  leads 
you  to  sing  -  The  Flak  Hnpoy  Blues,  ,f. 

I  ’lAHTSD  ^VGS  .  • , 

I  wanted  rings  till  X  got  the  gosh  darn 
things  ■  r  ■  •  .  ,  . 

Fovif'  I  don't  rant ; them  anymore , 

They  taught  me  how  to  fly,  then  they  /  ■: 
sent  me  hero  to  die  -  /  ; 

I  got  a  belly  full  of  war. 

Xbu  can  save  those  Zeroes  for  the  g~  d- 

-hero&s — -■.  '  - - - • — 

But  th is  flying  x's  \,111  not  compensate  ' 
for  losses,  ’  •  ‘  ■,  _ 

Chorus  *  ■  ’  7 

I  v/antod  rings  till  I  got  the .  daimn  ;thipg.|. 
■Fffvf  1  don't  rant. them  anymore,'’  1  '  ‘i 

X  im  tot,  p'ourtg  to  die  in  a  dairne  d  old  PRY  ’  - 
That  is  far  or  gey  rot  for  me  and  X.'  '  ■ 

.Bon.it  trust  to  luck  to  bo  picked  up  in - 
Buck  »  after  five  crashed  into  the  soa. 
Oh  I *d  rather  be  a  bell  hop  than  n  flier 
On  a  f.  at  top  with  ny  hand  around  p  ;  ' 

not  tie  not  around  a  g*d-  throttle,  ,  • 

■  ’ phtryug'w,>t»**‘' WIW|'I>*,‘''  *• . «—  *  --••••••  .... 4^ 

*hcy  wake  us  up  to  fight  in  the  middle  of 
Thy  night.  »  Preckfast  at  quarter  after 
Four,  You  crawl-  out  of  the  sack,  and 
Just  think  aboutthe  flak,  That's  ilnat >s 
rough  about  the  war*  As  you  take  5 
The  truck  t»  Briefing  you  can  hear  a  ‘  • 
lot  of  beefing.  If  the  target's  not 
n  milk  run  you  Id  bettor  go  on  Sick  Qsll.’  •' 
Chorus-  ,  .  7 ; 

<  f  '  '  •';■  ’;.': 

CAUr’Q  BIQ  FE?'CE  ■'."•■A 'it 


High  in  the  sky  oU> 

ITith  my  hena  up  and  locked  | 
On  my  way  back  to  home  1 

And  the  weather's  so  thick 
That  I  can't  see  the  stick 
And  my  instrument  'card  »s  at  hoirp 
And  the  Bomhardier 
Wli&fifcW ■,  v, 
Didn ' t  even  come’  ' near1  r  ’ v*° 

As  he  dropped  his  bombs 
Qn  the  target  so  clear.  ' 

Oh  my  back:  -  I  ape  Flak  ■ 

Will  X  over  get  back 

Ifith  Airf Qrce  phat- nov/?  *? . .  p\\ 

I  im  calling  RIG .  inSFCEl '  .  '  '  '..■  " 

15th  Airforcq  v;ha.t  nw?  /  * 


T--  T:tQ  PCD  FLARES 

TUQ.  red  flares,  two  red  flrre-s  '''..  l 

-Bee  ho?/  -they  spine,  see  hop  tirey  shiner;;- 
They  sh.ct  there  out 'from  the  tower. 

"They  hlossor©  out  liko  n  flo>fur  '•  '■? 

;youirc  back  in  you  suck  in  an  huw 
*Hth  two  red  flares,  '  v'-  ' 

(Tune  -  liiree  blind  lice)  ;  v  ''' 


■  .  FOp^^^OURS,:  - - . 

»■  £* ,rar 
They  said  not  word  one  *bouw  me J^¥ 

So  being  young  boys  vre  rushed  put  to  enlist 

To  got  In  the  Air  Corps  we  so  did  insist. 

Chorns  ~  .  . 

Fours  *  .fours  B-24 ’s 
W?  went  off  to  war  in  a  B-2U. 

For  years  vre  were  training  we  kne-  not  what  for 

ipq  »ii  ended  up  in  &  B-24  •  ,  . ,  ^ 

.They  said  it  would,  fly  and  wo  said  it  would  not 

Till  up  in  the  ?ii?  like  o  dig  bird  vm  shot. 


f  •, 


Tn  nint?  we  drank  til  wo  foil  .on  the  floor 
Then  found8 someone's  bottle  md  called  out  fi>r  more. 
Then  one  day  they  told  us  our  training  was  o'er 
And  we  loaded  ourselves  on  a 

Chorus-  •  t 

On  the  way  ovyr  v^+had  drirks  galore 
At  each  place  vo* ’stayed  # ■  V  , •.  + 

‘  in  m  V*>.r*«t  ±m  *  gSW* 

ISfl  wto  in  tiw-Sfabw  by  -tor-1-*  «**  USW- 

Cihorn?  '  ■’  "•■  '.V.  ;■■ 

Notr  old  3Sd  Kceley  gets  up  nd  tolls  us  ,  „ 

Theres  a  no  need  to  worry  why  make  ai  ch  t*  *bss 

The  filters  Won‘t"'hit  you  -you.il  not  got  got 
;SR  gSers  ure  tired  ^  the  barrells  are  hot. 

Shorn? 

^  Thr  fighters  they  uoomod,  the  fighters  they  dived 

•;  ■■3fj££*s  *AV,  -  r‘"' 

1'he  bomb  bays  were  open,  the  bombs  wt.ro  nv, y 
i^Z  vu  git  buck  1  don't  taw  to  this  day. 


XT  hAPP®^B  "T0  ^ 

Bo  afraid  of  Flak 

Duck  vdien  the  sky  turns  black  . 

It  could  happen  to  you  . 

Tuck  it  in. or  you  may  stumblp 
Sor.oone  lags  behind  and  down  he 
tubbles 

Keep  your  flak  suits  tight 
Til  the  spur's  in  sight 
It  ecu' d  happen  to  you.  . 

/II  I  did  v/aS  remove  my  helmet 
so  I  could  see  ■ 

$nd  it  happened  to  mo,  ... 

JXT~t.  PRISON  OAJ-T  . 

Across  the  Adriatic  ' 

Through  spacious  skies  ox  Diuc 
Thar ocaie  1,000  bombbrs 
With  airmen  tried  and  true 
.Wi5 '  horded'  for  the  Balkans 
And  straight  to  Bucharest 

put  vihon  we  hit  flak  alley 
i’ho  gunners,  did  the  rest. 

Chorus  -  .  „  , 

But  we  all  landed  safely 
v'Jith  parachutes  galore  , 

And  now  we're  in  a  prison  Ceitzp 
Aswecting  out  tho  war,  , 

/■  train  pulled  into  Bucharest 
One  warm  and  sunny  day^ 

"s  we  passed  through  the  city 
wo  could | hpar  the  people  say_ 
you  murders,  you  gangster? 
you  bombed  our  city  fqir 
you  just  knocked  out  our  • 
marshalling  yard 
Which  is  beyond  repair. 


bhorus,  '  ' 

We  turned  on  tho  power,  we  turned  on  ibe  switch 
ll.t  nome thing  is  missing  its  cold  as  a  witch 

SS  thty  fo  by  rn  bo  Ota  «  JW  bold 
wriort^lwW  bhe  book,  but  «'»  »  »-*-  00M. 

;  .  -■  v<:\V-  ‘‘i  *  •  ’  *  ,  •  '  4.  .  * 

1  Chorus  ’  /  1  "  ■’ '  . 

::'  nh  pothor  dear  pother  its  sad  to  relate 

■  you  poor  boy  has ^ot  J? ^oh  so^brivc  and^so  bold 

he  Aew  through  the  flak  but  he  died  of  tho  cold, 

:>£■  wmmD  to.  bwcp.^i^st  T '  .  f’ 

f  Tpne  r  on  the  Road  to  mandalay 

nn,.4hia  j?o«d_t  q  ^ucharee  t..  —  • 

■STS  Luft  "faffc  tannest. 


V::M 
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rf  t^rink  cm  P  like  thunder 

And  ^SthTio^  Bast  and  West. 

mn  the  ftosd  to  Bucharest 
yScre  the  f ocke'  Wolf • s  at  its  best 
f**A  fhA  flak  coiflo s  up  ^una^r 

South,  Euat  »4  -«t. 


1 . 


whorus  -  '  ' 

Now  you  may  think-  this  eate-  pur.- . .  . 

wo1 though  the  war  was  over 
But  the  bombers  thoy  still  i lev 
no  hoard  the  bombs  awhistling 
jid  vo  dove  benoath  our  Ipds  > 

>z  wo  lay  thorc:  a  troubling  ■ 

<*nd  praj'ing  very  hard 
That  they  would  miss  our  eiiy 
tnd  hit  the  marshalling  yord. 

Chons  .  '  •*<-:. ..  '  • 

•  '  r  ’  "  :  .  ••  •:  ",  •  .  .  -.1  ••  ....  .  . ■ , 

AT  C,  . 

Q^I  mm 

Ho*s  never  seen  a  foxhole 
Or  mud  up  to  his  knees  .  _ 

.  Bo,  take  .  dawn.  ¥0XLV  sr>rviee  -flag  - 

mother,  . 
your  son’s  in  the  AfC*  ■  . .  ; 

«q?s  never  soon  a  Zero  * 

Or  a  Folkc  Wolf  190  n„  »■ 

So,  take  down  your  service  ri^g, .. 

pother  -;>v 

your  son 'sin  the  '  fC.  , 

He  wear  the  wings  of  a  pilot  '  .. 

/nd  he  » s  flovm  o'erthe  ‘sea  ;•.  v 
So,  take  doxy  ‘your  service  flagi  •' 
pother  ■,  i1*’  ^ 


mrPm 


WjWljgr 


IP***  '«oek  *0^as  only  -a  .shavetail  ••••  1 

f|w  ho<s  tan  his  Ccpitancy  '■•■'■  ,/ 

|^oJ';<tckb.-4wm  your'  .service  nag. ■  lather 

pfour  ^on^-in  ihe..4?c.  -  .  • 

day  his  Ate5‘ malfunctioned  •  -  i 
l^lnd'-hG  got  the  TjFC  /  .  :  •  '■' 

■'■Sot  -  take  down  your  service  fine,  j mother 
;%your.  scales  in -the  '^c.  .  '.  r; 


tmsr  • 


5  phc  Lcraudjris  a  very  fino 
-.•Cans  ante  ted  of  rivits  and'tin  ;  ‘ 

:  .  ii  top  ,ispee-d  of  cve-r  200'  *  |-. 

a-*  ship  with  a  head  .mad  'built  in*: 

<  Chorus  ■■•  ;  y  .  ■  li 

: '  Ck  w®  £ id  I  3ein  the  Air  Corns  •  • 

■  pother  deer  yothor  know  bost^ 

'■  ,?e2>s  J  112  i th  wreckage  ...  [. 1 
...  .marauder  all  over  ay  chest.*  { ■  * 


1,  ■  * '  '  -  ■  f  '  l?10  ^tcholl«s  a  vqry  fine'  airplariP 

f;  ’Outside  -the  barracks  .by  the  corner  light'*  •'r!S!tSUC‘'^  °f  p"pcr  *  d  t»od.  '  ¥ 

;  •I-ll.-alwy.  stand  nnj  «it  iw"  atllht  B-1  f  -iHstoy  F 

;  "drill  create  e  World  lor  tif  hayibr  ecbst  it,.  „o  0-  dp  good.a 

I  fd  vrait  for  you  tho  vheie  ght  thmu*  h  m  •- 

/FcryouiniJlnrleWforyor&lSSI^.  Ch0rU9  '  % 

Bugler  tonight  don’t)  play  -the  call  to  «,  a  *  " 

I  want-  another  evening  *rit>i  her  i  ir  rt  bath  tub  no  less 

Then  re  must  ssy  rooBvf  ind  onrt  '  -±J  f1\olo'-;  “Is  «er  the  *.-»«* 

;  I  fill  dhrys  to.;  Joufir.-ry  Thc  *01-  S’  *  «-ing  it  s  «ss. 

With  J.G  Ill!  i.erlen, krlth  j,c.  £lli  farlen.  Chcnis  - 


Give  me  a  rose  to  she?;  ho?,-  nuch  you  care 
f  Tie  to  the  stem  a  lock  of  golden  hair 
f  Surely  tomorrow  you.  <11  feel  blue 
-  ?u^*  ^cn  come  a  love  that  *s  new  1 

,  For  you  Lili  Ifarlen,  for  you  lili  harlcn. 


L  B&26<s  a  fine  aircraft 
Constructed  of  rivits  nndtin 
{-  top  speed  of  300  riles 
A  tr.il  ;,in d  'already  built  in, 

Chorus 


t  %tl2tl  xr°  ?*re  marching  in  the  mud  end  cold  .  S  .  . 

f if} 3  ’when  sy  pack  soor-is  more  then  .1  can  hold 

f/iy  love  S>r  you  ran©|s  .-my  might  ,  *  .•  •  „ 

/  f  »n  warm  again,  ay  pack  is-  light  f  •-  •  '  •fiSLL  BOTT0-  •TBOUSHJRg 

-:ejt*s  you, lili  jferlerJ  it's  veu  T-Ht  ua ~-if.n  .. 

f.  '  -j  *  ■  ‘-’*^nCi’J£  zoot  suits  and  parachutej 

.FLmoUGH  I»  P;JL=DXCE  1  ?  ^  of  khaki  too 


From  all  cares  grief  and  strif c 
.  l-c^  com  fro:.:  the  blue  in  the  sides 
■*0  .a  calm  easy  life 
Twns  ssy  ^JRICUGH  IE  p  J?/J)ISS  ' 

Time  stands  still,  peace  serene 
;  Gives  me  visions  of  old  s?  oes  and  rice 
she  say  she  <11  be  mine 
-  C-  .my  FUEIOir-H  IF  .FLUXISE 

'She  rsaid  lo  ti  *amo  oepasciar’ico 
',4,'-  lova-you  so 

;i|he  wind  through  the  o(ld  ilive  tree  , 
•<n.irpej’©d  to  me  ••  she  *,s  yours- can1 1 

■'fr&x.-eee,'--  *»,  A  .  •  ■,■ 


.  He'll  fly  the  Itpig  nntS'l- 
Like  his  daddy  used  to  do. 

Singing  thu  gear,  flaps  and  trim  t-bs 
--no  toggle  switches  too 
He <11  fly  the  2-h's 
Like  his  da.dct/  used  t®  do. 

Singing  the  flak-suits  and  helmets 
^md  cartons  of  scha.f  too 

the  «Big  Odes"  . 

Luke  ms  da  ndy  used  to  do. 

:  Hot?  the  moral  of  this  story 
&  plp.nu  as  -you  .can  sou 
..  If  -you  have  a  sen  ,  /  ..-l 

'  ^end  him  off  to  :•  .  '  y  :;M* 


ta  aicte  mth  thc  stars  in  the  -skies  h. 
fly  bock  to  you  and  forever 
Wy.fil-x&ip  it  true  ■  " -'y 


A/ewsLE7T£iz  YbL.  r  a/o.  <$- 

’  Mnv  j^sr 

Austint'who'was  Meeding"^'^6"5  U"able  t0  CUt  the  Cl°thin9  a"d  get  at  WOunds  of  ^ 


APPENDIX  D 


“knockUheVrou°tfJjCJapa^<  e"11Sted  t0,d  S°urces  that  after  «"*  «r.  they  are  going  to 

In  Belgrade,  Tito  is  not  very  popular  with  the  civilians  (Yugoslavs) 

Bulgarian  soldiers  contacted,  are  now  very  pro-Allied. 


Lightings  In  the  Sky 

Ch,  Heady  Lamarr  is  a  beautiful  gal 
And  Madeline  Carol  is  too. 

But  you'll  find,  if  you  query,  a  different  Theory 
Amongst  any  bomber  crew.  * 

rTMthe  — °Ve^iest  tning  of  which  one  could  sing 
(This  siae  of  the  Heavenly  Gates)  g 

Is  no  blondes  or  brunettes  of  the  Hollywood  set; 

But  an  escort  of  P-3S's 

Vltn  dSyS  trt  hSVe  passed»  when  tne  tables  were  massed 
^«itn  glasses  oi  scotch  or  Champagne. 

It's  quite  true  tnat  the  sight  was  a  thing  of  delight 
Us,  intent  upon  feeling  no  pain. 

no  fon*>er  the  same,  nowadays  in  this  game, 

When  we  heaa  north  from  Beskinas  Straits 

lake  the  sparkling  wines  everytime,  just  rrake  mine 
An  escort  of  P-36*s 

Bryon,  Shelley  and  Keats  ran  a  dozen  dead  heats 
Describing  the  view  from  the  hixis 
Of  tne  valleys  in  May  when  the  winds  gently  sway 
An  army  of  bright  daffodils. 

Take  the  daffodils,  Bryon;  the  wild  flowers.  Shelly 
Yours  is  tne  myrtle  friend,  Keats.  ^ ’ 

Just  reserve  me  those  cuties,  American  Beauties, 

An  escort  of  P-38's 

Sure  we're  braver  than  hell;  on  the  ground  all  is  swell 
In  the  air  it's  a  different  story, 
we  sweat  out  our  track  thru  fighters  and  flak 
we're  willing  to  split  up  the  glory. 

vS1  t???’  W?yldn.'t  reJect  us  so  heaven  protect  us, 

■M-na  until  all  this  shooting  abates, 

ln™sTori™cT.ll°/iSnt  '6“  ^  °ne  °ther  S‘“U  ite“- 


Courfes*  of  %/esse  M.  fftbbs 


ANCIENT  RUINS  AND  ARCHAEOLOGY,  DeCamp 

t q  1  nnH  u  ^  w,lnJer  °f  19^2-1923  ...  a  ship  reported  that  Easter 

Island  itself  had  sunk  beneath  the  s®a.  But  time  proved  that  Easter  Island 
was  all  right;  it  was  the  ship’s  navigator  that  was  wrong.  p,  239 
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From  July  24,  1943  issue  "Stars  and  Stripes"  (N.  African  Edition) 


CAPTURED  B-17  GUNNERS  FORM 
CHEERING  SECTION  FOR  YANKS 


By  Sgt  Jack  Foisie 

Stars  and  Stripes  Staff  Writer 


Advanced  Allied  Headquarters  — The  Yanks  advancing  on  the  Sicilian  town  of  Raqusa  didn't 
know  it,  but  they  had  friends  inside  the  town  cheering  them  on. 

The  coming  of  the  Yanks  meant  liberation  for  two  American  Flying  Fortress  gunners  who  had 
parachuted  to  safety  from  a  dying  queen  of  the  sky  only  to  be  taken  prisoner! 

AlTen  ^B^Huckah*^6  Y °  t6"’  TSgt  °tiid  °*  Fleming’  of  Jackson,  Mich.;  and  1st  Sgt. 

a]i6f-iBh+.HUC^abf?’  Temple,  Tex.,  were  able  to  reveal  the  story  of  one  of  the  greatest 

ns  m?  +h*°f+a  I  battle  of  a  single  Flying  Fortress  against  a  swarm  of  at  least 

35  kill -thirsty  Messerschmitt  109s  and  Macchi  202s.  The  story  begins  July  5. 

If®  D-""" »  *hl?.t,s  the  name  of  the  B_17»  was  10  minutes  from  Comiso,  its  target,  when  the 

first  enemy  fighters  came  around  but  they  were  just  a  nuisance  until  flak  knocked  out  the 

-T  H°*h  eI’91ne*  .That.  cut  down  speed  but  the  formation  cut  its  speed  to  match  and 

ltered  the  D  as  it  climbed  after  the  bomb  run.  Then  the  number  one  engine  went  out 

and  the  Fortress  was  hardly  making  more  than  stalling  speed.  There  was  nothing  else  then 
for  the  formation  to  do  but  abandon  the  D— .  y  e 

READY  FOR  THE  KILL 

Immedietely  the  Axis  fighters  swarmed  in  for  the  kill.  "It  sounded  like  rice  on  a  tin 
roof,  said  Fleming,  when  the  bullets  began  to  hit  us."  The  radio  went  out,  then  the 
oxygen,  then  the  men.  * 

Fleming  was  talking  in  a  low,  tense  voice  as  he  described  the  picture  of  doom.  The 

43-year-old  Huckabee,  believed  to  be  the  oldest  Air  Corps  enlisted  man  in  combat  service, 
mumbled  an  occasional  addition. 

I!1!6  fJriSt^man  90  WaS  the  tan  gunner .  wounded,  he  crawled  back  into  the  waist  and 
?nlmed  °fd  anotheur  9un  until  he  died.  The  ball  turret  gunner  was  next,  crumpling  from  a 
20mm  explosive  shell.  The  number  two  gunner  was  killed  almost  instantly  by  the  raking 
cross-fire  of  two  fighters.  But  the  Fortress  continued  to  fly  and  fly,  though  there  were 

J°  «vleSthp1niae„no°U9Thln  the.'fi?9S  and  fuse1  a9e  to  crawl  through.  The  pilot  was  struggling 
to  save  the  plane.  The  co-pilot  was  slumped  over  against  the  pilot. 

Fleming  went  forward  to  help  him.  He  found  the  co-pilot  dead.  One  more  was  to  die — the 

f?iIprtU^n^h9UnKeiri  *0nf  sh,e1J.  struck  his  9un >  curling  the  barrel  up  like  a  withered 
flower,  another  bullet  struck  him  in  the  stomach. 

ABANDON  SHIP 

Fleming  bit  his  lip;  he  seemed  to  be  re-living  that  nightmare.  "Things  were  getting  black" 
_?  *  .  .  f  were  Fas^  l°s1n9  altitude.  The  pilot  gave  the  order  to  abandon  ship.  We 

that  n  m1ghnt°noropen!;S"there  “S  3  Hp  1n  l”1ne  from  shraPne1  •  but  1  had  "°  time  to  fear 

The  engineer  was  the  first  to  jump.  He  went  through  the  shot-out  window.  About  then  a 
shell  exploded  the  ammunition  box  and  lead  began  to  pop  all  over  the  place,  an  Army 
i,ent  r!eut’  Jhe  bombardier  and  the  navigator  jumped.  The  pilot  thought  he  was 
c.ear  tl!)e  shlP»  but  the  bomb  bay  door  through  which  Fleming  and  Huckabee 
intended  to  j ump  slammed  shut  just  as  they  stood  on  the  edge.  The  ship  lurched  and  flunq 
them  to  the  floor.  The  two  recovered  and  fell  out  the  other  bomb  bay  opening. 

As  they  floated  down,  they  watched  the  D— .  "It  didn't  want  to  die,"  said  Fleming.  "The 
grand  old  ship  didn't  stop.  It  seemed  to  pilot  itself,  first  going  into  a  spin,  then 
coming  out  of  it,  then  going  into  another  spin,  finally  catching  fire." 
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The  following  is  to  be  recited  to  the  tune  of  THE  COPILOT* S  LAMENT. 


^ear  George 


i 


in  one  ot  my  recent  rummaging  around  some  ancie*Jr memorabilia 
l  encountered  the  enclosed  bit  of  ps eud o-scienti fie  fluff  that  1 
composed  during  one  of  my  more  lucid  moments  during  WW  II,  If  you  wish 
to  publish  it  in  one  of  your  newsletters,  it  might  serve  to  tickle  the 
memories  of  some  of  the  guys,  and  also  it  has  a  content  a  bit  different 
from  the  usual  reminiscence.  I  attempted  to  adhere  to  the  standard 
medical  protocol  of  that  day,  hence  there  is  abundant  use  of  terms 
appropriate  to  the  situation  at  hand. 


We  continue  to  learn  about  new  diseases,  syndromes,  and 
conditions  in  both  the  lay  and  medical  press,  for  example  Herpes,  and 
A.I.D.S.  The  disease  I  originally  described  was  never  published  and 
so  did  not  reach  the  consciousness  of  the  scientific  community.  If  it  had, 
maybe  l  would  have  received  the*N0bel  prize.  Anyway,  here  it  is,  and 
you  have  my  permission  to  tosslt  in  the  circular  file  if  you  like. 


3815  Joppa 

^t.  Louis  T’ark,  Minn.  55hl6 


^ditorially  yours, 

Ted  apermaster 
Ex-flight  surgeon 
3U7th  Squadron. 


CO-PILOT* S  DISEASE 


A  ^ew  Clinical  Entity 


efinition:  Co-pilot  g  disease  is  an  acute  infectious,  endemic,  occupational. 

specific  disorder  characterized  by  irritability,  fluent  episodes  of 
prolanity,  and  a  considerable  number  of  psychic  manifestations, 
mental  aberrabions,  emotional  disturbances  and  personality  complexes, 
it  is  seen  m  co-pilots  who  think  they  should  be  pilots. 

History*  Inasmuch  as  this  malady  has  not  been  described  previously  in  the 

medical  literature,  no  reports  on  Jai  history  are  as  yet  available. 

H  may  be  said  that  with  t  he  birth  of  the  four  engine  bomber,  a  new 
branch  of  the  human  race  has  of  necessity  been  produced.  These  people 
are  referred  to  as  co-pilots,  and  therefore  are  peculiarly  susceptible 
to  that  horrible  malignancy  described  in  this  paper. 


Etiology 

and 

Pathogenesis 


No  definite  cause  has  yet  been  found.  xt  has  been  well  established  that 
it  is  highly  infectious  and  when  once  it  attacks  a  susceptible  co-pilot 
it  will  quickly  invade  selectively  the  similar  member  of  other  crews. 
%ny  precipitating  and  aggravating  factors  are  well  known.  0ne  theory 
explains  that  the  onset  of  the  disease  occurs  when  a  tiny  Gremlin 
implants  the  t  hought  that  it  is  about  time  that  the  individual  in 
question  should  be  a  pilot.  ThiS  infinitesmai  spark  is  ij^mina tingly 
brought  to  a  raging,  consuming,  conflagration  by  various  exigencies 
o  the  local  situation,  such  as  lack  of  other  co-pilots,  or  certain 
commanding  officers  who  may  feel  that  this  subordinate  shall  remain 
a  co-pilot,  come  helior  high  water. 
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Diagnosis:  This  disease  occurs  only  in  ©o -pilots;  after  an  incubation  period  of 

3  to  ij.  weeks  (Phase  I),  prodromal  symptoms  can  be  elicited  by  the 
astute  observer.,  These  consist  of  slight  irritability,  and  many 
pathognomonic  expressions  of  desire  for  A-20,  P-38,  or  P-39°  As 
Phase  II  is  approached,  many  of  the  precipitating  factors  play  an 
important  role  inhe  subsequent  course  of  the  disease*  These  consist 
of  auliliary  influences  such  as  waiters  in  the  mess  hall  getting  the 
wrong  order;  frying  the  eggs  wrong  side  up;  paying  ten  bucks  a  samtfex 
week  at  the  officers*  mess;  or  being  required  to  wear  a  blouse  at 
the  officers* s  club,  this  point,  the^nan  is  described  by  his 
fellows  as  having  the  red  ass.  (R*A»).  y  the  time  Phase  HI  is 
reached  the  case  has  become  critical*  This  patient  can  frequently 
be  observed  to  repeat  to  himself:  "superchargers  off  I”  or 
"tailwheel  unlocked  iM  or  "booster  pumps  on  L"  or  also  repeat  numbers 
which  apparently  5*  of  some  meaning  to  him  but  of  no  significance  to 
others,  such  as  "1850  and  27  inches  1%  Another  favorite  is 
"right  hand  bottle".  He  my  exhibit  delusions  of  persecution  and 
paranoid  tendencies  ("the  C.O.  is  pissed  off  at  mei")  The  course  of 
the  disease  is  featured  by  chronicity  with  acute  exacerbations  set  off 
by  some  new  irritant  stiic h  as  the  latest  "poop  from  the  ^roup". 

Prognosis?  xhe  outlook  here  is  generally  favorable,  but  is  profoundly  influenced 
by  the  management. 


reatment :  Obviously,  a  simple  form  of  therapy  would  be  to  transform  the  patient 
into  a  pilot,  which  would  confer  an  immediate  and  complete  immunity. 
However,  this  proceedure,  although  desirable,  is  frequently  not 
feasible,  for  it  at  once  createfs  the  vacancy  whichamust  be  filled  by 
some  neophyte  co-pilot,  another  potential  victim.  ymptomatic  care 
should  be  employed,  with  special Aat tent ion  taken  to  bring  to  bear  all 
known  morale  building  factors.  hese  include  the  elimination  of 
irritating  mechanisms,  wl  th  emphasis  on  the  overcoming  of  personality 
conflicts  wtih  his  associates. 


Refrain  (from  Bill  Getz  WILD  BLUE  YONDER) 

I'm  a  copilot,  I  sit  on  the  right 
I'm  quick  and  courageous,  I»m  wonderfully  bright 

My  job  is  remembering  what  the  Captain  forgets 
I  never  talk  back,  so  I  have  no  regrets. 

I'm  just  a  copilot  and  a  long  way  from  home. 


ALBUQUERQUE  TRIBUNE,  Friday,  November  21,  1986 

VILLAGE  ERECTS  MONUMENT  TO  B17  CREW 
No  By  line 

rinum  Lh0llliranl<i’  Poland- “Villagers  who  witnessed  the  crash  of  an  American  B17  bomber  she 
down  by  German  artillery  during  World  War  II  have  fulfilled  what  they  felt  was  a 

belie9veda°to  be  th^ffrst  fn  pTTJ  ^  h0f?°r  the  Cr6W*  The  9-feet-tall  stone  memorial 
campaign.  American  Soldiers,  was  erected  after  a  five-yea 

aboard^6  jJo  o^th^aur^ve'd  ^The^f"’ "  Sh0t  d?Wn  Sep  18’  1944’  with  10  US  airme 
supplies  that  L  f!  p  i  !  l  P  ne  W3S  006  °f  107  American  aircraft  droppin 
220P00n  PnlPQ1  d  V,f^  H°i1Sh  partlsans  fighting  the  Nazis  in  the  Warsaw  uprising.  Abou 

the* arrival epfWthe  R^silns^"9  ^  UnSUCCeSsful  to  Uberate^arsa^  be^r 


WE  GET  LETTERS 


I’m  sending  this  for  two  reasons.  First  is 

pma^T^^°ther’  endless’  *  seems, 
notification-  It’s  for  Ralph 

r>  et6ooC  ark  who  made  Ws  last  sweep  on  22 
Uec  88.  Enclosed  is  a  check  for  $  100  for  the 
scholarship  fund  in  memory  of  Pete  Clark. 

In  addition  to  the  above,  I  would  like  to 
get  in  my  2  cents  on  the  fonda  (non-capital) 
letter  intentional)  news  in  the  Sweep.  I  don’t 
care  whatBrown,  Red,  Green  or  Black  has  to 
say,  I  appreciate  the  anti-fonda  info  in  the 
sweep.  Maybe,  for  some  of  us,  it’s  not  a  great 
war.  But  it’s  the  only  war  we  got!  True,  we 
may  find  others  who  need  exposing.  When 
appropriate,  please  do!  However,  I  feel  the 
emphasis  you’ve  kept  on  the  subject  has 
Helped  to  bring  pressure  on  the  bitch  (again 
capital  deleted  intentionally)  and  many  of 
her  retailers. 

Keep  up  the  Great  Work. . . 

Sincerely, 

Turk  Turley 
Mariposa,  CA 

Looking  for  any  information  on  Mai 
Edwm-d  M.  Hudgens  of  the  22  Special 
Ups  Sq,  Nakhon  Phanon,  who  was  shot 
down  over  northeast  Laos  21  March  1970. 
The  mission  was  a  successful  search  and 
rescue  of  Wolfe  06  Alpha  by  Jolly  Green 
/o.  5>moke  27,  ahd'p'osSibly'  S'atttly’OS 

n*™edfthMdownin8  of  his  AIJ  Sa"dy 
Ob.  The  family  requests  anyone  with  any 

knowledge  of  Major  Hudgens,  or  his 

d°™g’  P*ease  contact  Doug  Hudgens, 

«?«£*■ “ 

*  *  * 

This  is  to  inform  you  that  my  wife, 
Aneeta  Marquis  Phillips,  died  of  cancer 
on  November  21, 1988.  She  had  many  Air 
Force  friends  who  would  like  to  know. 


,  Wewent  to  Bitburg  with  the  F-105  in 
1961.  Served  a  tour  at  Seymour-Johnson 
mid  then  Korat  in  1966.  Stayed  with  the 
Inud  at  McConnell  until  retiring  in  1972. 
Then  advised  the  A.F.  Reserve  Wing  at 
,  a5,sw.ell  during  their  conversion  from  C- 
124’s  into  the  F-105’s. 

Thanks  for  passing  the  word. 

Sincerely, 

Robert  E.  Phillips,  Lt.  Col.  USAF  (Ret) 
Dear  Patti, 

Time  to  renew  in  one  of  the  most 
prestigious  organizations  in  the  country. 
Make  it  for  two  years  instead  of  three  as 
the  RRVA  can  use  the  extra  money. 
(Editor’s  note...  many  thanks.) 

The  other  check  is  for  the  scholarship 
fund,  in  memory  of  Captain  Lance  P. 
Syan,  MOH,  480  TFS,  Da  Nang. 

Thanks  for  the  great  Mig  Sweeps. 

^6 

John  B.  Flagg 

*  *  * 

I’m  writing  primarily  because  of  the 
great  RRVFPA  brochure  you  sent,  ex¬ 
plaining  what  we  are  all  about.  I  was  so 
impressed  with  it  that  I  made  a  few  copies 
(or  select  friends^And  one  of  them  was  so 
impressed  with  the  information  about  our 
group  and  its  purpose  and  results  that  he 
donated  to  the  scholarship  fund. 

Like  so  many  people,  he  didn’t  realize, 
that  we  were  any  more  than  just  another 
military  group  who  liked  to  have  some 
drunken  reunions  periodically.  Now  he 
knows... 

Frank  Moyer 
Albuquerque,  NM 


You  are  cordially  invited  to  join  other  members 
of  the 

Red  River  Valley  Fighter  Pilots  Association 
in 

Honolulu,  Hawaii 
for  the 

River  Rats  Return  R&R 
November  11, 1989 

A  7-Day  Inter-island  Hawaiian  Cruise  Party  Vacation 

For  additional  information 
call  or  write 

WET”* 

A  Division  of  Douglas  &  Company 
P.O.  Box  9097 

Salt  Lake  City,  Utah  84109  * 

Telephone  (801)  484-7144 


Dear  Sir, 

Please  accept  the  enclosed  check  for 
the  scholarship  fund  in  the  name  of 
Colonel  Donald  W.  Kilgus,  USAF  (Ret) 
Don  was  a  man’s  man,  a  fighting  man, 

a  a  husband,  a  son,  father,  uncle 

and  beloved  brother. 

His  memory  lives  on  strong  in  our 
hearts,  may  this  small  token  help  to  keep 
his  memory  alive  in  others  as  well. 

Sincerely, 

James  R.  Kilgus  and  Family 
Dublin,  Ohio 

*  Sfc  * 

Dear  Friend, 

We  would  like  once  again  to  donate 

«?™w°Sed  check  in  the  amount  of 
q>Z,UOU)  to  your  organization  in  support  of 
the  sons  and  daughters  of  the  POW-MIA’s 
via  the  River  Rat  Scholarship  Fund. 

We  again  want  to  show  them  that  we 
remember  their  father’s  sacrifice  and  that 
we  care  —  everyday. 

Thank  you  for  making  these  schol¬ 
arships  available  to  them. 

Sincerely, 

Jack  and  Wilma  Laeufer 
Columbus  Grove,  Ohio 
*  *  * 

Patti, 

I  was  rummaging  through  my  desk  and 
found  the  enclosed  ushort-  short”  story  my 
mother  wrote  in  the  late  ’60’s  after  I 
finished  my  first  tour.  The  story  is  true  and 
was  inspired  by  my  takeoff  and  burner 
climb  to  30,000  ft.  at  dusk  one  evening 
from  Tinker  AFB,  Oklahoma.  (I  was 
headed  for  Las  Vegas  in  an  F-105). 

She  has  given  blanket  permission  to  re¬ 
print  the  story  as  long  as  she  has 
attribution.  She’s  now  85  years  old  and  in 
relatively  good  health. 

Cheers, 

Stan  Penney 

(Editor’s  note:  We  understand  that  Mrs . 
Penney  remains  very  active  in  Oklahoma 
and  during  the  summers  in  Colorado.  See 
story  Wings”  on  page  4  of  this  issue.) 


A  WARRIOiR’S 

Dear  Lord.  Those  of us  who  faced  enemy  fire  over 
and  over  again  and  made  it  back  enjoy  life  totally. 
Many  times  we  came  near  being  with  you  in  your 
bosom  and  you  allowed  us  to  reunite  with  our 
families  and  friends.  We  are  grateful  we  were 
spared. 

let  us  remember  the  POWs  who  returned. 
Cicero  stated  there  is  no  man  more  intense  in 
defending  freedom  than  one  who  was  a  free  man, 
had  that  freedom  taken  away,  and  then  regained 
his  freedom.  Our  ex-POWs  are  indeed  fighters 
for  freedom. 

And,  finally,  Lord,  take  good  care  of  those 
who  did  not  come  back.  We  pray  they  did  not  die 
without  call,  but,  perhaps  the  Vietnam  War  was 
America  s  final  war.  Give  us  continuing  peace... 
with  liberty  and  justice  for  all.  Amen. 

Tony  Weissgarber 

3 


.WINGS 


Jackson  Penney 


Always,  he  wanted  to  fly.  His  little  h™, 
without  his  rapt  attention.  After  he  finished 

ebes  c°"t 

right.  But  I  want  to  fl^”  ’  know  you  re 

2avJhimnf°re  Ws  ei«hteenth  birthday  we 
totheCkvT81011 10  “d  offhe  went 


corrwt  ^Tar  flamin«  like  the  tail  of  a 
tosTantSr6  ^  gettinS  taller  by  the 
ant  antd  ln  only  a  moment  it  was  gone  — 

K*et,Ctofr  -  *“*  Eh, 
ffi-  S’-ZSKTSttz' 

.  was  aware,  aware  as  never  before 

how  fragile  and  vulnerable  is  the  flesh  of  men 

thl/rtT'l  lndomitable  his  spirit.  It  came  to  me 

wouldntlS  nV“  I’*1?""1  to  ll™.  m  son 


tos  comrades  shot  down  into  the  alien  jungle 
or  flammg  mto  a  muddy  rice  paddy.  *“ 

nr  ,He  was  bome  just  a  short  while  then 
orders  came  to  return  to  the  war  The  familv 

Dra^eratmyh°USeforTh^Sg 

Uay,  and  the  pictures  made  then  show  thf 
tottie  h!,{0ftUS-  fClt;But  i£  was  when  I  took  him 

the  base  to  join  his  squadron  that  I  first  saw 
bim  mount  into  his  olanp 

ms  piane.  ,  T  -  ^  ^ oi  o-oa. 

rra«tnrsr^  s-sspffisfcscs? 

accepted  by  the  Air  Force^He  l^flfat  ve^  F*] liKcm E£ you’venot  dreamTf^ 'mdnd' **•» 
night  f°r  basic  training,  months  of  arduous  tr  ^  G'suit’  bis  slender  body  in  his  Hi/  re£dlzedat  iast  why  my  son  had  to  fly 
work.  On  leaves  at  home,  heLkeSder  8ff  PUny  ^St  the  mightySrce  tha  Spmt  had  wings’ 

^SstSSfdr^  e^^^^^-ofthejS  _ 

was  now  a  man.  ^  ^  ^  me  my  son  Standing  alone  in  the  bright  sunlight  I 

But  I  never  saw  him  actually  fly  nhhtm  ho^ble,  .feeling  that  this  was ’a 
Whenever  his  plane  came  into  the  bie  air  ;.thattluscouldn°tbemyson,now 

asehe  dcallandwe’ddriveovertopickhim  wr  my  againas  though  I  saw  him  through  the 

up.  He  was  stationed  in  Ge  many  for  fo”  h  a‘elfscoPe-  This  could  not  be 

years  and  when  we  visited  him  there  we  saw  lad  ,clunbing  the  ladder  into  that 

the  great  brute  of  a  plane  he  flew,  but  never  rexiin/  fi”6’  be?g  strapPed  mto  the  seat, 

n^rtof  ‘f  b-  Somehow  it  was  all  unreal,  a  barelv  showing  °wn  *b®  ?trip,  his  helmet  .x.  naigus  ana  family 

Part  ofa  play  or  a  movie.  I  knew  he  flew  that  iK?  8S*°Ve  thenm  of  the  cockpit.  (™  memory  of  Brother,  Don  Kilgus)  25000 

*^TKS:£S5?2;  .  Z 

. .«» 

. ::: 

itself  mto  the  sky  —  faster  and  faster  and  Gordon  McLeod  (in  memoiy . 100  00 

_  qf-Pete  Clark) .  inn  nn 

- - -  Brooke  Bennett  (in  memory  . 


to  make  it  back  if  they  ^™kS 

assigned  target,  I  had  only  a  dim  idea  of  the 

hS  f18”!?^31106  of  what  he  said:  on  alert,  he 
had  faced  for  months  the  knowledge  that  if 
they  swarmed  like  hornets  into  the  sky  and 
wmged  eastward  there  would  be  no  return  for 
them;  only  the  hope  of  a  possible  crash 
landing  m  neutral  territory,  if  they  were  lucky 
enough  not  to  be  shot  down.  A  grim  prospect 
but  flying  was  his  life.  y  ’ 

dozen  solo  flights  across  the  grey 
Atlantic,  guzzling  fuel  in  mid-air  from 
hovering  tankers;  a  clutch  of  trophies  and 
awards  his  wife  kept  dusted  and  he  never 
referred  to,  then  he  was  back  to  the  States  to 
nnish  his  college  course.  How  proud  we  were 
to  see  him  in  dress  uniform,  receiving  his 
degree  with  honors. 

B$0™&ever  seenh«nfly.  Somehow, 
none  mm s  flying  was  very  real  to  me.  I  flew 
everybody  flew,  often.  It  was  like  boarding 
the  train  in  the  old  days,  and  seemed  no  more 
exciting.  The  pilot  was  a  gold-braided 
official,  taken  for  granted. 

Then  came  Vietnam,  and  overnight  his 
entire  wing  flew  out  of  the  Kansas  plain  west 
mto  the  east.  I  readily  accepted  his  letter 
saying  they  were  on  a  training  flight  to  Guam. 
But  when  he  came  home  two  months  later, 
he  d  flown  40  missions  over  North  Vietnam 
--all  of  a  sudden  the  war  was  not  on  the  other 
side  of  the  world.  It  was  here  in  Oklahoma,  in 
the  tired  face  of  a  young  pilot  who’d  seen  the 
flying  telephone-poles  of  the  SAM  missiles 
coming  at  him  and  managed  to  dodge  them  — 
who’d  faced  death  every  day,  and  had  seen 
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SCHOLARSHIP 

DONATIONS 


Lt.  Col.  David  F.  Gary .  non  nn 

Jack  and  Wilma  Lauefer . .  2  000  00 

William  L.  Shankel,  M.D. ; !  .*  .* ; ;  foX™ 
James  R.  Kilgus  and  Family  ’ 


The  Hi  Desert  Rats  completed  another  success* 
fill  fundraiser.  The  4th  Annual  Hi  Desert  Golf 
Tournament  was  held  at  the  Apple  Valley  and 
Spring  Valley  Lake  Country  Clubs.  Co¬ 
sponsored  by  American  Air  Lines  and  Apple 
Valley  Transfer  and  Storage,  the  grand  prize 
(two  round  trip  airline  tickets  to  Hawaii  and  a 
condominium  for  one  week)  was  won  by  Carl 
Goude,  a  local  merchant  and  supporter  of  the 
RRVA  on  the  Hi  Desert.  The  Hi  Desert  Rats 
won  back  the  trophy  from  the  Nellis  Rats. 
(Sandbagger  Bob  Ashcraft  couldn’t  play  as  his 
daughter  was  getting  married.)  Any  other  Rat 
packs  are  encouraged  to  compete  for  the  trophy 
next  year.  A  barbecue  buffet  closed  out  the  two 
day  tournament,  and  $11,000  has  been 
forwarded  to  the  scholarship  fund. 


of  our  absent  companions) . 100.00 

Jt.  Tucker  Marston  (in  memory 

Col-  John  L.  Robertson,  MIA) _ 100.00 

Chap.  (Col.)  Chris  Martin .  100  00 

Ray  E.  Albright .  .  70  00 

Paul M.  Dicker  .  . .  000 

(United  Technologies) .  60  00 

John  B.  Flagg  (in  memory 

of  Capt.  Lance  F.  Sijan) . 50.00 

Dennis  W.  Pritchard  (England) . 26.00 

Lt.  Col.  Albert  C.  Vollmer  (in 

memory  of  Pete  Clark .  25  00 

Maj.  Gerald  S.  Miller,  USAF  (Ret)  . . . . .  25.00 

Also  to  Rat  Memorial . 25.00 

John  Costseres. . . . 25  00 

Jack  Kull  (in  memory  of 
Bull  Simons  &  The  Son  Tay  Raiders) . . .  25.00 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Rusell  Foster . 1500 

(In  memory  of  Harold  Kilgus) 

Loraine  Jacobs,  Linda  Lee  Oke, 

and  Kay  Oversby .  25  00 

(In  memory  of  Harold  Kilgus) 

Lt.  Col.  George  Andre  (in  memory 

of  Bill  Frederick . 20.00 

lLt  Richard  Marshall,  IV . 20.00 

A.E.  Staley  Mfg.  Co.,  Tim  Nash . 20.00 

Dale  Huffman . .  1 5  00 

Col  David  F.  Boyd,  USAF  (Ret)  (in  honor  ' 
ofLt.  Col.  Frank  Moyer,  USAF  (Ret) _ 5.00 

UNITED  WAY 

National  Capital  Area . 190  38 

Sacramento,  CA . .  95.57 

GRAND  TOTAL . $6,861.95 
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BESIDE  A  KOREAN  WATERFALL 

Beside  a  Korean  •waterfall',  one  bright  and  sunny  day 
■Beside  his  shattered  Saber  jot,  a  young  pur suiter  lay 
His  parachute  hung  from. a  nearby  tree,  he  was  not  yet  quite  dead 
,  So  listen  to  the  very  last  words  this  young  pursuiter  said 

I'm  going  to  a  better  land  where  everything  is  bright 
Where  whiskey  flows  from  telephone  poles' 

Play  poker  every  night 

We  haven't  got  a  thing  to  do  but  sit  around  and  sing 
And  all  our.  crews  are  women,  oh.  death  where  is  thy  sting? 

Oh  death  where  is  thy  sting,  ting-a-ling  '  , 

Oh  death  where  is. thy  sting 

The  bells  of'  hell  may  ring,  ting-a-ling 

Por  you  but  not  for  me  .  ’ 

Oh,  ting-a-ling-ling-ling,  blow  it  out  your  ass  '  ' 

Ting-a-ling-a-ling-ling,  blow  it  out  your  ass. 
Ting-a-ling-a-ling-ling,  blow  it  out  your  ass 
Better  days  are coming  by  and  by. 
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FOREWORD 


The  soldiers  and  sailors  of  every  war  create  and  sing  certain  songs 
in  which  they  find  spiritual  unity.  Sometimes  these  songs  are  somber 
and  sentimental;  sometimes  they  are  gay  and  rollicking  with  the  humor 
that  is  typical  of  our  national  mood. 

We  at  home  learn  to  sing  the  same  songs,  for  our  tasks  are  identical 
with  those  of  the  men  overseas.  We  sing  these  same  songs,  because  we 
want  to  be  united  to  them  and  to  feel  that  we,  too,  are  a  part  of  the 
great  spiritual  forces  which  sustain  them. 

This  group  of  favorite  songs  of  our  soldiers  and  sailors  was  compiled 
to  provide  schools,  civic  organizations,  music  clubs,  singing  groups,  army 
camps  and  training  stations  with  the  most  complete  collection  of 
"Legion  Airs". 

This  compilation  has  been  called  "an  important  contribution  to 
the  preservation  of  priceless,  melodic  memories."  But  it  is  more  than 
that.  These  songs,  sung  year  after  year  by  an  invincible  and  determined 
nation,  have  produced  a  national  morale  unequalled  anywhere  in  the 
world* 


All  We  Do  I*  Sign  The  Pay-Roll _ _ _ _ _  134 

All  You  Little  Rookies,  We  Wish  The  Same  To  You  [Soup  Song) - - -  1 14 

America  (My  Country  'Tis  Of  Thee)  -  97 

America  The  Beautiful - - - -  66 

Anchors  Aweigh  - - - -  26 

Army  Bean,  The _  84 

Battle  Hymn  Of  The  Republic _ _ _ ...... -  74 

Battle  Song  Of  Liberty,  The _ _ _ _  86 

Bells  Of  Hell  Go  Ting-A-Ling-A-Ling,  The  (For  You  But  Not  For  Me) - - -  141 

Beside  A  Belgian  Water-Tank - -  141 

Bombed!  _ _ —  140 

Caissons  Go  Rolling  Along,  The _ _ .. —  6 

Coast  Artillery  Marching  Song  (Roarious!) _ _  117 

Coast  Artillery  Song _ _ 118 

Cornin'  In  On  A  Wing  And  A  Prayer _  28 

Connecticut  (Department  Of  Connecticut) _  50 

Countersigns,  The, _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _  129 

Darktown  Strutters'  Ball,  The _  76 

Don't  Bite  The  Hand  That's  Feeding  You _ _  46 

Don't  Sit  Under  The  Apple  Tree _ _  32 

Eyes  Of  The  Fleet _  36 

For  You  But  Not  For  Me  (The  Bells  Of  Hell  Go  Ting-A-Ling-A-Ling)..... .  141 

Gang  That  Sang  "Heart  Of  My  Heart,"  The _  1 1 2 

Give  Me  A  Kiss  By  The  Numbers  (In  Cadence  "One-Two-Three") . .  92 

God  Save  The  King _ .....  97 

Good-Bye  Broadway,  Hello  France! _  18 

Good  Morning,  Mr.  Zip-Zip-Zip! _  88 

Hail!  Hail!  The  Gang's  All  Here!  (What  the  H - Do  We  Care) _  98 

Hail  The  Home  Of  Freedom  (Our  Director) - — -  104 

Have  A  Little  Regiment  Of  Your  Own.. _ _ _  102 

Hinky,  Dinky,  Parley  Voo  (Mademoiselle  From  Armentieres) _  135 

Home,  Boys,  Home! _  1 32 

Homeward  Bound  _  138 

How  Do  You  Get  That  Way?  (Look  At  The  Ears  On  Him) _  108 

I  Ain't  Got  Weary  Yet! _ _ _ _  80 

I  Don't  Know  Where  I'm  Going  But  I'm  On  My  Way. _  79 

I  Don't  Want  To  Get  Well _  106 

I  Want  To  Go  Home _  72 

I  Wonder  Where  My  Buddies  Are  To-night? _ , _ 143 

In  Cadence  "One-Two-Three"  (Give  Me  A  Kiss  By  The  Numbers) _  92 

It's  A  Long,  Long  Way  To  The  U.  S.  A.  And  The  Girl  I  Left  Behind _ 82 

Ja-Da  (Ja-Da,  Ja-Da,  Jing,  Jing,  Jing!) _ _ _ _  136 

Jersey  Legionaire,  The  (Department  Of  New  Jersey) _  64 

K-K-K-Katy _  22 

Kelly  Field  Aviator's  Song  (Look  At  The  Ears  On  Him) _ 108 

Last  Long  Mile,  The  (Plattsburg  Marching  Song) _ _  70 

Legion  Buddies  (Department  Of  Pennsylvania) _ 60 

Legionaires  (Department  Of  Texas) _  62 

Li'l  Liza  Jane  .. - - - - 78 


Look  At  The  Ears  On  Him  (How  Do  You  Get  That  Way?) _ _ _  108 

Mademoiselle  From  Armentieres  (Hinky,  Dinky,  Parley  Voo)..._. . .  135 

Marching  Along  Together . . . .  jq 

Marine's  Hymn,  The  . .  j2q 

Mechs  Of  The  Air  Corps . . .  jg 

My  Country  'Tis  Of  The,?  (America)  .  97 

My  Own  America  . 20 

Nancy  Lee  . .. .  ^4 

National  Emblem  . . . . . .  «2 

Navy  Wings . . . . . .  4q 

New  Hampshire  Marches  On  (Department  Of  New  Hampshire)  ZZZIZZ  56 

Old  Soldiers  Never  Die . 

Our  Country  . 
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SONGS  OF  AMERICANS  IN  THE  VIETNAM  WAR 


Notes  by  Lydia  Fish 


This  album  is  part  of  an  ongoing  undertaking  by  the  Vietnam 
Veterans  Oral  History  and  Folklore  Project  to  collect,  preserve, 
and  make  more  widely  known  the  folksongs  of  the  Vietnam  War.  We 
hope  that  it  will  encourage  the  men  and  women  who  served  in 
Southeast  Asia  in  the  military  or  as  civilians  to  remember  and  to 
share  with  the  Project  songs  from  their  own  experience:  songs 
which  they  sang  or  collected  in  the  form  of  manuscripts,  books, 
records,  or  tapes.  If  you  do  not  have  facilities  for  playing 
your  open  reel  tapes,  the  Project  will  be  happy  to  make  studio- 
quality  cassette  copies  for  you.  Your  original  tapes  will,  of 
course,  be  returned  to  you. 

VIETNAM  VETERANS  ORAL  HISTORY  AND  FOLKLORE  PROJECT 

Lydia  Fish,  Director 

Department  of  Anthropology 
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Fan  blades/helicopter  blades  rotating  slowly  above  a 
troubled  dreamer,  Jim  Morrison's  voice  singing  "The 
End" ... 

Young  soldiers,  on  their  way  to  Vietnam  in  the  summer 
of  Woodstock,  marching  on  board  their  plane  at  Ft.  Dix 
singing  "Fixing  To  Die"... 

Correspondent  Michael  Herr  catching  helicopter  rides 
out  to  the  firebases,  "cassette  rock  and  roll  in  one 
ear  and  door-gun  fire  in  the  other, "  or  crouched  under 
fire  in  a  rice  paddy  while  Jimi  Hendrix'  music  blares 
from  the  recorder  held  by  the  soldier  next  to  him. . . 

Grunts  linking  arms  in  a  beery  E.M.  club  and  screaming 
out  the  lyrics  to  the  Animals'  "We  Gotta  Get  Out  of 
This  Place" . . . 

The  rock  and  roll  war. . . 

To  most  of  us,  the  Vietnam  War  has  a  rock  and  roll 
soundtrack.  Almost  every  novel,  memoir  or  oral  history  of  the 
war  by  a  veteran  mentions  the  music  that  the  author  listened  to 
in  country.  All  the  songs  of  the  sixties  were  part  of  life  in 
the  combat  zone;  troops  listened  to  music  in  the  bush  and  in  the 
bunkers  (Perry  1968) .  Sony  radios,  Akai  stereos  and  Teac  tape 
decks  were  easily  available,  American  music  was  performed  live  by 
the  ubiquitous  Filipino  rock  bands,  AFVN  Radio  broadcast  round 
the  clock,  and  new  troops  arrived  weekly  with  the  latest  records 
from  the  states.  Gl-operated  underground  radio  stations,  playing 
mostly  hard  acid  rock,  were  part  of  the  in-country  counterculture 
of  the  war.  Even  the  enemy  contributed  to  the  sound  of  American 
music  on  the  airwaves;  Radio  Hanoi  played  rock  and  soul  music, 
while  a  series  of  soft-voiced,  Oxford-accented  women  announcers 
known  collectively  to  the  troops  as  Hanoi  Hannah  competed  with 
AFVN  disk  jockey  Chris  Noel  for  the  hearts  and  minds  of  the 
American  soldiers.  The  troops  had  their  own  top  forty,  of  songs 
about  going  home,  like  "Five  Hundred  Miles,"  or  "Leaving  on  a  Jet 
Plane,"  or  of  darker  or  more  cynical  album  cuts  which  reflected 
their  experiences:  "Run  Through  the  Jungle,"  "Bad  Moon,"  "Paint 
it  Black,"  or  "The  Night  They  Drove  Old  Dixie  Down."  References 
to  popular  music  are  an  integral  part  of  the  language  of  the  war: 
"Puff  the  Magic  Dragon"  or  "Spooky"  meant  a  cargo  plane  outfitted 
with  machine  guns,  "rock  and  roll"  fire  from  an  M-16  on  full 
automatic.  But  there  were  other  songs  in  Vietnam,  too — the  songs 
made  by  the  American  men  and  women,  civilians  and  military,  who 
served  there,  for  themselves. 

Some  of  these  were  part  of  the  traditional  occupational 
folklore  of  the  military.  The  pilots  who  flew  off  the  carriers 
and  out  of  Thailand  sang  songs  that  were  sung  by  the  men  who  flew 
in  the  two  World  wars  and  the  Korean  war:  "Give  Me  Operations," 
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"Save  A  Fighter  Pilot's  Ass,"  "There  Are  No  Fighter  Pilots  Down 
in  Hell."  Captain  Kris  Kristof ferson  rewrote  one  of  the  most 
popular  of  all  Korean  War  songs,  "Itazuke  Tower"  in  Germany  and 
his  helicopter  pilot  buddies  carried  it  to  Vietnam  where  it  was 
sung  as  "Phan  Rang  Tower"  and  reworked  again  by  Phantom  Jock  Dick 
Jonas  as  "Ubon  Tower."  They  learned  RAF  songs  like  "Stand  to 
Your  Glasses"  and  British  Army  songs  like  "I  Don't  Want  to  Join 
the  Army"  from  the  Australians  who  served  in  Vietnam. 

Other  songs  grew  directly  out  of  the  Vietnam  experience: 
songs  about  flying  at  night  along  the  Ho  Chi  Minh  Trail, 
defoliating  triple-canopy  jungle,  engaging  in  firefights  with  an 
unseen  enemy,  or  counting  the  days  left  in  a  365-day  tour.  In 
the  spring  of  1970  the  men  of  the  second  battalion  of  the  502nd 
brigade  of  the  101st  Airborne  Division  created  one  of  the  most 
powerful  songs  of  the  war,  "The  Boonie  Rat  Song,"  and  appointed  a 
keeper  of  the  company  song  (Del  Vecchio  1983  :i,  100-101; 
Rosenberg  1988) .  In  some  cases  both  the  words  and  music  were 
original,  usually  new  lyrics  were  set  to  folk,  country  or  popular 
tunes.  Barry  Sadler's  "Ballad  of  the  Green  Berets"  alone  spawned 
dozens  of  parodies. 

These  songs  served  as  a  strategy  for  survival,  as  a  means  of 
unit  bonding  and  definition,  as  entertainment,  and  as  a  way  of 
expressing  emotion.  All  of  the  traditional  themes  of  military 
folksong  can  be  found  in  these  songs:  praise  of  the  great  leader, 
celebration  of  heroic  deeds,  laments  for  the  death  of  comrades, 
disparagement  of  other  units,  and  complaints  about  incompetent 
officers  and  vainglorious  rear-echelon  personnel.  Like  soldiers 
from  time  immemorial  they  sang  of  epic  drinking  bouts  and 
encounters  with  exotic  young  women.  Songs  provided  a  means  for 
the  expression  of  protest,  fear  and  frustration,  of  grief  and  of 
longing  for  home.  Some  of  the  songs  show  empathy  with  the  enemy; 
Chip  Dockery,  who  served  with  the  13th  Tactical  Fighter  Squadron 
at  Udorn,  wrote  a  superb  series  of  songs  from  the  point  of  the 
North  Vietnamese  truck  drivers  on  the  Ho  Chi  Minh  trail.  Others 
display  a  kind  of  black  humor  mixed  with  violence,  in  which,  in 
the  words  of  Les  Cleveland,  the  thing  most  abhorred  is  embraced 
with  a  kind  of  lunatic  enthusiasm:  "Strafe  the  Town  and  Kill  the 
People,"  "As  We  Came  Around  and  Tried  To  Get  Some  More,"  and 
"Napalm  Sticks  to  Kids"  (1988) . 

Civilians  serving  with  civilian  agencies  such  as  AID  (Agency 
for  International  Development) ,  CORDS  (Civil  Operations  and 
Revolutionary  Development  Support) ,  the  State  Department,  and  the 
CIA  had  their  own  songs.  Jim  Bullington,  who  was  working  for  AID 
in  Quang  Tri  in  1968,  wrote  "Yes,  We  Are  Winning"  while  he  was  in 
hiding  in  Hue  during  the  Tet  Offensive  of  that  year  (Bullington 
1985) .  In  Dong  Tam  Emily  Strange,  (Red  Cross) ,  with  her  friend 
Barbara  Hagar  (USO) ,  wrote  "Incoming,"  complaining  about  having 
to  go  the  bunkers  every  night,  and  sang  it  for  enthusiastic 
grunts  on  the  firebases  (Strange  1988) .  Employees  of  0C0  (Office 
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of  Civil  Operations)  and  JUSPAO  (Joint  United  States  Public 
Affairs  Office)  contributed  "Where  Have  All  the  Field  Reps  Gone" 
and  "God  Smite  Thee,  Barry  Zorthian."  They  griped  about  the 
unpunctuality  of  Air  America  flights  ("Damn  Air  America,  You're 
Always  Late")  and  the  futility  of  pacification  efforts  ("We  Have 
Pacified  This  Land  One  Hundred  Times") .  The  Cosmos  Tabernacle 
Choir  was  composed  of  CIA  personnel  who  used  to  meet  in  the 
Cosmos  Bar  near  the  American  Embassy.  Their  songs  tended  to  be 
both  cynical  and  humorous:  "Counting  Geckos  on  the  Wall,"  "Deck 
the  Halls  with  Victor  Charlie"  and  "I  Feel  Like  a  Coup  is  Coming 
On . "  The  group  even  had  a  Cosmos  Command  patch  made ,  showing 
crossed  Bau  Muoi  Ba  bottles  over  an  explosion,  which  can  still  be 
seen  on  the  walls  of  bars  in  McLean  and  Langley  (Allen  1988) . 

All  the  streams  of  American  musical  tradition  meet  in  the 
songs  of  the  Vietnam  War.  The  influence  of  the  folksong  revival 
was  strong,  especially  in  the  early  or  advisor  period  of  the  war. 
Many  of  the  soldiers,  especially  the  young  officers  who  had  been 
exposed  to  the  revival  in  college,  were  already  experienced 
musicians  when  they  arrived  in  Vietnam.  A  few  brought 
instruments  with  them,  others  ordered  them  from  the  United  States 
(Lem  Genovese  remembers  buying  a  mail-order  autoharp  from  Sears 
Roebuck)  or  purchased  Japanese  guitars  from  the  PX  or  on  the 
local  economy.  Many  of  them  sang  together  in  Kingston-Trio-style 
trios  or  quartets:  the  Merrymen,  the  Blue  Stars,  the  Intruders, 
the  Four  Blades.  Country  music  groups  were  also  formed  in 
Vietnam  and  many  songs  are  based  on  country  favorites:  "I  Fly  the 
Line,"  "Short  Fat  Sky,"  and  "Ghost  Advisors."  One  of  the  great 
song  writers  of  the  war,  Dick  Jonas,  wrote  almost  entirely  in 
this  tradition.  Later  in  the  war,  many  of  the  young  soldiers  had 
played  in  rock  bands  before  being  drafted  and  this,  too,  is 
reflected  in  the  music.  Some  of  the  songs  of  the  anti-war 
movement  at  home  were  also  sung  in  Vietnam?  one  night  at  Khe  Sanh 
Michael  Herr  saw  a  group  of  grunts  sitting  in  a  circle  with  a 
guitar  singing  "Where  Have  All  the  Flowers  Gone?"  (1977:148). 

Joseph  Treaster,  a  member  of  The  New  York  Times  Saigon 
bureau,  wrote  in  1966: 

Almost  every  club  has  a  resident  musician,  usually  a 
guitar  player,  whom  the  men  crowd  around,  singing  songs 
about  their  lives  in  a  strange  country  and  the  war  they 
are  fighting.  The  songs  are  laced  with  cynicism  and 
political  innuendoes  and  they  echo  the  frustrations  of 
the  "dirty  little  war"  which  has  become  a  dirty  big 
one.  Above  all,  the  songs  reflect  the  wartime  Yank's 
ability  to  laugh  at  himself  in  a  difficult  situation. 

The  songs  grow  fast  as  first  one  man,  then  another, 
throws  in  a  line  while  the  guitar  player  searches  for 
chords.  The  tunes  are  usually  old  favorites 
(1966:104) . 
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Photographs  in  the  National  Archives  and  paintings  in  the  Army 
and  Marine  art  collections  show  soldiers  playing  guitars  in  bars, 
in  bunkers  or  while  sitting  in  the  sun  at  base  camp.  One  Navy 
photograph  shows  a  group  called  the  Westwinds  playing  for  wounded 
Marines  aboard  the  assault  landing  ship  Two  Jima.  Three  members 
of  the  Merrymen  met  and  first  played  together  on  a  troopship 
bound  for  Vietnam.  Joseph  Tuso  gives  a  vivid  description  of 
formal  parties  at  an  Air  Force  Officers'  Club  in  Thailand; 
solitary  singers  or  groups  provided  entertainment  during  the  meal 
and  broadsides  were  sometimes  distributed  so  everyone  could  join 
in  (1971:1-2).  In  my  own  collection  I  have  tapes  of  performances 
at  farewell  parties  and  concerts,  in  officers'  clubs  and  bars, 
hootches  and  bunkers. 

The  same  technology  which  made  it  possible  for  the  troops  to 
listen  to  rock  music  "from  the  Delta  to  the  DMZ"  provided  ideal 
conditions  for  the  transmission  of  folklore.  The  widespread 
availability  of  inexpensive  portable  tape  recorders  meant  that 
concerts,  music  nights  at  the  mess,  or  informal  bar  performances 
could  be  recorded,  copied  and  passed  along  to  friends.  Toby 
Hughes  writes : 

Just  before  leaving  Southeast  Asia  and  as  a  favor  to 
some  friends  I  recorded  (three  songs)  on  tape,  leaving 
them  with  instructions  not  to  let  the  tape  be  copied, 
as  I  planned  to  include  the  songs  in  a  book.  One  has 
to  understand  fighter  pilots  and  their  love  of  fighter 
pilot  songs  to  know  that  I  was  neither  surprised  nor 
upset  to  find  that  copies  of  the  tape  were  all  over 
Southeast  Asia  within  thirty  days.  One  copy  actually 
beat  me  back  to  the  States  and  I  was  subjected  to  the 
strange  sensation  of  hearing  my  own  voice,  recorded 
half-way  around  the  world,  singing  the  songs  over  the 
speakers  in  the  casual  bar  just  after  arriving  at  my 
stateside  assignment  (1989) . 

Some  especially  popular  groups  made  tapes  for  their  fans  and 
several  singers  had  records  cut.  We  know  that  these  songs  were 
occasionally  played  on  AFVN  Radio  and  they  were  probably  also 
played  on  the  "bullshit  net"  which  the  troops  operated  illegally 
on  field  radios.  The  extremely  high  rate  of  troop  mobility  meant 
that  these  songs  spread  rapidly. 

Some  of  this  music  even  had  official  sponsorship.  In  the 
early  1960s  the  USIS  (United  States  Information  Service) 
sponsored  tours  of  Vietnam  by  American  folk  groups,  although 
these  mostly  played  for  Vietnamese  villagers  rather  than  American 
troops.  Especially  talented  performers  and  groups  were  often 
picked  to  represent  their  units  at  commanders'  conferences  or  to 
entertain  visiting  dignitaries.  In  1965  Hershel  Gober  formed  a 
band  called  the  Black  Patches  and  was  sent  on  tour  to  sing  for 
the  troops,  including  a  "command  performance"  for  General 
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Westmoreland.  Later  in  the  war  Bill  Ellis,  who  wrote  songs  about 
the  First  Cavalry  Division,  was  taken  out  of  combat  and  sent 
around  to  sing  for  men  on  the  remote  firebases,  where  USO 
performers  couldn't  go.  He  also  cut  a  record,  a  copy  of  which 
was  given  to  each  member  of  the  division  on  his  return  to  the 
United  States.  A  few  of  these  performers  were  filmed  or  recorded 
for  radio  or  television  release  over  the  Armed  Forces  Network  or 
in  the  United  States. 

The  most  important  collection  of  the  folksongs  of  the 
Vietnam  War  was  made  by  U.S.  Air  Force  Major  General  Edward 
Lansdale.  The  collection  is  in  two  parts,  the  first  made  during 
the  period  1965-1967,  while  Lansdale  was  serving  as  head  of  the 
Senior  Liaison  Office  of  the  U.S.  Mission  in  Saigon.  The  songs 
were  recorded  at  Lansdale 's  house  by  singer,  composer  and 
musician  friends,  both  American  and  Vietnamese:  Saigon  government 
officials,  soldiers  serving  as  advisors  to  the  Vietnamese,  and 
civilians  employed  by  USAID,  the  Foreign  Service,  CORDS,  and  the 
CIA. 


In  1976  Lansdale  put  together  a  tape  of  51  of  these  songs, 
with  a  narration  explaining  the  circumstances  of  their 
composition  and  performance,  and  sent  copies  tapes  to  Lyndon 
Johnson  and  members  of  his  cabinet  and  to  several  officials  in 
Saigon,  including  Ambassador  Henry  Cabot  Lodge  and  General 
Westmoreland,  in  an  effort  "to  impart  a  greater  understanding  of 
the  political  and  psychological  nature  of  the  war  to  those  making 
decisions."  This  is  perhaps  the  only  example  known  to  military 
history  of  folklore  being  used  as  a  device  for  the  transmission 
of  intelligence.  He  deposited  a  copy  of  this  first  collection, 
"In  the  Midst  of  War,"  in  the  Music  Division  of  the  Library  of 
Congress  in  1975. 

Lansdale  returned  to  the  United  States  in  1968,  but  friends 
and  comrades  continued  to  send  him  recordings  from  Vietnam  and 
Thailand,  and  to  drop  by  his  house  in  Virginia  to  sing  new  songs 
they  had  written  or  collected.  In  1977  he  deposited  a  superb 
second  collection  of  160  songs,  "Songs  by  Americans  in  the 
Vietnam  War,"  in  the  Music  Division  of  the  Library  of  Congress. 
Both  these  collections  were  edited  and  provided  with  excellent 
notes  by  Lansdale.  It  is  to  him,  as  well  as  to  collectors  like 
Colonel  C.  W.  Getz,  Colonel  Joseph  Tuso  and  Colonel  James  Durham, 
all  of  the  U.S.  Air  Force,  that  we  owe  most  of  our  knowledge  of 
the  folksong  of  the  Vietnam  War. 

These  songs  can  give  the  historian  a  unique  perspective  on 
the  war.  "The  Battle  of  Long  Khanh,"  sung  by  the  men  of  the  6th 
Royal  Australian  Regiment,  "The  Battle  for  the  la  Drang  Valley," 
written  by  James  Multon  of  the  First  Cavalry,  or  "The  Ballad  of 
Ap  Bac , "  which  was  sung  in  the  clubs  at  Soc  Trang  and  Tan  Son 
Nhut  and  which  Captain  Richard  Ziegler  included  in  his  detailed 
notes  on  the  battle,  include  information  which  is  never  found  in 
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the  official  after-action  reports.  As  Neil  Sheehan  has  argued, 
ballads  of  battles  composed  by  the  men  who  fight  them  often 
suffer  from  factual  inaccuracies  because  of  the  confusion  of  war, 
but  the  inaccuracies  do  not  detract  from  the  truth  (Sheehan 
1988:305-307) .  The  songs  made  by  American  men  and  women  who 
served  in  Vietnam  vary  as  widely  in  theme  as  in  circumstances  of 
performance,  from  anti-war  to  intensely  patriotic,  from  laments 
for  dead  friends  to  ribald  descriptions  of  encounters  with  pretty 
girls  on  Tu  Do  Street.  What  they  have  in  common  is  that  they 
helped  those  who  sang  them  and  those  who  listened  to  survive. 

For  this  reason  they  are  an  integral  part  of  the  history  of  the 
Vietnam  War. 


EPILOGUE 

Less  than  sixteen  years  after  the  last  helicopter  lifted  off 
the  roof  of  the  American  Embassy  in  Saigon,  American  troops  were 
again  in  combat.  Again,  they  took  their  music  with  them — they 
carried  Walkman  recorders  and  radios  and  asked  friends  to  send 
tapes.  Interestingly  enough,  it  was  the  recordings  of  sixties 
music  which  they  especially  prized — somehow  Jimi  Hendrix  ''sounded 
right  for  a  war."  And,  again,  they  made  their  own  music. 
Television  news  showed  us  soldiers  singing  rap  songs  in  praise  of 
their  units,  humorous  songs  in  Spanish  about  Saddam  Hussein, 
reggae,  gospel  songs,  and  blues.  One  impromptu  desert  concert 
featured  a  young  tenor  singing  "Danny  Boy" — a  song  that  has  been 
sung  by  soldiers  far  away  from  their  homes  for  a  hundred  years. 
Greg  Wilson,  a  superb  singer  who  flew  as  a  forward  air  controller 
in  the  secret  war  in  Laos,  took  his  Vietnam  War  songs  to  Saudi 
Arabia  where  he  flew  an  A-10  in  Operation  Desert  Storm.  In  the 
midst  of  high-tech  weapons  and  satellite  communications,  an 
ancient  military  tradition  has  been  handed  on  and  renewed. 

******************************************** 

NOTES 

The  songs  mentioned  in  the  text  are  from  my  own  collection 
or  from  the  Lansdale  tapes  in  the  Library  of  Congress.  For 
information  about  radio  in  Vietnam  I  am  indebted  to  Roger 
Steffens,  Adrian  Cronauer,  Larry  Suid  and  Alexis  Muellner.  Dick 
Jonas,  Lem  Genovese,  Emily  Strange,  Joseph  Tuso,  Bull  Durham, 
Hershel  Gober,  Mike  Staggs,  Saul  Broudy,  Toby  Hughes,  Chip 
Dockery,  Bill  Ellis  and  General  Tom  Bowen  told  me  about  making 
and  performing  songs  in  Vietnam.  Bill  Getz,  Les  Cleveland,  and 
Frank  Smith  have  been  unfailingly  helpful,  in  supplying  material 
from  their  own  Vietnam  collections  and  comparative  texts  from 
other  wars.  John  Clark  Pratt,  Mark  Berent,  Ray  McCleery,  Chad 
Swedberg,  Jim  Gunter,  A1  Salzman,  Craig  Morrison,  Dick  Koeteeuw, 
Don  Schmenk,  Bill  Geloneck  and  Tuck  Boys  found  superb  in-country 
tapes  for  me.  Cynthia  Johnston  and  Steve  Brown,  producers  of 
Song  of  Vietnam,  graciously  made  copies  of  their  own  interview 
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tapes  for  me  and  introduced  me  to  singers  and  to  members  of 
Lansdale's  Saigon  SLO  team.  Baird  Straughan,  of  Radio 
Smithsonian,  also  gave  me  copies  of  his  interviews  with  singers. 
Chuck  Rosenberg  tracked  down  songs  and  references  and  patiently 
translated  military  terms.  Cecil  Currey,  Lansdale's  biographer, 
has  been  extraordinarily  generous  in  giving  me  access  to  the 
material  he  has  amassed.  Marylou  Gj ernes.  Army  Art  Curator  of 
the  US  Army  Center  of  Military  History  found  three  wonderful 
paintings  of  soldiers  making  music  in  Vietnam  and  made  my  visit 
to  the  Army  Art  Collection  delightful.  Les  Waffen  and  David 
James  have  shared  their  vast  knowledge  of  the  popular  music  of 
the  Vietnam  War.  Elena  Danielson,  associate  Archivist  at  the 
Hoover  Institution  Archives  at  Stanford  University,  treated  me 
like  visiting  royalty  and  guided  me  through  the  intricacies  of 
the  Lansdale  manuscript  and  tape  collections  there.  Pat  Lansdale 
gave  me  the  tapes  which  were  still  in  her  husband's  possession  at 
the  time  of  his  death  and  has  been  a  gracious  hostess  on  my  trips 
to  Washington.  Joseph  Baker,  George  Allen,  Bernard  Yoh,  General 
Sam  Wilson,  Lucien  Conein,  Dolf  Droge,  James  Bullington,  and  Dr. 
Joseph  Johnston  shared  their  memories  of  Lansdale  in  Saigon  and 
Washington,  parties  at  his  villa  at  194  Cong  Ly,  and  singing  at 
the  Cosmos  Bar.  Joseph  Baker  also  gave  me  his  tapes  of 
Lansdalje's  Saigon  parties  and  of  the  two  edited  collections, 
which  have  been  invaluable,  and  he  and  Lucien  Conein  very  kindly 
read  the  manuscript  of  this  article.  The  Ravens  welcomed  me  to 
their  Reunion  and  let  me  hear  these  songs  as  a  living  tradition. 
To  all  of  these  people,  and  to  Michael  Licht,  who  first  brought 
the  Lansdale  tapes  to  my  attention,  I  am  deeply  grateful. 

******************************************* 

THE  SINGERS  AND  THE  SONGS 

SAUL  BROUDY  (guitar  and  harmonica) 

Saul  Broudy  served  as  a  laundry  and  bath  platoon  leader, 

96th  Quartermaster  Battalion,  1st  Logistical  Command,  at 
Phan  Rang,  1966-1967,  but  learned  many  of  his  songs  from 
members  of  the  148th  Assault  Helicopter  Company  ("Blue 
Stars")  stationed  just  down  the  road. 

CHIP  DOCKERY  (guitar) 

Chip  Dockery  did  two  tours  with  the  13th  Tactical  Fighter 
Squadron,  ("Panther  Pack") ,  432nd  Tactical  Fighter  Wing,  at 
Udorn  Royal  Thai  Air  Force  Base  between  1968  and  1971  and 
returned  in  1972  during  Linebacker  II  with  the  308th 
Tactical  Fighter  Squadron,  31st  Tactical  Fighter  Wing.  He 
flew  almost  400  missions  into  all  target  areas  in  the  war 
theater  with  the  majority  being  against  interdiction  targets 
in  Barrel  Roll  and  Steel  Tiger  (northern  and  southern  Laos) . 
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JAMES  PATTERSON  ("BULL")  DURHAM  (guitar) 

Bull  Durham,  a  veteran  of  the  Korean  War,  served  with  the 
362nd  Tactical  Electronic  Warfare  Squadron  at  Pleiku,  1969- 
1970,  and,  in  his  own  words,  "flew  175  missions  in  a 
magnificent  Gooney  Bird  (EC-47) — 1942  vintage — older  than  my 
co-pilot."  He  toured  Army  camps  in  the  central  highlands 
with  a  GI  country  band,  singing  and  collecting  songs,  and 
assembled  the  largest  manuscript  collection  of  songs  of  the 
war. 

BILL  ELLIS  (guitar) 

Bill  Ellis,  who  was  drafted  out  of  a  rock  band  in  San 
Francisco  in  1968,  became  known  as  the  "singing  rifleman"  of 
the  First  Cavalry  Division.  In  March,  1969,  he  was  pulled 
from  field  duty  as  a  rifleman  with  A  Company,  1st  Battalion, 
Fifth  Cavalry,  and  reassigned  to  Special  Services.  He 
toured  the  Cav  area  of  operations,  performing  for  grunts  on 
the  fire  support  bases. 

TOBY  HUGHES  (guitar) 

Toby  Hughes,  the  balladeer  of  the  in-country  air  war,  was  a 
F4-C  Aircraft  Commander  with  the  557th  Tactical  Fighter 
Squadron,  stationed  at  Cam  Ranh  Bay,  in  1968.  Most  of  his 
204  missions  involved  armed  reconnaissance,  close  air 
support  of  troops  and  interdiction  of  trucks  on  the  Ho  Chi 
Minh  Trail.  He  flew  in  support  of  Khe  Sanh  during  the  Tet 
Offensive  of  1968. 

DICK  JONAS  (guitar) 

Dick  Jonas,  the  best-known  song  writer  of  the  air  war,  flew 
125  missions  with  the  433rd  Tactical  Fighter  Squadron 
("Satan's  Angels"),  8th  Tactical  Fighter  Wing  ("Wolf  Pack"), 
Ubon  Rachitani  Royal  Thai  Air  Force  Base,  1967-1968.  He 
participated  in  Rolling  Thunder  (the  code  name  for  U.S.  air 
operations  over  North  Vietnam  at  that  time) ,  took  part  in 
Steel  Tiger  missions,  and  flew  in  support  of  Khe  Sahn. 

CHUCK  ROSENBERG  (guitar  and  dobro) 

Chuck  Rosenberg  served  with  as  an  A-Team  Communications 
Supervisor  in  Company  C,  Sixth  Special  Forces  Group 
(Airborne),  at  Fort  Bragg  from  1965  to  1968. 

TOM  PRICE  (guitar  and  back  up  vocals) 

ROBIN  THOMAS  (electric  bass) 

LISA  ELLIS,  SHERRY  HUGHES,  KATHY  JONAS  (back  up  vocals) 
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******************************************* 

1.  GREEN  T-SHIRT  BLUES  (Saul  Broudy) 

A  wry  comment  by  Saul  Broudy  about  life  in  the  rear  in  an 
army  that  expected  a  man  to  dye  his  underwear  green.  Saul 
wrote  the  lyrics  in  Vietnam  to  a  tune  loosely  based  on  Roy 
Acuff's  "Freight  Train  Blues."  After  he  returned  to  the 
United  States  he  forgot  the  lyrics,  which  were  provided 
years  later  by  his  army  buddy  1st  Lt.  Lary  Bloom,  presently 
editor  of  Northeast  Magazine. 

I  got  the  green  t-shirt  blues, 

'Way  down  at  the  bottom  of  my  com-com-combat  boots. 

And  if  ever  I  get  out  of  this  place, 

Goin'  back  to  join  the  human  race. 

Lord,  Lord,  Lord,  I've  got  the  green  t-shirt  blues. 

Well,  I  got  my  shoes  all  polished  up. 

And  my  hair  all  combed  down. 

My  belt  buckle  all  shiny, 

And  I  goin'  into  town. 

Well,  when  I  got  there,  the  policeman  said, 

It  was  full  of  Viet  Cong. 

Well,  then  I  got  out  my  old  guitar, 

And  I  began  to  sing  this  song. 

I  got  the  green  t-shirt  blues, 

'Way  down  at  the  bottom  of  my  com-com-combat  boots. 

And  if  ever  I  get  out  of  this  place, 

Goin'  back  to  join  the  human  race, 

Lord,  Lord,  Lord,  I've  got  the  green  t-shirt  blues. 


2.  GRUNT  (Bill  Ellis) 

This  detailed  description  of  the  "little  things  that  mean  a 
lot"  in  the  daily  life  of  the  combat  infantryman — mail  from 
home,  a  drink  of  cool  water,  sharing  what  you  have  with  your 
buddies — was  written  by  Bill  Ellis. 

Sure  is  hot, 

I  raise  my  hand. 

To  wipe  the  sweat  that's  dripping  in  my  eyes. 

Sure  does  burn. 

Humped  a  click. 

My  shoulders  ache. 

Wish  we'd  get  the  word  to  break  for  chow. 

It's  almost  time. 
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What  I'd  give  for  an  ice  cold  beer. 

An  ice-cold  coke, 

Or  just  a  piece  of  ice, 

To  cool  the  water. 

It's  getting  hotter. 

CHORUS:  Little  things  mean  a  lot. 

When  they're  things  you  haven't  got. 
Being  a  grunt  you  learn  to  live. 
Without  the  little  things. 

That  really  mean  a  lot. 

Share  between  you  what  you  have. 
Learn  to  live  with  what  you've  got. 

Every  day, 

Is  like  the  last, 

Nothing  ever  changes,  just  the  time. 

It  moves  too  slow. 

All  I  own. 

Is  on  my  back, 

Rifle  in  my  hand,  I'm  always  ready. 

For  things  to  happen. 

Hope  we  get  some  mail  tonight, 

With  the  C's  and  water, 

On  the  logbird. 

It's  been  a  while. 

Can't  find  a  smile. 

CHORUS 


SIX  CLICKS  (Chuck  Rosenberg) 

"Six  Clicks"  was  written  in  1966  by  Captain  Hershel  Gober, 
MACV,  who  was  at  that  time  serving  as  a  sub-sector  adviser 
in  Rach  Gia  in  IV  Corps.  It  was  recorded  the  same  year  in 
Saigon  by  General  Edward  Lansdale  (USAF)  and  can  be  found, 
along  with  many  other  songs  by  Gober,  in  the  superb  taped 
collections  of  Vietnam  War  songs  which  were  given  by  the 
general  to  the  Library  of  Congress. 

Six  clicks  is  a  mighty  short  walk, 

When  you  march  behind  a  band. 

But  six  clicks  can  seem  like  a  hundred  miles, 

When  you're  walking  in  Charlie's  land. 
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With  a  pack  upon  your  back, 

A  rifle  in  your  hand. 

Every  step  you  take. 

Death  is  holding  your  hand. 

This  is  Charlie's  land. 

Up  before  the  crack  of  dawn. 

Out  in  the  brush. 

Every  clump  of  trees, 

Can  hide  an  ambush. 

You  must  not  relax, 

Don't  lay  your  rifle  down. 

Remember,  buddy,  you're  trespassing, 

On  Charlie's  ground. 

There's  mud,  mosquitoes  and  snakes, 

Mines  and  punji  stakes. 

Some  of  our  boys  found  out  too  late. 

Just  who  owns  this  real  estate. 

This  is  Charlie's  land. 

Six  clicks  is  a  mighty  short  walk, 

When  you  march  behind  a  band. 

But  six  clicks  can  seem  like  a  hundred  miles. 
When  you're  walking  in  Charlie's  land. 


SAIGON  WARRIOR  (Saul  Broudy) 

There  are  many  military  folksongs  about  rear  echelon 
personnel.  This  one  is  descended  from  a  British  Army  World 
War  I  song  entitled  "The  Lousy  Lance-Corporal . "  It  was  sung 
by  British  and  American  soldiers  in  World  War  II,  turned  up 
in  Air  Force  tradition  in  Korea  as  "Here's  to  Old  Kunsan," 
and  circulated  widely  in  Southeast  Asia  among  Army  and  Air 
Force  personnel.  Saul  Broudy  included  in  his  MA  thesis  a 
version  from  the  Blue  Stars  of  the  48th  Assault  Helicopter 
Company,  "01'  Phan  Rang."  A  similar  text,  "Here's  to  Old 
Udorn"  was  published  in  The  "Raven."  and  Bull  Durham 
included  two  other  Air  Force  variants,  "Sydney  Leave"  and 
"Saigon  City"  in  his  Songs  of  SEA.  The  Music  Division  of 
the  Library  of  Congress  has  a  manuscript  version  entitled 
"The  Medic,"  which  was  submitted  for  copyright  in  1968. 

The  version  on  this  record  probably  comes  from  Australian 
army  tradition.  It  was  sung  by  an  Australian  woman  named 
Maggie  as  part  of  a  song  competition  which  provided  the 
entertainment  at  a  commanders'  conference  held  at  the  Nha 
Trang  headquarters  of  the  17th  Aviation  Group,  in  April, 
1967.  A  tape  of  the  concert  was  given  to  Saul  Broudy  by 
helicopter  pilot  and  singer  Gene  Easley,  who  was  later 
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killed  in  action.  A  very  similar  text  was  recorded  by 
Colonel  David  Watt  at  a  party  given  by  members  of  MACV  Team 
#1  at  Chu  Lai  in  1971.  He  comments  that  "it  was  a  unique 
group  in  that  it  had  Australians  and  Marines  assigned  to 
it." 

Saigon,  oh,  Saigon's  a  wonderful  place. 

But  the  organization's  a  goddamn  disgrace. 

There  are  captains  and  majors  and  light  colonels  too. 

With  their  hands  in  their  pockets  and  nothing  to  do. 

CHORUS:  Singing  dinky  dau,  dinky  dau,  dinky  dau,  doo, 

With  their  hands  in  their  pockets  and  nothing  to  do. 

Oh,  they  sit  at  their  desks  and  they  scream  and  they  shout, 
And  they  talk  of  the  war  they  know  nothing  about. 

Against  the  VC  they're  not  doing  too  well, 

But  if  paper  were  cordite  we'd  be  blown  to  hell. 

CHORUS 

Oh,  a  Saigon  commando's  an  unusual  sight. 

He  wears  his  fatigues  though  he's  not  in  the  fight. 

A  knife  and  a  pistol  his  daily  motif. 

But  you'll  find  him  for  lunch  at  the  Cercle  Sportif. 

CHORUS 

Well,  if  you  go  to  Saigon  to  visit  this  crew. 

They'll  be  all  upset  'cause  your  brass  isn't  new. 

If  you  ask  for  more  weapons  they'll  think  you're  in  fun, 
They  know  that  advisors  should  not  need  a  gun. 

CHORUS 

Most  Saigon  commandos  now  wear  a  bronze  star. 

They  got  it  for  writing  reports  on  the  war. 

They've  never  been  shot  at  or  seen  a  VC, 

But  they  know  they  deserve  it,  they  work  for  MACV. 

CHORUS 

When  this  war  is  over  and  you  all  go  home, 

You'll  meet  Saigon  warriors  wherever  you  roam. 

You'll  know  them  by  sight  and  they're  not  in  your  class, 
They  don't  have  diarrhea,  just  a  big  chairborne  ass. 


CHORUS 
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5.  FIRST  CAV  (Bill  Ellis) 

"First  Cav,"  written  by  Bill  Ellis  in  a  bunker  at  LZ 
Eleanor,  rapidly  became  the  "unofficial  fight  song"  of  the 
First  Cavalry  Division.  The  division's  Public  Information 
Office  had  a  record  made  of  this  and  other  songs  by  Ellis 
and  distributed  30,000  of  them  to  the  troops. 

CHORUS:  First  Team,  First  Cav, 

Black  and  yellow  patch. 

It's  the  greatest  fighting  team  there  is, 

No  other  one  can  match. 

First  Team,  First  Cav, 

Always  number  one. 

No  matter  what  the  job  may  be. 

The  Cav  will  get  it  done. 

In  1961  that's  when  the  Cav  began  to  be. 

Fighting  in  the  south  they  put  an  end  to  slavery. 

Soon  they  fought  the  Indians  to  make  history  all  the  way. 
Later  joined  the  First  and  remained  until  this  day. 

CHORUS 

They  lost  their  use  of  horses  back  in  1943, 

Training  for  a  war  which  was  'way  across  the  sea. 

Landing  first  in  Manila  and  then  first  in  Japan, 

The  Cav  proved  itself  to  be  the  greatest  in  the  land. 

CHORUS 

Next  was  Korea  where  they'd  land  in  Pohang  Dong, 

There  they  fought  the  Reds  whose  aggression  was  so  strong. 
The  Reds  kept  a 'cornin'  with  their  human  waves  of  hell, 

Soon  the  Cav  pushed  them  back  to  the  48th  parallel. 

CHORUS 

Now  the  Cav's  in  Nam  fighting  every  single  day. 

On  the  ground,  in  the  air,  airmobile  all  the  way. 

Where  the  action  is,  that's  where  the  cavalry  will  be, 
Kickin'  tail  and  bringin'  hell  on  top  the  enemy. 

CHORUS 

\^)  HO  CHI  MINH  TRAIL  (Toby  Hughes) 

The  Ho  Chi  Minh  Trail  was  a  major  supply  route  about  three 
hundred  miles  long,  just  inside  and  parallel  to  the  eastern 
Laotian  border.  It  started  near  Vinh  in  North  Vietnam, 
entered  Laos  through  mountain  passes  such  Mu  Gia  or  Ban 
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Karai,  and  ended  near  Kontum  in  South  Vietnam.  In  the 
daytime  it  was  a  series  of  sleepy  rural  roads  and  small 
trails,  at  night  it  was,  in  the  words  of  one  pilot  who  flew 
there,  the  Los  Angeles  Freeway  without  lights.  As  Toby 
Hughes  describes  in  this  song,  the  trail  was  heavily 
defended  with  anti-aircraft  guns,  automatic  weapons  (ZPU) 
and,  in  the  latter  days  of  the  war,  shoulder  fired  heat¬ 
seeking  missiles.  The  pilots  who  flew  there  at  night  ran 
the  additional  risk  of  flying  into  unseen  mountains  or 
succumbing  to  vertigo. 

Come  along,  boys,  and  I'll  tell  you  a  tale. 

Of  the  pilots  who  fly  on  the  Ho  Chi  Minh  Trail . 

Of  Covey  and  Moonbeam  and  Nimrod  you've  heard. 

Of  Hobo  and  Spad  and  of  old  Yellow  Bird. 

The  trucks  load  in  Hanoi  and  Haiphong  by  day. 

In  singles  and  convoys  they  start  on  their  way. 

South  by  southwest  in  an  unending  stream. 

Reaching  the -border  at  day's  fading  gleam. 

They  stop  at  Mu  Gia  or  at  Ban  Karai. 

And  wait  for  the  last  of  the  daylight  to  die. 

Under  cover  of  night  through  the  pass  they  set  sail, 

Out  on  the  roads  of  the  Ho  Chi  Minh  Trail. 

As  they  roll  on  through  darkness,  not  stopping  to  rest, 
Miles  away  are  the  pilots  whose  skills  they  will  test. 
Who'll  soon  face  the  darkness,  the  karst,  and  the  guns, 

In  the  grim  cat  and  mouse  game  that  no  one's  yet  won. 

When  you  fly  on  the  Trail  through  the  dark  and  the  haze 
It's  a  thing  you'll  remember  the  rest  of  your  days. 

A  nightmare  of  vertigo,  mountains,  and  flak. 

And  the  cold  wind  of  Death  breathing  soft  at  your  back. 

But  the  trucks  must  be  stopped,  and  it's  all  up  to  you. 

So  you  fly  here  each  night  to  this  grim  rendezvous. 

Where  your  whole  world's  confined  to  the  light  of  the  flare, 
And  you  fight  for  your  life  just  to  stay  in  the  air. 

For  there's  many  a  man  who  there  met  his  fate, 

On  the  dark  roads  of  Hell,  where  the  grim  reaper  waits. 
Where  a  man  must  learn  quickly  the  tricks  of  his  trade. 

Or  die  in  the  dark  for  mistakes  that  he's  made. 

And  there's  many  a  lad  in  the  flush  of  his  youth. 

Who's  still  yet  to  meet  with  his  moment  of  truth. 

With  wings  on  his  chest  and  the  world  by  the  tail. 

He'll  grow  up  fast  on  the  Ho  Chi  Minh  Trail. 


THE  PANTHER  PACK  IS  PROWLING  (Chip  Dockery) 
LING  PO  DROVE  THE  TRUCK  AWAY  (Chip  Dockery) 
KING  OP  THE  TRAIL  (Chip  Dockery) 
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These  songs  are  part  of  a  series  which  Chip  Dockery  wrote 
about  the  North  Vietnamese  truck  drivers  on  the  Ho  Chi  Minh 
Trail.  He  imagines  the  driver.  Ling  Po,  leaving  his  home  in 
Quang  Khe,  about  forty  miles  north  of  the  DMZ,  saying 
goodbye  to  his  girl  friend,  who  wants  to  go  with  him,  and 
driving  south  through  the  Mu  Gia  Pass  into  Laos  and  on  to 
South  Vietnam.  Parking  in  caves  during  the  day  and  driving 
by  night,  he  manages  to  evade  the  fighter  attacks,  B-52 
strikes  and  reconnaissance  planes,  listens  over  his  captured 
survival  radio  to  American  search  and  rescue  efforts,  and 
perhaps  even  finds  another  girl. 

The  Panther  Pack  is  prowling, 

Ling  Po  has  to  drive. 

And  I'm  afraid  he  won't  make  it, 

Back  to  Quang  Khe  alive. 

I'm  afraid  he  won't  make  it. 

And  it  grieves  my  heart  so. 

Won't  you  let  me  go  with  him? 

"No,"  said  Uncle  Ho. 

I'd  tie  back  my  hair, 

The  People's  uniform  I'd  put  on. 

And  I'd  pass  as  his  gunner, 

As  we  rode  along. 

I'd  pass  as  his  gunner, 

No  one  would  ever  know. 

Won't  you  let  me  go  with  him? 

"No,"  said  Uncle  Ho. 

************************** 

Ling  Po  drove  the  truck  away, 

Thoughts  of  Mao. 

Ling  Po  drove  the  truck  away, 

Thoughts  of  Mao. 

Well,  I  helped  him  patch  the  tires. 

Thoughts  of  Mao. 

Well,  I  helped  him  patch  the  tires, 

Thoughts  of  Mao. 
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Mu  Gia  pass  is  high  and  wide. 
Thoughts  of  Mao. 

Bombs  and  rockets  on  the  other  side, 
Thoughts  of  Mao. 


************************* 

First  six-by,  number  three, 

Destination:  DMZ. 

Hand  on  the  wheel  and  foot  on  the  gas, 

About  three  miles  out  of  Mu  Gia  pass. 

Chorus:  I  keep  a  little  extra  rice, 

And  with  a  little  bit  of  luck. 

Get  a  girl  from  a  road  crew, 

To  ride  in  my  truck. 

I'm  a  man  of  means  by  no  means, 

King  of  the  Trail. 

I  know  every  by-pass  around  Ban  Laboy, 

Watching  them  waste  bombs  fills  me  with  joy. 

Every  gunner  in  every  town. 

That  hoses  off  a  few  clips  when  Specter's  around. 

I  sing  "Truck  parks  for  sale  or  rent, 

Cave  spaces,  fifty  cents. 

Survival  radio's  on  two-four-three. 

So  you  can  listen  to  the  back  seater. 

Hanging  in  the  tree." 

Well,  I'm  a  Ho  Chi  truck  driver,  Number  One, 
Hauling  my  load  and  having  my  fun. 

Old  worn  out  tires  and  tubes. 

From  rolling  over  too  many  CBU's. 

Well,  I've  been  driving  Night  Owl, 

All  over  these  parts. 

Putting  up  with  Arc  Lights, 

And  damned  Recce  carts. 

But  thank  God  for  them, 

They've  saved  my  load. 

Without  the  extra  light, 

I'd  have  run  off  the  road. 

Chorus 


TCHEPONE  (Toby  Hughes) 

"Tchepone",  written  by  Toby  Hughes  in  1968,  rapidly  became 
the  most  popular  song  of  the  air  war;  it  was  sung  in  every 
fighter  pilots'  bar  in  Southeast  Asia,  taped  copies 
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circulated  widely,  and  it  was  recorded  by  many  Air  Force 
singers.  Chip  Dockery  remembers  singing  it  with  his  back- 
seater  while  on  a  mission  over  the  town  itself.  Tchepone 
was  a  Laotian  village  strategically  located  at  a  major 
highway  junction  on  the  Ho  Chi  Minh  Trail  which  was  taken 
over  by  the  North  Vietnamese  as  a  barracks,  storage  and 
staging  area  for  troops  and  supplies  being  infiltrated  into 
South  Vietnam.  The  town  and  its  environs  were  extremely 
well  defended  and  several  pilots  were  lost  there. 

I  was  hangin'  'round  Ops,  just  spendin'  my  time. 

Off  of  the  schedule,  not  earnin'  a  dime. 

A  colonel  comes  up  and  he  says,  "I  suppose 

You  fly  a  fighter,  from  the  cut  of  your  clothes." 

He  figures  me  right;  I'm  a  good  one,  I  say, 

"Do  you  happen  to  have  me  a  target  today?" 

Says  yes  he  does,  a  real  easy  one. 

"No  sweat,  my  boy,  it's  an  old-time  milk  run." 

I  gets  all  excited  and  asks  where  it's  at; 

He  gives  me  a  wink  and  a  tip  of  his  hat. 

"It's  three-fifty  miles  to  the  northwest  of  home, 

A  small  peaceful  hamlet  that's  known  as  Tchepone." 

(Ah,  you'll  sure  love  Tchepone.) 

I  go  get  my  g-suit  and  strap  on  my  gun. 

Helmet  and  gloves,  out  the  door  on  the  run. 

Fire  up  my  Phantom  and  take  to  the  air. 

Two's  tucked  in  tight  and  we  haven't  a  care. 

In  forty-five  minutes  we're  over  the  town, 

From  twenty-eight  thousand  we're  screamin'  on  down. 

Arm  up  the  switches  and  dial  in  the  mils, 

Rack  up  the  wings  and  roll  in  for  the  kill. 

We  feel  a  bit  sorry  for  folks  down  below, 

Of  destruction  that's  coming  they  surely  don't  know. 

The  thought  passes  quickly;  we  know  a  war's  on, 

As  on  down  we  scream  toward  peaceful  Tchepone. 

(Unsuspecting,  peaceful  Tchepone.) 

Release  altitude,  and  the  pipper's  not  right; 

I'll  press  just  a  little  and  lay  'em  in  tight. 

Pickle  those  beauties  at  two-point-five  grand, 

Startin'  my  pull  when  it  all  hits  the  fan. 

A  black  puff  in  front  and  then  two  off  the  right. 

Then  six  or  eight  more  and  I  suck  it  up  tight. 

There's  small  arms  and  tracers  and  heavy  ack-ack, 

It's  scattered-to-broken  with  all  kinds  of  flak. 
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I  jink  hard  to  left  and  head  out  for  the  blue. 

My  wingman  says,  "Lead!  They're  shooting  at  you!" 

"No  bull!"  I  cry  as  I  point  it  toward  home, 

Still  comes  the  fire  from  the  town  of  Tchepone. 

(Dirty,  deadly  Tchepone.) 

I  make  it  back  home  with  six  holes  in  my  bird. 

With  the  colonel  who  sent  me  I'd  sure  like  a  word. 

But  he's  nowhere  around,  though  I  look  near  and  far; 
He's  gone  back  to  Saigon,  to  help  run  the  war. 

I've  been  'round  this  country  for  many  a  day. 

I ' ve  seen  the  things  that  they ' re  throwin '  my  way . 

I  know  that  there's  places  I  don't  like  to  go, 

Down  in  the  Delta  and  in  Tally-Ho. 

But  I'll  bet  all  my  flight  pay  the  jock  ain't  been  born 
Who  can  keep  all  his  cool  when  he's  over  Tchepone. 

(Oh,  don't  go  to  Tchepone.) 


SITTING  IN. THE  CAB  OF  MY  TRUCK  (Chip  Dockery) 

Another  song  by  Chip  Dockery  about  the  North  Vietnamese 
truck  drivers  on  the  Ho  Chi  Minh  Trail.  Sometimes, 
especially  late  in  the  war,  the  drivers  were  chained  to  the 
steering  wheel  of  their  trucks,  thus  linking  the  fate  of  the 
vehicle  and  the  driver. 

Hiding  in  the  morning  sun, 

I'll  be  driving  in  the  evening  calm. 

Watching  the  Phantoms  roll  in, 

And  I  watch  them  pull  away  again, 

Well,  I'm  just  sitting  in  the  cab  of  my  truck. 

Thinking  this  life  ain't  such  a  game, 
sitting  in  the  cab  of  my  truck. 

Filing  my  chains. 

I  left  my  home  in  Dong  Hoi, 

Headed  for  the  DMZ. 

Well,  I  had  something  to  live  for, 

A  Peoples'  Hero  I  was  gonna  be. 

Now  I'm  just  sitting  in  the  cab  of  my  truck. 

Looking  through  the  windshield  at  flare-lighted  rain. 

Sitting  in  the  cab  of  my  truck. 

Yanking  my  chains. 
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Here  I  sit  having  a  nicotine  fit, 

But,  God,  I'm  too  scared  to  get  a  cigarette  lit. 
'Cause  that  might  just  blow  my  only  hope. 

Of  not  showing  up  on  a  starlight  scope. 

Well,  sitting  here  with  britches  so  tight, 

'Cause  I  think  that  Specter's  due  back  tonight. 
Bleeding  from  my  ears  and  my  nose. 

From  a  sky-spot  that  finally  came  close. 

Now  I'm  just  sitting  in  the  cab  of  my  truck, 
Watching  the  bombs  fall  through  the  rain. 

Sitting  in  the  cab  of  my  truck. 

Pulling  my  chain. 


BA  MUOI  BA  (Chuck  Rosenberg) 

This  account  of  a  Montagnard  striker's  encounter  with 
Vietnam's  most  popular  beer  was  written  by  Barry  Sadler, 
better  known  as  the  composer  of  "Ballad  of  the  Green 
Berets . " 

CHORUS:  Ba  Muoi  Ba,  Ba  Muoi  Ba,  Ba  Muoi  Ba,  wah-oh. 

Ba  Muoi  Ba,  Ba  Muoi  Ba,  Ba  Muoi  Ba,  wah-oh. 

Oh,  won't  you  help  me,  Sergeant, 

Get  me  out  of  Pleiku  Jail. 

I  don't  know  how  I  got  here, 

I  was  drunk  from  the  Ho  Chi  Trail. 

CHORUS 

I  didn't  mean  to  be  fighting, 

And  bringing  you  all  of  this  shame. 

But  I  got  in  a  fight  with  a  cyclo  girl, 

Down  in  old  Nha  Trang. 

CHORUS 

Now  this  Danang  Jail  has  rats  and  fleas. 

The  snakes  crawl  on  the  floor. 

Take  me  back  to  camp,  Sarge, 

And  I  won't  get  drunk  no  more. 


CHORUS 
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There's  VC  all  around  us. 

It's  looking  bad,  I  think. 

We  can't  do  our  thing,  Sarge, 
So  let's  have  a  little  drink. 

CHORUS 


FULL  THE  BOOM  FROM  THE  GAS  HOLE  (Dick  Jonas) 

The  speaker  in  this  song  by  Dick  Jonas  is  a  fighter  pilot 
who  is  refueling  ("on  the  boom")  from  a  flying  tanker  in 
preparation  for  flying  back  to  North  Vietnam  to  take  part  in 
a  search  and  rescue  mission  for  a  friend.  Wolf  Pack  Two, 
whose  plane  has  been  shot  down.  With  the  help  of  "Sandy" 
(Al-E  aircraft  used  to  suppress  enemy  groundfire  during  a 
rescue  operation)  and  the  "Jolly  Green  Giant,"  rescue 
helicopter  the  downed  pilot  is  rescued  and  flown  to  Nakhon 
Phanom  ("NKP")  in  Thailand,  where  he  spends  the  evening  with 
a  tall  beer  and  a  pretty  girl. 

CHORUS:  Pull  that  boom  from  the  gashole,  tanker,  let  me  go, 
Clear  me  out  of  the  anchor  track  before  the  sun 
sinks  low. 

I  got  a  buddy  on  the  ground  up  north  in  Route  Pack 
Four, 

Pull  that  pipe  from  the  gashole,  boomer,  let  me  go. 

We  rolled  in  on  a  bridge  up  north  about  daylight, 

And  the  guns  on  the  ground  were  looking  for  a  fight. 

Pullin'  out  we  got  hosed  pretty  good  with  ZPU, 

And  they  shot  off  the  starboard  wing  of  Wolf  Pack  Two. 

CHORUS 

Well,  ol'  Wolf  Pack  Two  was  on  the  beeper  when  he  hit  the 
ground, 

I  told  him  don't  go  nowhere,  just  hang  around. 

I  got  a  Jolly  Green  Giant  coming  in  a  little  while, 

So  hang  loose,  old  buddy,  we'll  bring  you  home  in  style. 

CHORUS 

Well,  ol'  Sandy  came  in  first  with  nape  and  fifty  cal. 

And  that  super  Jolly  Green  looked  good  as  a  big-eyed  gal. 
Wolf  Pack  Two  spent  the  night  down  south  at  NKP, 

With  a  tall  Singhi  and  a  poo-yeng  on  his  knee. 


CHORUS 
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JOLLY  GREEN  (Bull  Durham) 

This  song  about  the  "Jolly  Green  Giant"  or  Sikorsky  HH- 
3E/HH-53E,  a  large  reconnaissance  helicopter  used  to  pick  up 
downed  American  flyers,  circulated  widely  among  Air  Force 
singers  in  Vietnam  and  Thailand  throughout  the  war. 

CHORUS:  Jolly  Green,  Jolly  Green, 

It's  all  painted  brown  and  green. 

Well,  the  prettiest  sight  that  I've  ever  seen, 

Is  Jolly  Green,  my  Jolly  Green. 

Got  shot  down  late  last  night, 

Flack  and  the  missiles  were  hitting  just  right. 

Got  on  the  horn  and  with  all  my  might, 

Called  "Jolly  Green,  my  Jolly  Green." 

CHORUS 

I  sit  alone,  here  in  this  tree, 

'Fraid  of  Charlie  as  I  can  be. 

Wish  to  the  Lord  that  I  could  see, 

That  Jolly  Green,  my  Jolly  Green. 

Sounds  of  rotors  now  I've  heard, 

Here  comes  that  great  big  whirly  bird. 

PJ's  cable  now  I've  seen. 

On  Jolly  Green,  my  Jolly  Green. 

CHORUS 


COBRA  SEVEN  (Toby  Hughes) 

Forward  air  controllers  were  the  airborne  directors  of 
strikes  against  ground  targets;  they  spotted  targets  and 
then  helped  attacking  aircraft  locate  them.  Flying  low  and 
slow  in  their  tiny  planes,  the  FACs  were  the  eyes  and  ears 
of  the  fighter  pilots.  This  song  by  Toby  Hughes  tells  the 
story  of  a  FAC  with  the  call  sign  Cobra  Seven  who,  while 
flying  his  daily  patrol  in  Three  Corps,  sees  a  Huey  (UH-1 
helicopter)  shot  down.  He  gives  his  life  standing  off  the 
Viet  Cong  with  white  phosphorus  rockets  and  M-16  fire  while 
another  helicopter  rescues  the  crew  of  the  downed  chopper. 

Fill  your  mugs  and  glasses 
And  I'll  sing  to  you  a  song 
Of  a  FAC  called  COBRA  Seven, 

And  his  fight  against  the  Cong. 


We  flew  Three  Corps  together, 

We  worked  it  night  and  day, 

From  the  dusty  strip  at  Cu  Chi 
To  the  main  street  of  Song  Be. 

He  was  flying  late  one  evening 
'Round  the  mountain  near  Tay  Ninh, 
When  he  heard  the  chopper's  Mayday, 
"We're  hit  and  goin'  in." 

At  the  base  of  Tay  Ninh  Mountain 
He  saw  the  Huey  fall; 

Started  for  the  crash  site 
And  made  a  Mayday  call. 

He  heard  the  voice  on  Guard,  then, 

A  survivor  on  the  ground, 

"There's  three  of  us  alive  here 
And  bad  guys  all  around." 

He  looked  down  at  the  clearing, 
Saw  VC  all  about. 

Help  was  on  the  way,  now. 

But  time  was  running  out. 

He  armed  his  willy  peter, 

He  still  had  two  full  racks, 

Hosed  two  off  at  the  VC 

And  stopped  them  in  their  tracks. 

Then  he  saw  the  Cong  regrouping, 
And  once  more  moving  in. 

He  fired  his  last  two  rockets 
And  turned  them  back  again. 

| 

A  Huey  out  of  Tay  Ninh 
Then  arrived  upon  the  scene. 

To  cover  for  the  rescue 
He  grabbed  his  M-16. 

He  was  firing  out  the  window. 
Flying  low  across  the  trees 
With  bullets  swarming  'round  him 
Like  a  hive  of  deadly  bees. 

The  friendlies  watched  in  wonder 
At  this  pilot,  bold  an£  brave. 

One  man  holding  back  twenty 
While  the  Huey  made  the  save. 
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As  they  climbed  aboard  the  chopper 
Saw  the  VC  find  the  range. 

And  they  cried  for  Cobra  Seven 
As  he  went  down  in  flames. 

In  the  dusty  heat  of  Three  Corps 
When  the  Army's  long  day  ends, 

They  speak  in  silent  voices 

Of  the  FAC  who  saved  their  friends. 

From  Lai  Khe  up  to  Bu  Dop, 

From  Cu  Chi  to  Phuoc  Long, 

They  remember  COBRA  Seven 
And  his  fight  against  the  Cong. 


GREEN  BERET  AND  FRIENDLY  FAC  (Chuck  Rosenberg) 

A  recording  of  this  song  was  made  in  Nha  Trang  on  March  9, 
1966  by  members  of  the  1st  Air  Commando  Squadron.  According 
to  Lt.  Col.  "Bucky"  Burress,  USA  Special  Forces  (Ret.),  who 
remembers. singing  it  in  the  Mike  Force  bar  at  Nha  Trang  in 
1968,  it  was  written  by  Capt.  John  Myer,  21st  Tactical  Air 
Support  Squadron.  Burress  included  a  text  of  this  song  in 
his  book  Mike  Force.  This  dialogue  between  the  Army  Special 
Forces  trooper  on  the  ground  and  the  Air  Force  FAC  and 
fighter  pilots  in  the  air  is  closely  related  to  a  group  of 
songs  about  an  air  traffic  controller  and  a  pilot  which  was 
sung  in  Korea  as  "Itazuke  Tower"  and  in  Vietnam  as  "Phan 
Rang  Tower,"  "A  Shau  Tower"  and,  in  a  variant  by  Dick  Jonas, 
"Ubon  Tower."  It  is,  of  course,  also  part  of  a  long 
tradition  of  songs  about  inter-service  rivalry. 

Friendly  FAC,  oh,  friendly  FAC,  this  is  Green  Beret, 

We  see  you  flying  high  above,  out  of  danger's  way. 

If  you  can  spare  a  moment  to  help  your  fellow  man, 

I  wish  you'd  tjy  to  find  me,  and  tell  me  where  I  am. 

Green  Beret,  oh.  Green  Beret,  this  is  your  friendly  FAC, 

You  see  me  flying  overhead  while  you're  still  in  the  sack. 
Still,  I'll  try  to  find  you,  and  set  you  people  straight. 

But  hurry,  'cause  it's  steak  night,  and  I  don't  want  to 
be  late. 

Friendly  FAC,  oh,  friendly  FAC,  this  is  Green  Beret, 

We  appreciate  your  helping,  and  you'll  send  us  on  our  way. 
But  I  really  wish  you'd  think  about  our  danger  on  the 
ground, 

Tromping  through  the  jungle,  while  you  just  "fac" 
around. 
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Green  Beret,  oh,  Green  Beret,  this  is  your  friendly  FAC, 

If  you  no  longer  need  me,  I'm  going  to  head  on  back. 

I'll  settle  for  a  souvenir — whatever  you  can  bag. 

An  AK  forty-seven,  or  a  bloodstained  VC  flag. 

Oh  friendly  FAC,  oh,  friendly  FAC,  we've  just  come  under 
fire! 

And  if  you  cannot  help  us,  we'll  join  the  angels' 
choir. 

It's  automatic  weapons,  we're  really  getting  hit. 

So  hurry  with  the  fighters,  'cause  we  are  in  deep  shit! 

Green  Beret,  you  were  cut  out — I  read  you  ''numbah  ten," 
The  C  Team's  telling  dirty  jokes,  so  please  transmit 
again. 

If  you've  got  Charlie  cornered,  please  don't  let  him  get 
away. 

I've  sent  a  call  for  fighters — though  it  may  take  all 
day. 

Friendly  FAC,  oh,  friendly  FAC,  please  get  your  finger 
out,  . 

We've  tangled  with  a  regiment,  of  that  there  is  no 
doubt . 

If  you  can  get  us  out  of  Charlie's  fierce  and  dreadful 
grip, 

We'll  give  you  FACs  a  grateful  square  in  our  comic 
strip. 

Green  Beret,  oh,  Green  Beret,  this  is  your  friendly  FAC. 
Let  me  take  some  photos,  in  case  you  don't  get  back. 

Turn  this  way  a  little.  Hold  it.  That's  the  style! 

You're  on  Candid  Camera,  so  let  me  see  you  smile. 

Green  Beret!  Hey,  Green  Beret!  They're  shooting  at  this 
FAC! 

I  hear  the  bullets  whistling  by,  I  hear  the  rifles' 
crack. 

I'm  missing  my  siesta,  and  I  need  a  taste  of  rum, 

If  you  no  longer  need  me,  I  think  I'll  head  for  home! 

Oh,  thank  God;  our  fighters  now  are  circling  overhead! 
Charlie's  going  to  wish  that  he  had  stayed  at  home  in  bed. 
He's  going  to  meet  his  maker  in  the  Land  that  is  to  be, 
We're  going  to  blow  his  body  up,  and  set  his  spirit  free. 

Friendly  FAC  and  fighters,  I  hope  you  see  our  smoke, 

That  first  strike  came  too  close  to  us;  it  really  was  no 
joke! 

Green  Beret,  we're  holding  high — the  FAC,  he  got  it 
wrong , 

He  thought  that  you  were  marking  the  position  of  the  Cong! 
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Fighters,  this  is  friendly  FAC,  please  hold  it  high  and 
dry. 

We  can  get  this  straightened  out,  if  we  all  really  try. 

It  really  doesn't  matter  if  I  mark  the  friend  or  foe, 

'Cause  you  can't  hit  a  cow's  rear  end,  no  matter  where 
you  go . 

Fighters,  you're  cleared  in  again,  just  do  the  best  you 
can. 

The  situation's  all  fouled  up,  beyond  the  help  of  man. 

Just  bomb  the  general  area,  and  when  the  smoke  clears  out, 
Well,  we'll  just  count  the  bodies,  and  let  God  sort  'em 
outi 

Now  most  of  us  are  safe  at  home;  we  beat  the  dreaded  Cong, 

We  simply  let  it  all  hang  out  to  help  the  war  along. 

The  friendly  FAC  and  fighters  will  always  save  the  day. 
Killing  off  the  Charlies,  to  the  last  damned  Green 
Beret . 

FIREFIGHT  (Bill  Ellis) 

"One  time  I  was  at  LZ  Jake  and  I  had  a  really  touching  thing 
happen.  The  guys  tell  me  they  relate  to  my  songs  because  it 
really  puts  the  war  into  words.  Well,  some  of  these  guys 
were  broken  up  by  'Firefight'  because  they  were  in  one  the 
day  before  and  lost  some  buddies."  Bill  Ellis,  1969 

CHORUS;  Firefight,  firefight, 

Just  had  another  firefight. 

Lead  was  f lyin ' ,  men  were  dyin ' , 

War  is  hell  and  full  of  fright, 

Just  had  another  firefight. 

You  never  know  when  it's  gonna  happen. 

You  might  hear  an  AK  snappin'. 

You  hit  the  dirt  and  start  a' prayin'. 

And  hope  that  someone  hears  what  you ' re  sayin ' . 

CHORUS 

You  flip  your  iron  to  rock  and  roll, 

Squeeze  the  trigger  to  let  her  go. 

She  gets  so  hot  you  can't  hold  on. 

But  by  that  time,  Charlie's  gone. 


CHORUS 
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.  WILL  THERE  BE  A  TOMORROW?  (Dick  Jonas) 

This  song  by  Dick  Jonas  was  extremely  popular  with  pilots 
during  the  war.  Its  haunting  sadness  is  reminiscent  of  many 
of  the  songs  of  World  War  I. 

Can  you  say  will  the  sun  rise  tomorrow? 

Will  there  be  any  time  left  to  borrow? 

Will  the  poet  make  a  rhyme,  will  there  be  any  time? 

Can  you  say  will  there  be  a  tomorrow? 

Seems  to  me  I  have  been  here  forever, 

Will  this  war  ever  end?  Maybe  never. 

Will  the  dawn  still  arrive,  will  I  still  be  alive, 

Or  will  I  sleep  alone  here  forever? 

There's  someone  who  I'm  sure  loves  me  only, 

She's  the  one  on  my  mind  when  I'm  lonely. 

Does  she  know,  can  she  see,  is  she  still  true  to  me? 

Does  she  know  what  it's  like  to  be  lonely? 

From  the  sea  comes  the  sun,  dawn  is  breaking. 

Soon  the  fight  for  my  life  I'll  be  making. 

If  I  die  over  here,  will  they  know,  will  they  care? 

Will  there  be  joy,  or  hearts  that  are  breaking? 

Can  you  say  will  the  sun  rise  tomorrow? 

Will  there  be  any  time  left  to  borrow? 

Will  the  poet  make  a  rhyme,  will  there  be  any  time? 

Can  you  say  will  there  be  a  tomorrow? 


/I'VE  BEEN  EVERYWHERE  (Chip  Dockery) 

Chip  Dockery  wrote  this  "brag  song"  for  a  pilot  friend's 
going  home  party.  It  lists  the  places  he  has  been,  the 
people  (mostly  forward  air  controllers)  and  agencies  with 
which  he  has  worked,  and  the  missions  he  has  flown. 
Lansdale  included  another  version  of  this  song,  by  Dick 
Jonas,  in  Songs  bv  Americans  in  the  Vietnam  War. 

Well,  I  left  the  States  about  a  year  ago. 

And  now  I'm  finally  back. 

I've  been  in  Southeast  Asia, 

Flying  with  the  shit-hot  Panther  Pack. 

I've  got  a  tale  to  tell  you  like  I've  never  told  before, 
So,  baby,  just  sit  back,  let  me  tell  you  how  I  almost  won 
the  war. ... 
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CHORUS : 


I've  been  everywhere,  man, 

I ' ve  been  everywhere . 

I've  bombed  the  mountains  bare,  man, 
I've  breathed  the  dust-filled  air. 

Of  flak  I've  had  my  share,  man, 

I ' ve  been  everywhere . 


Like  Barrel  Roll,  Steel  Tiger,  Talley  Ho,  Tiger  Hound, 
Barry's  Bridge,  Rat  Fink,  Nape  Pass,  Cricket  West, 
Brown's  Lake,  Butterfly,  Dong  Hoi,  Route  South, 

Duck's  Head,  Dog's  Head,  Road  Runner,  Fish's  Mouth, 
Black  Route,  Red  Route,  Green  Route,  Quang  Khe, 

And  way  down  south  (where  I  wasn't  supposed  to  be) . 

Well,  I've  worked  with  everybody,  man, 

All  over  this  war-torn  land. 

Guided  by  the  radar's  hand, 

To  dump  bombs  on  a  pile  of  sand. 

I ' ve  been  FAC ' d  up ,  I've  been  FAC ' d  down , 

I ' ve  been  FAC ' d  at  every  turn . 

By  Invert,  Bromo,  Teepee,  Dressy  Lady, 

Hillsborough,  Moonbeam,  Sycamore,  Alley  Cat, 

Nail  FAC,  Covey  FAC,  Blind  Bat,  Raven  FAC, 

Zorro  FAC,  Snort  FAC,  Candlestick,  Stormy  FAC, 

Wolf  FAC,  Firefly,  Lamplighter,  Misty  FAC, 

And  now  Falcon  FAC  from  the  big  Panther  Pack. 

Well,  I've  done  everything,  man, 

I've  done  everything. 

Any  mission  you  can  name,  man, 

I've  flown  it  in  a  fighter  plane, 

I ' ve  put  ol '  Snoopy  to  shame ,  man 
I've  done  everything. 


Like  Day  Strike,  Night  Strike,  Interdiction,  Truck  Kill, 
Road  Rip,  Storage  Area,  Close  Support,  Tree  Park, 

Sky  Spot,  Nail  Run,  MIG  Cap,  Armed  Recce, 

Low  Level,  High  Drag,  Dive  Bomb,  Wing  Gaggle, 

Gun  Run,  Two  Ship,  Four  Ship,  Night  Owl, 

Day  Patrol,  Night  Patrol,  Dawn  Patrol,  Onion  Patrol. 


CHORUS 


HERE  I  SIT  (Saul  Broudy) 

This  lament  about  the  trials  of  wartime  life  comes  from  a 
tape  given  to  Saul  Broudy  by  Ed  Almazol.  The  tape  was 
obtained  by  Almazol  while  he  was  stationed  with  the  229th 
Aviation  Battalion  of  the  First  Cavalry  Division  near  An  Khe 
in  1967-1968. 
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Here  I  set,  full  of  sorrow. 

Got  to  turn  my  cot  in  come  tomorrow. 

They  told  me  once,  they  told  me  twice, 

Sleeping  cot  I’d  have  to  sacrifice. 

"Why?"  you  ask?  well,  I  don't  know, 

Man  just  said  it's  got  to  go. 

Had  it  now  four  months  or  more, 

And  all  at  once  the  man  gets  sore. 

Now  I've  got  the  problem  of  building  a  bunk, 

I'll  need  some  boxes  and  other  junk. 

I  won't  cry  and  mope  around. 

Just  'cause  the  man  says,  "Sleep  on  the  ground." 

Well,  I  traded  my  cot  for  a  mattress  of  rubber, 

I  might  as  well  be  sleeping  on  whale  blubber. 

I  guess  it's  better  than  walnut  shells. 

I'll  work  it  out  come  heads  or  tails. 

Punji  stakes  and  a  little  spaghetti, 

Things  are  looking  bad  here  at  Betty. 

It  ain't  right,  it  ain't  fair, 

Mattress  I  got  won't  hold  no  air. 

Well,  I  worked  all  day  and  I  built  me  a  bunk, 
Using  boxes  and  other  junk. 

The  things  a  man  does  to  win  a  war, 

Would  piss  off  the  pope  and  make  a  preacher  sore. 


DANANG  LULLABY  (Bull  Durham) 

Bull  Durham  collected  this  song  in  Vietnam  and  added  a  few 
verses  of  his  own.  Getz  included  a  slightly  longer  version 
of  this  song  in  the  first  volume  of  The  Wild  Blue  Yonder. 

I  went  off  the  Southeast  Asia, 

To  fight  my  own  war  in  the  air. 

I've  spent  half  my  tour  in  a  bunker, 

I  don't  think  that  it's  really  fair. 

CHORUS:  Roll  in,  roll  in. 

My  God,  how  the  mortars  roll  in,  roll  in. 

Roll  in,  roll  in. 

My  God,  how  the  mortars  roll  in. 

Each  day  I  go  off  to  fly  combat, 

Then  have  a  beer  when  I  return. 

I  usually  finish  the  first  one. 

Before  incoming  rounds  are  heard. 
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CHORUS 

Each  morning  we  go  off  to  combat. 

At  dawn  in  the  clouds,  fog  and  rain. 
The  Gyrenes  are  up  even  sooner. 

To  recapture  the  ramp  at  Da  Nang. 

CHORUS 

And  now  my  tour  is  all  over, 

I'll  resume  the  life  that  I  led. 

My  wife  thinks  that  it's  rather  silly. 
To  put  sandbags  around  our  bed. 

CHORUS 


22.  FIGHTER  PILOT'S  CHRISTMAS  (Dick  Jonas) 

"But  let's  face  it,  fighter  pilots  are  just  human  and 
patriotism  gets  a  little  watered  down  now  and 
then. .. especially  if  it's  Mother's  Day,  or  your  wedding 
anniversary ...  or  if  it  happens  to  be  your  little  boy's  first 
day  at  school  and  you're  12,000  miles  away. . .And  I  guess 
about  the  toughest  thing  in  any  combat  tour  is  not  being 
home  for  Christmas."  Dick  Jonas 

Merry  Christmas,  Mom;  Merry  Christmas,  Dad, 

Merry  Christmas  to  my  love. 

Merry  Christmas  to  the  sweetest  little  girls. 

That  ever  came  from  God  above. 

CHORUS:  Wish  I  could  be  home  with  the  ones  I  love. 

It's  a  long  time  to  be  gone. 

Santa,  take  this  heart  of  mine, 

And  tie  it  up  with  bows  and  twine. 

And  take  it  to  the  folks  back  home. 

A  turkey  Mom  will  bake,  and  Dad  will  say  a  prayer, 

And  someone  special  thinks  of  me. 

I'd  give  anything  if  I  could  be  back  home, 

But  it's  so  far  across  the  sea. 

CHORUS 


CHU  YEN  (Saul  Broudy) 


"Chu  Yen"  is  part  of  a  long  tradition  of  songs  about 
encounters  between  soldiers  and  exotic  young  women.  The 
song  was  popular  with  both  Army  Aviation  and  Air  Force 
pilots,  but  it  is  usually  associated  with  the  Merrymen,  of 


IN  COUNTRY  31 


the  173rd  Assault  Helicopter  Company  at  Lai  Khe.  This 
version  was  recorded  by  them  at  a  commanders '  conference  of 
the  17th  Aviation  Group  in  Nha  Trang  in  1967. 

Now,  listen,  pilots,  unto  me,  I'll  tell  you  of  my  song. 

When  I  left  the  shores  of  old  Nha  Trang  and  landed  in 
Saigon. 

CHORUS:  Hello,  Chu  Yen,  my  dear  Chu  Yen. 

All  you  Saigon  girls,  can't  you  dance  the  polka. 

As  I  walked  down  Flower  Street,  a  fair  maid  I  did  meet, 

She  asked  me  please  to  see  her  home,  she  lived  on  Tu  Do 
Street . 

Now,  if  you're  willing,  come  with  me,  and  you  can  have  a 
treat, 

You  can  have  a  glass  of  Saigon  Tea  or  Bau  Muoi  Ba  Thirty- 
Three  . 

CHORUS 

Well,  we  walked  for  about  an  hour  or  two  and  finally  found 
her  hut, 

Papasan  was  VC,  Mamasan  chewed  betel  nut. 

CHORUS 

When  I  awoke  next  morning,  I  had  an  aching  head. 

My  pocketbook  was  empty  and  my  lady  friend  had  fled. 

Now  looking  round  this  little  room,  I  couldn't  see  a  thing, 
But  a  poster  saying,  "Yankee,  Go  Home,"  and  a  picture  of  Ho 
Chi  Minh. 

CHORUS:  Where  is  Chu  Yen,  my  dear  Chu  Yen? 

She  can  do  a  lot  of  things,  but  she  can't  dance  the 
polka . 

Well,  I've  come  to  this  conclusion,  all  pilots  need  a  rest. 
But  if  you  go  to  Saigon,  your  morals  it  will  test. 

Well,  the  moral  of  this  story  is,  don't  be  a  sinner. 

Stop  going  down  to  Saigon,  try  the  Red  Cross  Recreation 
Center. 


CHORUS:  Goodbye,  Chu  Yen,  farewell  nuoc  mam, 
I'm  trading  in  my  aching  head. 

I'll  try  a  Doughnut  Dolly. 


IN  COUNTRY  32 


Please  pass  the  cookies,  I  want  a  glass  of  Kool-Aid, 
I'm  a  Red  Cross  Girl, 

I  want  to  dance  the  polka. 

All  you  U.S.  girls,  can't  you  dance  the  polka? 

(Cha  Cha  Cha) 


BOONIE  RAT  SONG  (Chuck  Rosenberg) 

John  M.  Del  Vecchio,  who  published  the  text  of  this  song  in 
The  Thirteenth  Valiev,  says  that  it  was 

"allegedly  written  by  an  M-60  machine  gunner  of  the 
101st  under  the  double-canopy  of  the  Ruong-Ruong  Valley 
in  the  spring  of  1970.  He  added  the  music  when  his 
unit  moved  into  the  Elephant  Valley.  In  late  October 
of  that  year  I  received  the  words  from  Private  First 
Class  Charles  E.  'Doc'  Bell  of  Wichita,  Kansas,  who  was 
'keeper'  of  the  company  song.  The  composer  was 
allegedly  killed  in  action." 

An  earlier  version  of  this  song  is  credited  by  del  Vecchio 
to  Randall  Jordan.  Jordan  described  to  Chuck  Rosenberg  an 
all-night  rewrite  session  where,  in  his  words,  "I  was  the 
guy  with  the  ballpoint  pen."  Jordan,  from  the  1st  of  the 
327th,  had  gone  to  hang  out  with  "the  guys  down  the  road" 
(from  the  2nd  of  the  502nd)  during  a  standdown  prior  to 
going  into  the  Ashau  Valley  on  a  major  operation. 

The  text  of  this  recording  is  based  on  del  Vecchio ' s 
published  version  of  the  song;  the  tune  was  furnished  by  Don 
Lombardi.  Mark  Leddy,  who  served  in  the  2nd  of  the  502nd  in 
1969,  told  Chuck  Rosenberg  that  this  version  is  essentially 
faithful  to  his  recollections. 

I  landed  in  this  country,  one  year  of  life  to  give, 

My  only  friend  a  weapon,  my  only  prayer  to  live. 

I  walked  away  from  freedom  and  the  life  that  I  had  known, 

I  passed  the  weary  faces  of  the  others  going  home  . 

Boonie  Rats,  Boonie  Rats,  scared  but  not  alone, 

Three  hundred  days  more  or  less,  then  I'm  going  home. 
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The  first  few  days  were  hectic  as  they  psyched  my  mind  for 
war, 

I  often  got  the  feeling  that  they're  trying  to  tie  the 
score. 

The  first  day  with  my  unit,  we  climbed  a  two-click  hill, 

To  find  an  enemy  soldier  to  capture,  wound  or  kill. 

Boonie  Rats,  Boonie  Rats,  scared  but  not  alone, 

Two  hundred  days  more  or  less,  then  I'm  going  home. 

The  air  was  hot  and  humid,  the  ground  was  hard  and  dry. 

Ten  thousand  times  I  cursed  my  rucksack  and  wished  that  I 
could  die. 

I  learned  to  look  for  danger  in  the  trees  and  on  the  ground, 
I  learned  to  quake  with  terror  when  I  heard  an  AK  round. 

Boonie  Rats,  Boonie  Rats,  scared  but  not  alone, 

One  hundred  days  more  or  less,  then  I'm  going  home. 

"Strike  Force"  is  our  motto,  "Airborne"  is  our  cry, 

Freedom  is  our  mission,  for  this  we  do  or  die. 

Boonie  Rats  a  legend,  for  now  and  time  to  come, 

Wherever  there  are  soldiers,  they'll  talk  of  what  we've 
done . 

Boonie  Rats,  Boonie  Rats,  scared  but  not  alone, 

Fifty  days  more  or  less,  then  I'm  going  home. 

They  say  they'll  always  be  a  war,  I  hope  they're  very  wrong, 
To  the  Boonie  Rats  of  Vietnam  I  dedicate  this  song. 

Boonie  Rats,  Boonie  Rats,  scared  but  not  alone, 

Today  I  see  my  freedom  bird,  today  I'm  going  home. 


BATTLE  HYMN  OF  THE  RIVER  RATS  (Dick  Jonas) 

Dick  Jonas  wrote  this  song  while  flying  to  the  first 
"practice"  stateside  reunion  of  the  Red  River  Valley  Fighter 
Pilots'  Association  ("Red  River  Rats")  in  1969.  The  Red 
River  Rats  are  pilots  who  flew  combat  missions  across  the 
Red  River  in  North  Vietnam.  They  held  "practice"  reunions 
in  Thailand  and  the  United  States  until  the  POW's  came  home 
in  1973,  when  the  first  real  reunion  was  held.  Other  units 
have  adapted  this  song  for  themselves,  notably  the  Ravens, 
who  flew  forward  air  control  in  the  secret  war  in  Laos. 

The  Red  River  Rats  meet  again, 

Telling  tales,  remembering  when. 

Battles  joined  in  the  skies, 

Shed  our  blood,  gave  our  lives, 

The  Red  River  Rats  meet  again. 
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War  is  never  a  beautiful  thing, 

But  we  fought  for  the  right  on  the  wing. 

Dropping  bombs,  dodging  flak. 

Fighting  MIGs,  we'll  be  back, 

Shout  the  Rats'  battle  cry,  let  it  ring. 

Look  around  there's  a  few  empty  chairs, 

Honored  comrades  should  be  sitting  there. 

Some  are  dead  where  they  fell. 

Some  fought  on  from  a  cell. 

Charge  your  glass,  lift  it  high,  drink  to  them. 

I'll  tell  you  a  tale  that  will  curl  your  hair, 

I'll  tell  you  a  tale,  'cause  I  was  there, 

About  what  happened  in  Ho  Chi  Minh's  back  yard. 

Gyrene,  sailor,  and  Air  Force  type, 

Black  smoke  pouring  from  a  hot  tailpipe, 

Fly in'  and  fight in'  and  livin'  a  life  that's  hard. 

Black  smoke,  flak  smoke,  red  SAM  fire, 

Pressin'  your  luck  right  down  to  the  wire, 

Pickle  'em  off  and  boot  that  mother  for  home. 

But  the  battle  ain't  over  'til  you've  parked  and 
chocked , 

So  if  you  fight  and  fly,  keep  your  guns  unlocked, 

And  don't  try  to  fight  and  fly  if  you're  all  alone. 

What's  that  telltale  wisp  I  see? 

That's  a  contrail  pulled  by  a  Fishbed-C, 

The  cards  are  stacked  and  it  looks  like  it's  time  to 
deal . 

Lead's  got  bandits  twelve  o'clock  high, 

Let's  bend  it  around  and  scramble  for  sky. 

And  arm  you  guns,  this  ain't  no  game,  it's  real. 

We  flew  the  Valley  and  the  railroad  lines. 

From  Dien  Bien  Phu  to  the  Cam  Pho  mines, 

But  the  price  was  high  and  measured  in  rich,  red  blood. 
When  tales  are  told  in  the  halls  of  fame, 

When  warriors  meet  you'll  hear  these  names, 

"Skyhawk,  Crusader,  Intruder,  Phantom,  Thud." 

The  Red  River  Rats  meet  again, 

Telling  tales,  remembering  when. 

Battles  joined  in  the  skies, 

Shed  our  blood,  gave  our  lives, 

The  Red  River  Rats  meet  again. 
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(!  26^  CRACK  WENT  THE  RIFLE  (Bull  Durham) 

In  all  wars,  it  finally  comes  down  to  the  man  with  the 
rifle:  the  grunt,  the  ground  pounder,  the  boonie  rat.  As 
Toby  Hughes  says,  "It's  not  over  until  the  grunts  run  up  the 
flag . "  This  song  about  the  combat  infantryman  was  written 
by  Jack  Seldon,  Bull  Durham's  co-pilot. 

Well,  the  poor  boy  walked  the  winding  jungle  trail, 

His  eyes  alert,  his  mind  on  the  morning  mail. 

The  last  sound  to  reach  his  ears. 

The  culmination  of  all  his  fears, 

Crack  went  the  rifle  in  his  hand. 

Mrs.  Smith,  your  son  died  a  hero's  death. 

Defending  the  way  of  life  we  all  love  best. 

I  know  it's  hard  to  understand. 

How  his  dying  will  save  this  land, 

But  the  statesmen  say  it's  all  worth  the  price. 

CHORUS:  Crack  went  the  rifle  in  his  hand. 

The  leaden  bullets  raced  across  the  land, 

Johnny  Smith  of  New  Orleans, 

A  gift  from  a  man-made  killing  machine. 

Crack  went  the  rifle  in  his  hand. 

War  is  such  a  manly  game  to  play, 

Makes  heroes  out  of  plain  men,  so  they  say. 

While  cultured  men  in  shirts  of  lace. 

Debate  the  shape  of  the  meeting  place. 

The  common  man  plays  hide-and-seek  with  death. 

So,  come  on,  boys,  don't  let  your  spirits  lag, 

But  beware  the  man  who  vows  to  save  the  flag. 

After  all  is  said  and  done, 

It's  you  and  me  that  carry  the  gun. 

And  walk  the  road  to  hell  once  again. 

CHORUS 


27.  FREEDOM  BIRD  (Bill  Ellis) 

Bill  Ellis  says  about  singing  to  the  troops  on  the 
firebases,  "The  thing  I  remember  most  is  a  feeling  of 
distance — everyone  was  thinking  about  home."  He  also 
remembers  walking  on  a  jungle  patrol,  looking  up  and  seeing 
in  the  sky  a  commercial  airliner  on  its  way  to  the  United 
States — the  freedom  bird. 
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Well,  here  I  am. 

Waiting  for  the  bird. 

That  will  take  me  home. 

It's  been  a  long,  long  time. 

I'm  goin'  home, 

Where  I  can  live  again. 

All  I  left  behind, 

Is  waiting  for  me  there. 

CHORUS:  I  hope  it  still  will  be  the  same, 

When  I  get  home. 

It's  been  a  long,  long  time  and  things  can  change. 
Rearrange, 

Oh,  be  so  strange  to  me. 

I  won't  forget, 

This  place  I  leave  behind. 

The  pain  and  misery, 

Will  never  leave  my  mind. 

CHORUS 

I  hear  the  sound. 

Of  that  freedom  bird. 

Cornin'  down  the  way. 

It  won't  be  long  now. 

'Til  I'm  in  the  world. 

It's  been  a  long,  long  time. 

It's  been  a  long,  long  time, 

It's  been  a  long,  long  time. 


LAID  AROUND  AND  PLAYED  AROUND  VIETNAM  TOO  LONG 

This  song  was  performed  by  the  Intruders  of  the  281st 
Assault  Helicopter  Company  at  a  commanders'  conference  of 
the  17th  Aviation  Group  in  Nha  Trang  in  April,  1967. 

Lansdale  included  another,  seemingly  unrelated,  version  from 
the  singing  of  the  Cosmos  Tabernacle  Choir,  a  group  of  CIA 
personnel,  in  Songs  bv  Americans  in  the  Vietnam  War. 

CHORUS:  Done  laid  around  and  stayed  around  Vietnam  too  long, 
Summer's  almost  gone,  monsoon's  cornin'  on. 

Done  laid  around  and  played  around  Vietnam  too  long. 
And  I  feel  like  I  really  want  to  go  home. 

Ho  Chi  Minh  and  Johnson,  they  don't  get  along, 

They  don't  get  along,  they  don't  get  along. 

Ho  Chi  Minh  and  Johnson,  they  don't  get  along, 

And  I  feel  like  I  really  want  to  go  home. 
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CHORUS 

Johnson's  little  daughters  are  getting  married  off. 

Getting  married  off,  getting  married  off. 

Johnson's  little  daughters  are  getting  married  off. 

And  I  feel  like  I  really  want  to  go  home. 

CHORUS 

Well,  the  black-pajamaed  Viet  Cong,  they're  coming  after  me, 
Coming  after  me,  they're  everywhere  I  see. 

Well,  the  black-pajamaed  Viet  Cong,  they're  coming  after  me, 
And  I  feel  like  I  really  want  to  go  home. 

CHORUS:  Done  laid  around  and  stayed  around  Vietnam  too  long. 
Summer ' s  almost  gone ,  monsoon ' s  comin '  on . 

Done  laid  around  and  played  around  Vietnam  too  long. 
And  I  feel  like  I  really  want  to  go  home. 

And  I  feel  like  I  really  want  to  go  home. 


************************************** 
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Men  Who  Fly 

The  men  who  fly  are  a  breed  of  men  unto  themselves. 
We’ll  not  know  again 

The  little  boy  on  a  grassy  hill  who  sees  a  hawk  and  knows 
the  thrill 

Of  the  summer  wind  on  an  up-turned  wing,  and  the  joy  a 
graceful  flight  can  bring. 

There  was  a  dream  in  this  boy’s  eyes  that  reflected  the 
challenge  of  distant  skies. 

The  passing  of  time  and  the  greying  of  hair  -  but  the  eye  is 
still  sharp  and  the  light  is  still  there. 

And  he  sees,  as  he  scans  the  far  blue  sky,  a  dream  that  is 
missed  by  the  passerby. 

The  men  who  fly  are  a  special  breed.  Its  true  -  they  spring 
from  a  certain  seed. 

A  new  kind  of  pilot  has  now  made  the  scene;  his  flesh  is  firm 
and  his  mind  is  keen. 

He’s  good  -  its  true  -  no  need  to  ask.  The  computers  say  he’s 
right  for  the  task. 

His  eyes,  like  steel,  his  determined  face  show  he’s  looking 
farther  into  space. 

But  his  life  will  never  know  the  thrill  of  the  little  boy  on  the 
grassy  hill. 

Where,  as  far  as  his  eager  eyes  could  see,  the  air  was  clean 
and  the  sky  was  free; 

Where  the  hawk  soared  high  on  the  summer  air  and  the  boy 
imagined  he  was  there. 

Before  its  too  late,  if  the  world  is  wise,  it  will  honor  these 
men  who  love  the  skies. 


WE  GET  LETTERS 


Thank  you  for  the  summer  edition  of  Mig 
Sweep  you  sent  per  your  phone  conversation 
with  Art  Napolitano  awhile  ago. 

For  your  information,  I  am  in  the  process 
of  developing  an  aviation  exhibit  titled, 
Air  wan  Southeast  Asia.  The  exhibit  docu¬ 
ments  our  involvement  in  SEA  from  1945 
through  1973,  contains  text,  photos,  and 
artifacts,  and  is  designed  toward  educating  a 
public  audience.  General  categories  will 
cover:  origins  of  involvement,  in-country  air 
support,  SAR,  with  special  emphasis  on  the 
friendly  skies  of  RP  VI  and  POWs. 

When  completed,  the  exhibit  will  occupy 
13  modular  4  ft.x5  ft.  display  frames  which 
will  facilitate  ease  of  relocation.  Currently  I 
am  working  on  the  POW  component  which  is 
scheduled  for  completion  in  the  summer  of 
’88. 

My  primary  reason  for  this  effort  is  that 
most  of  the  history/artifacts,  chronicling  SEA 
are  currently  in,  or  planned  to  be  located  in 
military  museums  or  installations,  most  of 
which  have  restricted  access  for  the  general 
public.  By  making  this  exhibit  modular,  it  can 
be  displayed  at  many  different  locations  and 
therefore  be  available  to  those  who  otherwise 
would  not  have  the  benefit  of  the  historical 
education  on  the  subject. 

For  the  past  seven  years,  I’ve  been 
exhibiting  one  of  my  other  displays  on  the 
Doolittle  Raid.  It  has  been  well  received  at 
some  of  the  larger  shopping  malls  and  air 
shows.  This  fall  should  start  exposure  to 
some  of  the  local  schools  in  this  area  to 
supplement  history  courses. 

Sincerely, 
Chuck  Margosian 

Historic  Aviation  Exhibits 
of  New  England 

I  enjoyed  meeting  you  at  the  reunion. 
Thanks  for  remembering  the  Miami  folks  in 
the  Thumbs  Up  category  of  the  recent  MIG 
SWEEP.  We  are  trying  to  arrange  a  chapter 
here.  As  I  mentioned,  I  have  taken  over  the 
CINCRAT  duties  here  in  Miami. . .  Add  my 
name,  etc.  to  the  Local  Force  Locator  in  the 
SWEEP. 

Along  those  lines,  could  you  print  a  little 
blurb  in  the  next  MIG  SWEEP  requesting 
that  any  local  or  even  transient  RATs  in  the 
Miami,  Ft.  Lauderdale,  Florida  Keys  area  to 
drop  me  a  line  or  call  me  (305)  246-3970 
(there’s  an  answering  machine  during  the 
day)  and  let  me  know  who  they  are. 

. .  .count  on  hearing  from  the  Florida  Rats. . . 

Sincerely, 

Chuck  Ryerson 

Thank  you  so  much  for  your  understanding 
and  support  when  I  called  to  update  the 
“River  Rats”  on  my  school  situation.  I  had 
the  opportunity  to  finish  my  Master’s  program 
at  Baylor  earlier  than  I  thought  possible. 


In  both  this  past  Fall  ’86  and  Spring  ’87, 1 
took  extra  semester  hours  beyond  a  full  load. 
Then  for  Summer  ’87, 1  took  a  full  12  hour 
load,  including  doubling  up  on  two  internships 
so  that  I  could  graduate  early.  Originally,  I 
didn’t  think  I’d  be  able  to  do  the  internship 
work  until  this  coming  Fall  and  Spring. 
However,  I  did  both  internships  on  campus 
at  Baylor,  making  it  possible  during  the 
summer  rather  than  the  regular  semesters.  I 
graduated  on  August  15  with  a  Master  of 
Science  in  Educational  Psychology,  under 
two  programs.  .  .  Licensed  Professional 
Counseling,  and  Student  Personnel  Services. 

I  am  also  very  proud  to  share  with  you 
that  I  completed  all  the  course  work  and 
internships  for  both  Master’s  programs  with 
a  4.0  GPA. 

In  several  past  scholarship  letters,  I  have 
said  that  I  set  my  goal  to  keep  a  perfect  4.0  for 
all  my  graduate  work.  I  have  to  admit  the 
stress  and  pressure  I  put  on  myself  to  make 
the  “A”  grades  one  after  the  other  seemed 
more  than  I  could  handle  at  times.  Even  up 
until  the  last  few  days  of  summer  school,  I 
was  unsure  if  I  could  actually  “pull  it  off’. 
But  I  did  and  am  very  proud  of  my  work  as  a 
graduate  student  at  Baylor. 

I  am  indebted  to  A1  Vollmer  because  he  is 
the  person  who  told  me  of  the  RRVFPA  and 
without  him,  I  would  never  have  known  to 
apply  (for  scholarship).  I  am  that  much  more 
indebted  to  the  River  Rats  for  making  his 
suggestion  to  apply  a  dream  come  ture.  Over 
the  past  six  years  for  undergraduate  as  well 
as  graduate  work,  the  River  Rats  have  awarded 
me  $6,000  in  scholarships.  This  includes  this 
academic  year.  Put  simply,  without  the 
generous  support  of  the  RRVFPA  over  these 
past  years  I  doubt  that  I  would  have  been 
able  to  continue  with  undergraduate  work 
and  graduate  school  would  have  most 
certainly  out  of  the  question. 

My  mother  and  I  are  taking  a  trip  to 
Washington  D.C.  at  the  end  of  this  month. 
The  trip  was  planned  with  the  purpose  of 
viewing  the  Vietnam  Memorial  which  has  my 
dad’s  name  listed  among  the  many  others.  It 
may  seem  strange,  but  going  there  is  my  way 
of  including  my  dad  in  my  graduation  cele¬ 
bration,  and  somehow  thanking  him  for  the 
tremendous  part  he’s  played  in  my  gaining  a 
college  education.  When  I  graduated  from 
high  school  and  went  straight  into  summer 
classes  at  the  Junior  College,  it  wasn’t  because 
I  wanted  to  go  to  college.  It  was  because  I 
was  getting  VA  pay  to  do  it!  The  reasons  for 
sticking  with  school  have  changed  since  then, 
but  in  the  long  run,  my  dad’s  death  is  the 
reason  behind  my  going  to  college  and  many 
times  has  been  the  reminder  that  made  me 
want  to  to  do  well  and  succeed  in  school.  I 
never  want  to  let  myself  forget  that,  and  I 
hope  that  all  the  other  River  Rat  scholarship 
recipients  remember  the  sacrifices  our  fathers 
made  and  the  meaning  behind  the  scholarships. 
To  me,  the  scholarships  and  all  the  VA  pay 


I’ve  recieved  are  the  support  my  dad  would 
want  to  give  me  if  he  could.  Since  he  is  not 
here  to  do  that,  this  is  the  only  worthwhile 
compensation  for  his  death  and  my  loss  of  not 
having  him  all  these  years  past  and  all  those 
still  ahead.  When  I  stop  and  think  that  money 
for  school  is  the  only  compensation,  that’s 
when  I  know  I’ve  got  to  give  it  my  best  shot 
and  make  it  count  for  something!  I  never  want 
to  take  lightly  what  his  death  has  given  me  the 
opportunity  to  do.  I’d  want  him  to  be  proud  of 
me. 

I  thank  all  the  River  Rats  for  continuing  to 
encourage  and  support  me  in  my  educational 
endeavors.  Without  a  doubt,  I  couldn’t  have 
done  it  without  you. 

Sincerely, 

Laurie  Ryon 

(Editors  note:  Laurie  has  indicated  to  us  that 
she  intends  to  go  for  her  Doctorate  in  Clinical 
Psychology  as  soon  as  she  decides  where  she 
wants  to  go.  We  wish  her  every  success.) 


I  am  doing  research  for  an  historical 
novel  depicting  the  efforts  of  USAF  Phantom 
and  Thud  crews  based  in  Thailand  flying 
combat  missions  into  Route  Pack  6  before 
the  bombing  halt  of  1968.  I  found  out  about 
your  organization  in  course  of  my  research. 

What  I  hope  your  organization  can 
provide  me  with  is  help.  I  need  to  get  in 
contact  with  Route  Pack  6  veterans  who 
would  have  the  patience  and  willingness  to 
talk  about  their  experiences  with  someone 
who  is  sympathetic  —  but  has  not  been  in  the 
military  or  is  even  a  pilot.  Would  it  be 
possible  for  you  to  refer  me  to  some  of  your 
folks  here  on  the  west  coast  who  would  fit 
that  description? 

I  found  out  about  your  organization 
through  the  book  THUD  by  Lou  Drendel. 
Please  Contact  Curtis  Cole  6342  SE  52, 
Portland,  Oregon  97206. 

If  you  need  to  call  me  directly  about  my 
request,  my  home  phone  is  (503)  775-4621 . 
My  work  phone  (8  am.  to  5  p.m.  Monday 
through  Friday)  is  (503)  275-1333. 

Thank  you  for  your  assistance, 

Curtis  Cole 


Here  is  what  I  am  looking  for  in  the  way 
of  photos: 

*Any  and  all  types  of  aircraft  seen  in 
Thailand  between  1961  and  1 975,  especially 
if  they  are  “dressed”  (with  weapons  and/or 
other  combat  equipment)  or  have  sustained 
battle  damage. 

*On-site  combat  areas  such  as  targets, 
enemy  equipment,  BDA,  etc. 

Continued  on  page  !  1 
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JAMES  AMOS,  Springfield,  Missouri. Third 
grant,  $2,500.  Son  of  Major  Thomas  H.  Amos, 
USAF,  F-4D,  35  TFS,  DaNang,  4/20/72.  James 
will  be  majoring  in  Theater. 

JODIE  ANDERSON,  Ft  Walton  Beach,  Florida 

Daughter  of  Colonel  Robert  D.  Anderson,  USAF, 
F-4E,  25  TFS,  Ubon,  10/6/72.  She  is  a  Marketing 
major  at  Florida  State  University. 


SCHOLARSHIP 

1987 .  .  . 


KRIS  CAPLING  (Keane),  Abilene,  Texas. 

Daughter  of  Colonel  Rex  Capling,  USAF,  F-105, 
Korat,  9/19/68.  With  her  sixth  grant  of  $1,000, 
Kris  plans  to  attend  Graduate  School  starting  with 
the  Spring  ’88  semester. 

SEAN  CLEARY,  Wayland,  MA.  First  grant 
$1,000.  Son  of  Captain  Peter  M.  Cleary,  USAF, 
F-4,  523  TFS,  10/10/72.  Sean  is  a  Freshman  at 
Franklin  and  Marshall  College,  Lancaster,  PA. 
He  is  looking  at  Journalism  as  his  possible  major. 

DANIEL  COOK,  Colorado  Springs,  Colorado. 

Fourth  grant,  $2,000.  Son  of  Colonel  Kelly  Cook, 
USAF,  F-4C,  DaNang,  11/10/67.  Dan  is  a 
graduate  student  at  the  University  of  Dayton  and 
will  get  his  Masters  Degree  in  Physics  or  Electro- 
Optics. 

BRADLEY  CUTHBERT,  Marshalltown,  Iowa. 

Third  grant,  $2,000.  Son  of  Major  Bradley  G. 
Cuthbert,  USAF,  RF-4C,  14  TRA,  Udom, 
11/23/68.  He  is  majoring  in  Russian  Language 
and  Global  Studies  at  the  University  of  Iowa. 

SHANON  CUTHBERT,  Marshalltown,  Iowa. 

First  grant,  $2,000.  Daughter  of  Major  Bradley  G. 
Cuthbert,  USAF,  RF-4C,  14  TRS,  Udorn, 
11/23/68.  He  is  majoring  in  Russian  Language 
and  Global  Studies  at  the  University  of  Iowa. 

LISA  DANIELSON,  Estes  Park,  Colorado. 

First  grant,  $ 1 ,000.  Daughter  of  Captain  Mark  G. 
Danielson,  USAF,  AC- 130,  16  SOS,  Ubon, 
6/18/72.  Lisa  is  a  Freshman  majoring  in  Marketing 
at  Arizona  State  University,  Tempe,  Arizona. 

DANIEL  FORD,  Ocala,  Florida.  Third  grant, 
$2,000.  Son  of  Commander  Randolph  W.  Ford, 
USN,  A-7,  VA-86,  USS  America,  6/1 1/68.  Dan 
is  a  third  year  Law  student  at  the  Cumberland 
School  of  Law,  Sanford  University,  Birmingham, 
Alabama. 

CARRIE  GRIFFIN,  Alexandria,  Virginia.  Top 

recipient  for  the  1987-88  school  year  with  a  grant 
of  $5,000.  Daughter  of  Commander  James  L. 
Griffin,  USN,  RA5G,  RVAH-1 3,  USS  Kittyhawk, 
5/19/67.  Carrie  is  in  her  third  year  at  the  School  of 
Medicine,  University  of  California,  San  Francisco. 

HEATHER  HALL,  San  Diego,  California.  First 
grant,  $2,500.  Daughter  of  Captain  Harley  Hall, 
USN,  F-4,  VF1-154,  USS  Enterprise,  1/27/73. 
She  is  a  Freshman  at  Princeton,  University, 
Princeton,  New  Jersey. 

KIMBERLY  HORNADAY,  Colorado  Springs, 
Colorado.  Fourth  grant,  $2,000.  Daughter  of 
Captain  Ralph  J.  Homaday,  Jr.,  USAF,  F-105, 
469  TFS,  Korat,  3/27/68.  She  is  a  Senior  majoring 
in  Nursing  at  Beth-El  School  of  Nursing,  and  will 
graduate  in  the  spring  of  1988. 

RALPH  J.  HORNADAY,  III,  Colorado  Springy 
Colorado.  Fourth  grant,  $2,000.  Son  of  Captain 
Ralph  J.  Homaday,  Jr.,  USAF,  F-105, 469  TFS, 
Korat,  3/27/68.  Ralph  is  a  Senior  majoring  in 
Hotel  and  Business  Management  at  Colorado 
State  University,  Fort  Collins,  Colorado. 
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JAMES  AMOS 


DANIEL  FORD 


JODIE  ANDERSON  KRIS  CAPLING  SEAN  CLEARY 


CARRIE  GRIFFIN  HEATHER  HALL  KIMBERLY  HORNADAY 


VICKIE  RUSSEL  JANET  SCHMIDT  SCOTT  SETTERQUIST 
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RECIPIENTS 
.  .  .  1988 


DANIEL  COOK 


BRADLEY  CUTHBERT 


SHANON  CUTHBERT 


LISA  DANIELSON 


BARBARA  JEAN  MOORE 


REBEKAH  POOLE 


JEFFERSON  RYON 


LAURIE  RYON 


COLLEEN  TYLER 

-  continued  on  page  8 


MARK  WALLACE 


TIMOTHY  WARD 


PATRICK  HURLEY,  Malden,  Maryland. 

Fourth  grant,  $3,500.  Son  of  William  P.  Hurley, 
Jr.,  USA,  73  AVN.  CO,  210  AVn  BN,  3/29/68. 
Pat  is  majoring  in  Mechanical  Engineering  at 
Tufts  University,  Medford,  Maryland  and  will 
graduate  in  the  spring  of  1988. 

GREGORY  KIMMEL,  Aurora,  Nebraska. 

Fourth  grant,  $2,500.  Son  of  Captain  Eugene  W. 
Kimmel,  USMC,  OV-10,  DaNang,  10/22/68. 
Greg  is  a  Law  student  at  the  Law  Center,  University 
of  Southern  California,  Los  Angeles,  CA. 

SUSAN  KIMMEL,  Aurora,  Nebraska.  Third 
grant,  $1,000.  Daughter  of  Captain  Eugene  W. 
Kimmel,  USMC,  OV-10,  DaNang,  10/22/68. 
She  is  majoring  in  Business  Management  at  the 
University  of  South  Dakota  and  will  graduate  in 
the  spring  of  1988. 

ROBERT  KNAPP,  Colorado  Springs,  Colorado. 

Fourth  grant,  $500.  Son  of  Colonel  Herman 
Knapp,  USAF,  F-4,  555  TFS,  Ubon,  4/67. 
Robert  is  majoring  in  Voice  and  Theatre  at  Augsburg 
College,  Minneapolis,  Minnesota. 

MELISSA  MATHEWS,  Hampton,  Virginia. 

Second  grant,  $1 ,500.  Daughter  of  Captain  Patrick 
T.  Mathews,  USAF,  F-4,  Ubon,  8/1/72.  She  is 
majoring  in  Early  Childhood  Education  at  Kansas 
State  University,  Manhattan,  Kansas. 

LESLIE  PAIGE  McELHANON,  Weatherford, 
Texas.  Second  grant  $2,000.  Daughter  of  Major 
Michael  McElhanon,  USAF,  F-100F,  MISTY 
FAC,  Phu  Cat,  8/16/68.  Paige  is  a  Senior, 
majoring  in  Psychology  at  West  Texas  State 
University,  Canyon,  Texas. 

MICHAEL  McGOVERN,  Jr.,  Gernerville, 
New  York.  Fifth  grant,  $500.  son  of  Captain 
Michael  D.  McGovern,  USAF,  F- 100, 612  TFS, 
2/11/71.  He  is  a  senior  majoring  in  Business 
Administration  at  St.  Johns  University,  Jamaica, 
New  York. 

BARBARA  JEAN  MOORE,  Colorado  Springs, 
Colorado.  Fifth  grant,  $  1 ,000.  Daughter  of  Major 
Thomas  D.  Moore,  Jr.,  USAF,  B-57, 4578  TAC, 
Cam  Rahn  Bay,  11/30/67.  She  is  majoring  in 
Biology  at  the  University  of  Colorado,  Boulder, 
Colorado. 

REBEKAH  POOLE,  Shreveport,  Louisiana. 

Fourth  grant,  $500.  Daughter  of  CMSGT  Charlie 
S.  Poole,  USAF,  B-52,  12/19/72.  Rebekah  is 
majoring  in  Bioloy  at  Louisiana  State  University, 
Shreveport,  Louisiana. 

JEFFERSON  RYON,  Waco  Texas.  Second 
grant,  $2,500.  Son  of  MSGT  John  W.  Ryon, 
USAF,  EC-47,  6994  SS,  Nakhom  Phanom, 
11/21/72.  He  is  a  Senior  majoring  in  Foreign 
Service  at  Baylor  University,  Waco,  Texas  and 
expects  to  graduate  in  May  1988. 

LAURIE  RYON,  Waco,  Texas.  Fifth  grant, 
$2,000.  Daughter  of  MSGT  John  W.  Ryon, 
USAF,  EC-47,  6994  SS,  Nakhom  Phanom, 
11/21/72.  Laurie  completed  her  Masters  degree  in 
the  summer  of  1 987  and  will  continue  with  Doctor¬ 
ate  studies  in  Clinical  Psycholoev. 

VICKIE  RUSSEL,  Katy,  Texas.  First  grant, 
$2,000.  Daughter  of  Captain  Richard  L.  Russell, 
USAF,  C-130, 345  TAS,  CCK,  Taiwan,  4/26/72. 
Vickie  is  a  Freshman  majoring  in  Exercise 
Technology  at  Texas  A  &  M  University,  College 
Station,  Texas. 
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Red  River  Valley 
I  Fighter  Pilots 
Association 

History  Book  Deadline  Extended 

YOU  HAVE  AN  OPPORTUNITY  TO  BE  A  PART  OF  MILITARY  HISTORY 

At  the  May  1987  convention  in  Las  Vegas,  the  Red  River  Valley  Fighter  Pilots  authorized  Turner  Publishing  Company  of  Paducah, 
Ky.,  to  publish  a  history  of  the  River  Rats.  The  association  is  celebrating  its  20th  Anniversary  with  a  commemorative  history  book 
describing  the  esprit  de  corps  and  unprecedented  sacrifice  demonstrated  by  the  American  fighting  men  during  the  air  campaign  over 
North  Vietnam. 

YOU  ARE  INVITED  TO  LEAVE  YOUR  THUMBPRINT  IN  TIME!  The  book  will  contain  the  River  Rats’  vital  history,  patches, 
maps,  charts,  etc.  plus  personal  biographies  and  fascinating  human  interest  stories  written  by  those  who  flew  combat  missions  over  the 
Red  River. 

HERE'S  WHAT  YOU  CAN  DO:  Help  perpetuate  the  history  of  the  River  Rats  by  sending  your  personal  biography  written  in  200 
words  or  less.  Tell  us  when  and  where  you  were  born,  when  you  joined  the  military,  combat  missions  over  the  Red  River,  positions, 
awards,  and  what  you’re  doing  today.  If  possible,  send  two  photos  of  yourself  (one  when  you  joined  the  military  and  a  current  one). 
We  also  encourage  you  to  send  any  interesting  material,  personal  anecdotes,  feature  stories,  newspaper  clippings,  unusual  photographs 
and  other  data  relative  to  the  River  Rats.  You  don’t  have  to  order  a  book  to  be  included. 

The  deadline  for  ordering  your  book  and  submitting  your  story  and  photographs  is  January  15,  1988.  Send  all  information  to:  Turner 
Publishing  Company,  P.O.  Box  3101,  Paducah,  KY  42002-3101.  Turner  Publishing  Company  is  a  leading  publisher  of  military  aviation 
history  and  has  developed  similar  books  on  the  P-51,  P-47,  17th  Airborne,  Hump  Pilots  and  more. 

The  history  of  the  Red  River  Valley  Fighter  Pilots  Association  is  available  on  a  pre-sale  basis  only.  We  plan  to  print  only  the  number 
of  books  sold  in  advance.  This  ultimate  9"  x  12"  publication  will  be  classically  bound  in  black  leatherette  cover  and  embellished  with  a 
distinctive  embossed  River  Rats  logo  in  silver.  High-gloss,  double-coated  paper  will  be  used  to  permanently  preserve  the  legacy  of  the 
River  Rats.  Cost  of  the  book  is  only  $45,  less  than  you’d  pay  for  one  night’s  lodging  at  a  reunion. 

Be  proud  of  your  affiliation  with  the  River  Rats  and  help  us  perpetuate  its  history  forever.  I  sincerely  hope  that  all  members  of  the 
River  Rats  legacy  will  want  to  be  a  part  of  this  truly  one-of-a-kind  volume  relating  to  the  Red  River  Valley  Fighter  Pilots. 


Sincerely, 


<5Lwvi.C 


Robert  Connelly 
RRVFPA  President 


M I  DEADLINE:  JANUARY  15,  1988 
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WE  GET  LETTERS 

(continued  from  page  3) 

As  far  as  contacting  people  not  necessarily 
for  photos,  I  am  trying  to  locate  pilots  who 
were  there  before  Tonkin  (Aug.  64)  and 
those  who  took  part  in  the  evacuation/defense 
of  Saigon  and  Phnom  Penh  and  the 
MAYAGUEZ  incident,  both  in  ’75 .  For  the 
early  days,  I  am  especially  interested  in  those 
associated  with  FIELD  GOAL  and  the  RF- 
101  people. 

What  I  will  do,  is  have  those  people  who 
contact  me  duplicate  negatives,  photos,  or 
slide  before  they  send  them  to  me.  I  will  talk 
to  my  publisher  about  setting  up  an  expense 
account  for  this. 

Thank  you  for  your  help.  I  look  forward 
to  hearing  from  you. 


Cordially, 
Jeff  Glasser 
4367  San  Jose  Ln. 
Whitehall,  Ohio 
43213 


National  League  of 
POW/MIA  Families 
[Washington,  D.C.  20006 


RELEASE  OUR 
POW/MIAs 

WRITE  HANOI 

c/o  Ha  Van  Lau 
SRV  Rep.  to  the  UN 
20  Waterside  Plaza 
New  York,  NY  10010 


SCHOLARSHIP  RECIPIENTS 
1987  . . .  1988 

(Continued  from  page  7) 

JANET  SCHMIDT,  Redding,  California.  First 
grant,  $3,000.  Daughter  of  Colonel  Norman 
Schmidt,  USAF,  F-104, 9/1/66,  Died  in  Captivity. 
Janet  is  majoring  in  English  at  California  State 
University,  Chico. 

SCOTT  SETTERQUIST,  Colorado  Springs, 
Colorado.  Second  grant,  $1,000.  Son  of  Captain 
Francis  L.  Setterquist,  USAF,  RF-4,  14  TRS, 
Udom,  8/23/68.  Scott  is  a  Sophmore  majoring  in 
Mechanical  Engineering  at  the  University  of 
Colorado,  Boulder,  Colorado. 

COLLEEN  TYLER,  Annapolis,  Maryland. 

Third  grant,  $2,000.  Daughter  of  Colonel  Edward 
E.  Tyler,  USAF,  F4, 390  TFS,  DaNang,  10/24/68. 
She  is  majoring  in  Psychology  at  Fordham 
University,  Bronx,  New  York. 

MARK  WALLACE,  Tallahassee,  Florida  First 
grant,  $1,000.  SonofLt  Col.  Hobart  M.  Wallace, 
USMC,  A-6A,  Chu  Lai,  1/19/68.  Mark  is  a 
Junior  majoring  in  Geography  at  Florida  State 
University,  Tallahassee,  Florida. 

TIMOTHY  WARD,  Rockford,  Iowa  Second 
grant,  $1 ,000.  Son  of  Captain  Timmie  Joe  Ward, 
USAF,  50  TAS,  8/12/72.  Tim  is  a  Sophmore  at 
Iowa  State  University,  Ames,  Iowa,  majoring  in 
Electrical  Engineering 


CINC  RAT  and  Local  Force  Locator 


Alameda  CA 
Alaska 

Albugquerque,  NM 
American  Airlines 
Antelope  Valley,  CA 
Atlanta  GA 
Austin,  TX 
Birmingham,  AL 
Chicago,  IL 


Colorado  Springs,  CO 
Columbus,  OH 
Coral  Springs/Ft  Lauderdale,  FL 
Corpus  Christi,  TX 
Dallas,  TX 
Delta  Air  Lines 
Denver,  CO 
Eastern  Air  Lines 
Edwards  AFB,  CA 
Eglin  AFB,  Fort  Walton  Beach,  FL 
England  AFB,  LA 
Frankfort,  Germany 
George  AFB,  CA 
Heidelberg,  FRG 
Korea 
Lakenheath 
Langley  AFB,  VA 
Las  Vegas,  NV 
Laughlin  AFB,  TX 
Los  Angeles,  CA 
Luke  AFB,  Phoenix,  AZ 
MacDill  AFB/Tampa  FL 
Malstrom  AFB,  MT 
Maryland 

Maxwell  AFB/Montgomery,  AL 


Ken  Culverson,  2151  Alameda  Ave.,  Alameda,  CA  94501 
George  F.  Pitzke,  III,  3840  Patricia  Lane,  Anchorage,  AK  99504 
Les  Prichard,  416  Wellesley  Dr.  ,  S.E.,  Albuquerque,  NM  87106 
Marty  Case,  1306  Shady  Creek  Dr.,  Eules,  TX  76040 
Frosty  Sheridan,  43319  16th  St.  W  #  21,  Lancaster,  CA  93534,  (805)  949-0199 
Gordon  Tushek,  P.O  Box  328,  Fayetteville,  GA  30214 
Colonel  Bob  Fair  (Ret),  9001  Deer  Haven  Rd.,  Austin,  TX  78737 
Lou  Batson,  410  River  Haven  Dr.,  Birmingham,  AL  35244 
Duane  Buttell,  532  Longmeadow  Cir.,  St  Charles,  IL  60174 
Dick  Brent,  56  Century  Dr.,  Roselle,  IL  60172 
BGEN  Bob  Titus  (Ret),  6  Boulder  Crescent,  Colorado  Springs,  CO  80903 
Mike  Hanley,  48  S.  Spring  Rd.,  Westerville,  OH  43081 
Mel  Pollack,  9986  S.W.  1st  Ct.,  Coral  Springs,  FL  33071 
John  L.  Mesenbourg,  13550  Carlos  Fifth,  Corpus  Christi,  TX  78418 
Colonel  Mo  Baker,  215  De  La  Cruz,  Weatherford,  TX  76086 
Ken  Thomas,  2125  S.  Shore  Dr.,  Crystal  Lake,  II  60014 
Major  RM.  Saxton,  4550  N.  Lariat  Dr.,  Castle  Rock,  CO  80104 
Gil  Gilbert,  140  Country  Ln.,  Newman  GA  30263 
LTC  Ron  Bradley,  6734  Chamberlain,  Edwards,  CA  93523 
Major  Dennis  Funnemark,  44  Marina  Cove,  Niceville,  FL  32578 
Major  Dale  Huffman,  144  Deerbrook,  Pineville,  LA  71360 
Colonel  Rex  Dull,  Hq.  V  Corps/ALO,  APO  New  York  09079 
Colonel  Dean  White,  14018  Jicarilla  Rd.,  Apple  Valley,  CA  9230 
Colonel  Dan  Nesbett,  P.O.  Box,  Heidelberg,  APO  New  York  09063 
Major  Don  Maltesta,  G.D.S.  Box  297,  APO  San  Francisco  96301 
Major  James  T.  Garrett,  Jr.  Box  6458,  APO  New  York  09179  5421 
LTC  David  Gray,  Jr.  726  Pelham  Drive,  Newport  News,  VA  23602 
Dale  Leatham,  3222  La  Mancha  Way,  Henderson,  NM  89014  456-7782 
LTC  Ed  Hanson,  408  Enchanted  Ways,  Del  Rio,  TX  78840 
Nate  Goldberg,  603  N.  Doheny  Dr.,  #2A,  Beverly  Hills,  CA  90210 
Lt.  Col.  W.O.  Johnson,  7735  So.  Kenwood  Ln.,  Tempe,  AZ  85284 
Colonel  Tom  Coady,  20  B  Adalia  Dr.,  Tampa,  FL  33606 
TSGT  Dane  H.  Donnelly,  2609  9th  Ave.  South,  Great  Falls,  MT  59405 
George  Acree,  12  Evergreen  Tr.,  Se verna  Park,  MD  21146 
Colonel  Mike  Muscat,  806  Hillsboro  Rd.,  Montgomery,  AL  36109 


Chuck  Ryerson,  340  NW  19th  St.,  Homestead,  FL  33030  (305)  246-3970 
Tom  Idema,  3232  Bonnockburn  Dr.,  SE  Ada,  MI  49301 
LTC  Bill  Miller,  Box  2678,  APO  San  Francisco  96519 
Colonel  Jim  Stanley,  3940  Eastwood  Dr.,  Jackson,  MS  39211 
Major  Paul  C.  Anderson,  3815  Sedgefield  Dr.,  Valdosta,  GA  31602 
Walt  Vrablic,  23  Fairway  Dr.,  Hudson,  NH  03051 
Norm  Gandia,  P.O.  Box  538,  Northport,  NY  11768 
Walter  Swaney,  5767  Turner  Smith,  Browns  Summit,  NC  27214 
Buzz  Morrison,  9250  Rock  Canyon  Way,  Orangevale,  CA  95662 
Stan  Goldstein,  Suite  250,  2170  S.R  434,  Longwood,  FL  32779 
Benny  Leatherwood,  650  Lambeth  Ct.,  Sunnyvale,  CA  94087 
Lt.  Col.  Tom  Platt,  304  Sweetbriar  Dr.,  Warminster,  PA  18974 
Scott  Powell,  10022  SW  52nd  Ave.,  Portland,  OR  97219 
Major  Rich  Ambrose,  Box  5529,  APO  New  York,  09012 
Ralph  F.  Findley,  P.O.  Box  8925,  Salt  Lake  City,  Utah  84108 
Philip  P.  Combies,  P.O.  Box  791261,  San  Antonio,  TX  78279 
Colonel  Larry  Pickett  (Ret),  12942  Abra  Dr.,  San  Diego,  CA  92128 
Seymour  Johnson  AFB/Goldboro,  NC  Michael  P.  Cooper,  P.O.  Box  1434,  Goldsboro,  NC  27530 
Shaw  AFB,  SC  Colonel  George  P  Summers,  1360  Shoreland  Dr.,  Sumter,  SC  29154 

Soesterberg  AB,  Holland  ILT  John  Kent,  PSC  1,  Box  713,  APO  New  York  09292 


Miami,  FL 
Michigan 

Misawa  AB,  Japan 
Mississippi 
Moody  AFB,  GA 
New  Hampshire 
New  York  City/Long  Island 
North  Carolina 
Northern  California 
Orlando,  FL 
Pan  American  Airlines 
Pennsylvania 
Portland,  OR 
Ramstein  AB,  Germany 
Salt  Lake  City,  Utah 
San  Antonio,  TX 
San  Diego,  CA 


Spokane,  WA 
St  Louis,  MO 
The  Netherlands 
Torrejon  AB,  Spain 
Tucson,  AZ 
Tyndall  AFB,  FL 
TWA 

United  Airlines 
RAF  Upper  Heyford,  UK 
Washington,  D.G 
Wichita,  KS 

W right-  Patterson  AFB,  OH 
Yokota  AB,  Japan  (Hq.  5  AF) 
Zweibruecken  AB,  Germany 


Jim  Shively,  E.  10906  50th  Ct,  Spokane,  WA  99206 
Bill  “Easy”  Reiter,  7  Oak  Terrace,  St  Peters,  MO  63376 
J.C.  Jones,  P.O.  Box  316,  APO  New  York  0901 1 
LTC  Earl  Aman,  Box  1132,  APO  New  York  09283 
Roman  Darmer,  5940  Camino  Del  Mar,  Tucson,  AZ  85718 
Colonel  George  Peackock,  249  Hugh  Thomas  Dr.,  Panama  City,  FL  32404 
Mark  Yeokum,  6674  Woodson  Dr.,  Mission,  KS  66202 
Wesley  King,  10  Belaire  Ct.,  Buffalo  Grove,  II  60090 
Captain  Jim  Shaw,  20  TFW/Box  2468,  APO  New  York  09194 
LTC  Tom  Hanton,  6538  Raftelis  Rd.,  Burke,  VA  22015 
Colonel  Rowland  Smith,  Jr.,  Box  12544,  Wichita,  KS  67277 
Colonel  Tony  Zang,  825  Pearson  Rd.,  Wright-Patterson  AFB,  OH  45433 
LTC  Stephen  Brown,  Box  3276,  APO  San  Francisco  96293 
LTC  Bill  Jowett  (Ret),  P.O.  Box  2622,  APO  New  York  09860 


More  Cine  Rats  Needed!  Drop  a  line  to: 

MIG  SWEEP.  P.  O.  Box  4518,  Lancaster.  CA  93539 
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RED  RIVER  VALLEY  ASSOCIATION 


(RED  RIVER  VALLEY  FIGHTER  PILOTS  ASSOCIATION) 
P.  O.  Box  45 18 
Lancaster,  California  93539 


FIRST  CLASS 


IN  THIS  ISSUE  — 

i?  1987*88  Scholarship  Recipients 

☆  We  Get  Letters 

☆  Country  Store 

☆  Flack  &  Light  Stuff 

it  Thumbs  Up  Thumbs  Down 

☆  Much  Much  More 


Membership  and  Change  of  Address  Form 


Membership  Dues  -  Please  check 

Check  as  applicable: 

Mail  to: 

First  Year  —  $  24*  □ 

□  Change  of  address 

RRVA 

One  Year  Renewal  —  $  12  □ 

□  New  membership 

8612  Tamarac  Lane 

Foreign  Non  APO  —  $  16  □ 

□  Renewed  membership 

Wichita,  KS  67206 

Three  Year  Renewal  —  $  30  □ 

Dues  run  January  thru  December 

□  Scholarship  Donation 
Amount  enclosed  $ 

*  Includes  Initiation  Fee  of  $12 


Name. 


Service 


Current  Address 


Street  Number 


City,  State 


Zip  Code  Area  Code  Phone  Number 


Occupation. 


SSN 


Description  of  qualification  and  recommendation  of  current  member  (New  applicant  only): . 


Fill  out  all  sections  in  detail. 
Incomplete  forms  will  be  returned. 


Please  Print  —  Current  Charter  Member  Proposing  Applicant 


RP6  □  YES  □  NO  _ 

Signature 

For  further  information  call  (805)  949-0199 
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Sample  Biography 

—  Use  As  A  Guide  In  Writing  Yours  In  200  Words  or  Less  — 


COL.  HOWARD  C.  JOHNSON,  was  born  in  Knox 
ville,  Term.,  on  Feb.  2,  1920.  He  attended  the  University 
of  Louisville  from  1938  to  1941  and  entered  Aviation 
'  Cadet  Training  in  1942,  graduating  at  Moore  Field  in  Mis- 

.  sion,  Texas,  in  March  1943.  He  was  then  stationed  at 

-pir--  Laredo  Army  Airfield  from  1943  to  1945,  where  he  was 
.  r.  i  MiMMm  promoted  to  first  lieutenant. 

Was  assigned  to  Johnson  AFB,  Japan  in  1948,  where  he  served  with  the  41st  Fighter  Sq,,  35th  Tactical 
Fighter  Group.  Later  became  flight  commander  for  the  12th  and  44th  Tactical  Fighter  Squadrons  at  Clark 
AFB,  Philippines.  Accompanied  the  12th  to  Korea  in  1950-51,  where  he  flew  87  combat  missions  in  P-51s. 

The  colonel  was  reassigned  in  1951  to  Otis  AFB,  Mass.,  where  he  was  flight  commander  for  the  59th 
Fighter  Interceptor  Sq.  of  the  33rd  Fighter  Wing,  and  then  to  Thule  AB,  Greenland  and  Goose  Bay  AFB, 
Labrador,  where  he  was  promoted  to  major. 

Col.  Johnson  became  executive  and  operations  officer  for  the  496th  Fighter  Interceptor  Sq.  and  the  84th 
FIS  at  Hamilton  AFB,  Calif.  In  1955,  became  project  officer  and  operations  officer  for  the  456th  FIS  at 
Castle  AFB  in  Calif.  He  returned  to  Hamilton  in  1957  as  operations  officer  of  the  83rd  FIS.  In  April  1958, 
established  world’s  altitude  record  in  the  F-104  aircraft  —  91,246  feet.  The  colonel  became  chief  of  the 
interceptor  section,  Tactics  and  Evaluation  Division,  at  Hq.  ADC  in  1958.  He  was  promoted  to  It.  col. 

He  was  advisor  to  the  German  Military  Assistance  Advisory  Group  (MAAG)  at  Buechel  AB  until  1963, 
then  operations  officer  for  476th  Tac  Fighter  Sq.  at  George  AFB,  Calif.,  where  he  participated  in  non-stop 
flight  of  over  6,000  miles  in  11  hours  to  Moron,  Spain.  He  was  promoted  to  colonel. 

He  flew  118  missions  in  the  F-105,  including  101  over  North  Vietnam,  while  director  of  Operations  for 
the  388th  Tac  Fighter  Wing  at  Korat  AB,  Thailand.  In  1967,  he  was  deputy  of  operations  at  Kincheloe  AFB, 
Mich.  He  came  to  Perrin  AFB,  Texas,  on  Sept.  4,  1968  and  became  deputy  commander  for  operations  for 
the  4780th  Air  Defense  Wing.  He  is  married  to  the  former  Miss  Doris  Holder  of  Louisville  and  they  have 
three  children.  After  retiring  in  1972,  he  remained  in  north  Texas  and  became  a  cattle  rancher  and  developed 
and  sold  real  estate.  In  1985  he  sold  his  ranch  and  moved  to  Anearby  Golfing  Community  at  Lake  Texoma. 


DEADLINE  EXTENDED: 


RRVFP  comparing  stories  at  a  reunion. 

JANUARY  15,  1988 


HERE  S  WHAT  YOU  NEED  TO  DO 

•  Type  your  biography  in  200  words  or  less,  double  spaced  please.  If  you  cannot  have  it  typed,  send  it  anyway. 

•  Send  black  &  white  photo  (historic  and  recent,  if  possible)  and  your  check  for  your  books. 

•  Complete  the  book  order  form  and  send  all  items  to  our  publisher  on  the  order  form. 


Turner  Publishing  Company 

Red  River  Valley  Fighter  Pilots  History  Book 
P.O.  Box  3101  •  Paducah,  KY  42002-3101 
(502)  443-0121 


_ Please  enter  my  order  for _ copies  of  the 

Standard  Edition  Red  River  Valley  Fighter  Pilots  History  Book 
at  $45.00  each.  Kansas  residents  add  sales  tax. 

_ Please  enter  my  order  for _ copies  of  the 

Deluxe  Real  Bonded  Leather  bound  edition  with  raised  hubs 
on  spine,  gold  gilted  pages  and  V2"  silk  ribbon  marker  all 
for  $84.00  each.  Kansas  residents  add  sales  tax. 

_ Please  add  $5.00  per  book  for  postage,  handl¬ 
ing  and  mailer. 

_ Please  emboss  my  name  or  name  of  son, 

daughter  or  recipient  in  silver  on  the  lower  right  hand 
corner  of  the  cover  for  an  additional  charge  of  $5.00 
per  book. 

_ Total  Enclosed  $ _ 


Bio  Rec. 

For  Office  Use  Only: 

Ck  # 

Photos  rec. 

Amount  $ 

Photo  #s 

Emboss  code 

Book  No. 

Check  One:  □  Check 


Card  Holder’s  Name  (as  it  appears  on  your  card) 


Expiration  Date 


Bank  #4  Digits  (MC  only) 


Name  to  be  embossed  on  cover  in  silver  (use  up  to  27  letters) 


State  Zip 


Phone  Date 

I  give  my  permission  for  my  biography  to  be  edited  (not  changed)  for  reason  of  space  or  repetition. 


DEADLINE  EXTENSION:  JANUARY  15,  1988 


V?  I- 


FLAK  &  LIGHT  STUFF 


DISS  APOINTING  is  the  only  comment 
from  this  office  regarding  response  from  you, 
the  membership  on  the  River  Rat  History.  As 
you  will  see  on  pages  nine  and  ten  of  this 
issue,  the  deadline  has  been  extended  until 
15  January  1988.  If  you  have  not  sent  your 
bio  to  Turner  Publishing,  please  take  some 
time  and  do  it  now.  Fifty  Rats  CANNOT 
tell  the  story  and  that’s  how  many  have 
responded  to  date.  You  guys  can  do  better 
than  that! 

CONGRATULATIONS  to  our  thirty 
scholarship  recipients.  This  year  $51,000 
was  designated  for  these  students  for  the 
1987-88  school  year.  If  you  read  the  brief 
bios  on  each  one,  we  feel  sure  you  will  be 
very  proud  of  these  young  people.  They  are 
the  best. 

NOMINATIONS  for  Vice  President  and 
Treasurer  are  being  accepted  from  the 
membership.  If  you  know  someone  who  is 
agreeable  to  serving,  please  send  the  nomination 
to  Larry  Pickett,  1 2942  Abra  Dr.  San  Diego, 
California  92128.  Nominations  must  be  re¬ 
ceived  no  later  than  1  March  1988. 

REMEMBER  the  1973  Real  Reunion? 
Remember  the  movie?  Ron  Willocks  of 
Aviation  Marketing,  while  researching  film 
for  the  Air  War  SEA  Documentary  at 
Norton  AFB,  came  across  “THE  ORIGI¬ 
NAL”.  And  all  these  years  we  thought  it  was 
gone  forever.  Now  Ron  will  make  the  film 
available  (on  VHS  and  BETA)  to  any  of  you 
who  want  it.  The  cost  is  $29.95  plus  $2.75 
for  shipping  and  can  be  ordered  through  the 
COUNTRY  STORE. 

AH  CALIFORNIA!  Ah,  Desert  sunshine. 
Ah,  the  grief  and  pain  of  a  PCS.  Ah, 
organization.  What  I  wouldn’t  give  for  the 
latter...  I’ve  got  all  the  rest.  To  keep  our 
masses  informed,  please  note  the  River  Rat 
office  has  a  NEW  return  address.  Be  advised 
our  former  address  in  Wichita  is  still  good, 
and  we  will  continue  to  use  it  as  our 
headquarters  annex,  thanks  to  Joe  &  Julie 
Frye.  If  you  have  anything  that  needs  to  be 
expedited  quickly,  please  send  it  to  RRVA, 
P.O.  Box  4518,  Lancaster,  CA  93534, 
(805)  949-0199. 

Several  things  have  happened  since  arriving 
in  California.  Example:  Kiiowing  our  youngest 
needed  some  new  “threads”  to  start  college, 
what  better  place  to  shop  than  Los  Angeles? 
After  all  it  isn’t  far  away  and  those  nuts 
shooting  at  people  on  the  freeways  don’t 
bother  me  (much).  So  one  fine  day  we  head 
south  along  Hwy.  14  to  spend  Frosty’s 
money.  As  we  go  with  the  flow  of  traffic 
(about  70  MPH)  a  fellow  in  the  left  lane  is 
honking  wildly.  A  bit  startled,  I  look  more 
closely,  and  am  delighted  to  see  Frank 
Romaglia,  River  Rat  from  KANSAS  with 
his  wife  and  daughter,  who  were  on  their  way 
from  George  AFB  to  LAX,  when  they 
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recognized  my  license  plates  (RVRRATS). 
Relief,  no  guns,  plus  friendly  faces  from 
home!  Later  after  all  the  money  was  spent, 
we  managed  to  find  ourselves  in  the  5  o’clock 
rush  on  the  San  Diego  freeway,  doing  stop 
and  go’s  for  what  seemed  like  hours.  Once 
again  a  fellow  in  the  left  lane  started  honking 
and  motioned  for  me  to  roll  down  my  window. 
This  time  I  knew  I’d  had  it,  because  I  had 
never  seen  this  guy  before.  I  complied  with 
his  request  at  which  time  he  yelled,  “your 
license  plate  is  Sierra  Hotel!  Stunned,  I 
yelled,  “who  are  you?”,  and  he  replied,  “Im 
Dave  Brown,  I’m  a  Wild  Weasel”  and  with 
that  he  was  off  into  the  sun.  Naturally,  I 
giggled  all  the  way  home  and  almost  said 
hello  to  Frosty  before  checking  the  Rat 
membership  roster.  Alas,  no  Dave  Brown  to 
be  found.  If  any  of  you  know  “who  that  man 
was,”  drop  me  a  line  and  we’ll  get  him 
activated. 

DEADLINE  for  the  Winter  MIG 
SWEEP  is  1  January  1988.  Due  to  the  1988 
Reunion  dates,  the  MIG  SWEEP  will  be 
arriving  approximately  one  month  later  than 
usual.  Look  for  it  in  your  mailbox  about  the 
first  week  of  February  and  the  first  week  of 
April. 

GET  WELL  WISHES  are  being  sent  to 
Swede  Seagren  (broken  ankle,  we  won’t  tell 
you  how)  and  George  Pinsky  (auto  cruncher). 
Take  it  easy,  guys. 

i - - - 


LAST  BLAST.  While  it  seems  a  bit 
early,  on  behalf  of  the  National  Board  of 
Officers,  Happy  Columbus  Day,  Veterans 
Day,  Thanksgiving.  Merry  Christmas  and 
Happy  New  Year! 

>/  6 
Patti 


★  LOST  RATS  ★ 


LTC  Edwar  J.  Atkins 

LTC  Aimer  L.  Bamer,  Jr.  (RET) 

Peter  H.  Beresford 

Capt  Frederick  B.  Blakeman,  USN  (Ret) 
LGEN  Carl  H.  Cathey 
Capt  Charles  Crisp,  Jr. 

LTC  T.E.  Collins,  III 
Capt  Ronald  W.  Geleott 
LTC  George  M.  Hardwick 
Dick  Jonas 
Gary  A.  Lewis 
Duane  “Pappy”  Lynch 
Maj.  George  M.  Monroe 
Maj.  Ralph  L.  Moser 
James  G.  Nelson 
LTC  Michael  C.  Press 
BGEN  Donald  A.  Rigg 
LTC  James  E.  Sehom 
Capt.  Roy  Y.  Sikes 
Col.  Robert  C.  Spencer,  (Ret.) 

Capt.  Haywood  B.  Sprouse,  USN 
Maj.  Marc  D.  Van  Ells 
LTC  Robert  J.  Borgetts 
LTC  Phillip  H.  Walker,  (Ret.) 


★  1973  River  Rat  Reunion  Movie  ★ 

NOW  YOU  CAN  HAVE  YOUR  OWN  COPY  ON 

BETA  or  VHS 

ORDER  NOW!!!! 

Name: _ 

Address: _ _ _ _ 

City,  State,  Zip _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ 

Phone  No.  _ _ _ _ _ _ _ 

Enclosed:  _ _ be  sure  to  enclose  shipping 

BETA _ VHS _ 

Please  rush _ copies  of  RRR  ’73  Video  $29.95  plus  $2.75  shipping 

Make  Payment  To.  RIVER  RAT  COUNTRY  STORE 

14030  Jicarilla  Rd. 

Apple  Valley,  CA  92307 


CRO-AN  TOURNAMENT: 
ANOTHER  SUCCESS 

The  sixth  annual  CRO-AN  CHARITY  GOLF  TOURNAMENT 
was  held  August  6, 7  and  8,  and  9,  and  10  (we  think).  The  charity  was 
our  scholarship  fund  and  the  purpose  was  once  again  sharing  a 
comraderie  and  respect  for  one  another:  those  of  us  lucky  enough  to 
come  home  and  those  whom  we  wished  would  have. 

This  tournament  has  many  more  participants  who  play  only  the 
19th  hole  than  those  who  VALIANTLY  let  it  all  hang  out  for  three 
days.  We  all  have  many  things  in  common,  but  are  most  proud  of  our 
joint  effort  to  donate  $7,000  to  “our  kids”. 

F or  all  who  participated,  we  say  thank  you,  and  for  all  who  were 
not  able,  we  say  hope  to  see  you  next  year! 

Burner  Now!! 

Crow  &  Anita 
CRO-AN 


Cornin’  out  of  the  trap.  .  .  Nice  shot,  Manny 


Head  Table,  left  tor  right  Crow,  Anita,  Dean  White,  Jane  White 
Dave  Lorenzo,  Kathy  Lorenzo,  The  Missing  Man. 


Patty  s  won  it  all:  $2,500  and  then  gave  it  to  “our  kids.” 

Left  to  right  “Bugs  Werner,  Dave  Hedges,  Joe  Hughes,  Fred  Sulan  and  Patty  Davis. 


THUMBS  UP/THUMBS  DOWN 


THUMBS  UP  -  to  America’s  veterans, 
especially  to  those  of  SEA. 

THUMBS  DOWN  -  to  the  Austin,  Texas 
area  CFC  for  disapproving  the  RRVA  for 
funds  reasoning  “your  agency  did  not  have  a 
direct  and  substantial  presence  in  the  local 
campaign  community  as  required  by  CFC 
regulation.  .  .” 

THUMBS  UP  -  to  Bob  Fair  and  the  Austin 
River  Rats  who  tried. 

THUMBS  DOWN  to  the  BIMBOs  who 
get  their  jollys  by  starting  brush  and  forest 
fires. 

THUMBS  UP  -  to  Robin  Olds  and  his 
Sierra  Hotel  introductions  for  the  upcoming 
TV  documentary  on  the  air  war  in  Southeast 
Asia. 

THUMBS  UP  -  to  General  John  Vessey, 
Dick  Childress,  Ann  Griffiths  and  the 
American  delegation  who  hopefully  have  the 
stagnated  negotiations  on  resolving  the 
POW/MIA  accounting  with  Hanoi  on  the 
move  again. 

THUMBS  DOWN  -  to  “La  Fonda”,  Hayden 
and  their  crowd  who  proclaim  to  be  such 
patriotic  and  loyal  Americans. 

THUMBS  DOWN  -  to  those  who  claim  to 
be  former  Prisoners  of  War  in  Southeast 
Asia,  simply  to  perhaps  gain  some  credibility 
for  themselves.  They  seem  to  be  increasing  in 
numbers,  and  not  too  many  folks  appear  to  be 
interested  in  calling  their  bluff. 

THUMBS  UP  -  to  Joe  and  Julie  Frye  who 
are  maintaining  the  RIVER  RAT  headquarters 
annex  in  Wichita.  Thanks  kids.  Your  efforts 
are  very  much  appreciated. 
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SCHOLARSHIP  FUND  DONATIONS 


Thomas  L.  Moore,  Anheuser  Busch  . . .  $500.00 


LTC  James  R.  Epting . 100.00 

In  Memory  of  CDR  Dick  Schramm,  USN 

Sondra  Phares . 50.00 

Anne  B.  Thomas . 25.00 

In  Memory  of  Maru  Link 

Anonymous . 160.00 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  James  Link . 50.00 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  Merrill . 50.00 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Harold  Steadman . 30.00 

Maclyn  &  Leona  Russell . 25.00 

Patti  &  Frosti  Sheridan . 25.00 

Doris  A.  Titus . 25.00 

Susan  Studer . 25.00 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Dean  Parks . 25.00 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Gary  Parks . . 20.00 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  V.L.  McLinden . 20.00 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ed  Robinson,  SR . 20.00 

Laura  Griffith . 20.00 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ralph  Stauffer . 20.00 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Kyle  Parks . 15.00 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Norman  Dawson . 10.00 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Dennis  Glaser . 10.00 

Hazel  Mercer . 10.00 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ray  Elston . 10.00 

Charles  R  Rayl . 10.00 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Thomas  G.  Thompson . 10.00 

Hattie  J.  Stevens . 10.00 

Mildred  Gibb . 10.00 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ronald  R  Moore . 10.00 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Jack  Alexander . 10.00 

Eva  Parks . 10.00 


Mr.  and  Mrs.  Richard  L.  Mann . 5.00 

Elsie  B.  Tittle . 5.00 

Blanche  M.  Schwilling  . . . 5.00 

Elmo  Starkey . 5.00 

Frances  Thompson . 5.00 

UNITED  WAY 

Sacramento,  CA . 41.49 

National  Capitol  Area . 256.20 

Omaha,  NE . 14.54 

Virginia  Peninsula. . . .  333.74 

Dayton,  OH . . 94,10 


CFC 

Phoenix,  AZ . 56.28 

Armed  Forces/ 

Civilian  Personnel  Overseas .  1,023.46 

TOTAL  3,162.81 


★  POW/MIA  ★ 

DON’T  LET  THEM  BE 
FORGOTTEN 


COMING 

EVENTS 

Archie  Lorentzen  (pictured)  and  “The  River 
Rat  Travelling  Road  Show* 5  are  in  the  midst 
of  preparing  for  a  national  tour  with  the 
Country  Store  next  spring.  Tentative  dates 
are  set  and  the  convoy  plans  to  leave  George 
AFB  on  or  about  13  June  with  “Refueling” 
stops  along  the  way. 

We  will  keep  you  updated  in  future  issues 
of  the  Mig  Sweep.  For  more  information, 
contact  the  Country  Store. 
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Country  Store 

Keep  this  part  of  order  blank  for  your  reference.) 


□  River  Rat  Lapel  Pin .  $  2.00 

□  U.S.  Flag  .  2.00 

□  River  Rat  Crest,  Solid  Brass .  7.50 

□  Cocktail  Napkins .  7.00 

Lithographs: 

□  F-105  Aircraft .  7.50 

□  F-4  Aircraft .  7.50 

□  Plaques,  Solid  Wood  8 ”x  10” .  20.00 

□  Cocktail  Glasses  1 1  oz.,  Set  of  6  ...  30.00 

□  Coffee  Mug .  7.50 

□  Beer  Stein . 10.50 

□  River  Rat  Belt  Buckle,  Solid  Brass  .  20.00 

□  Brass  River  Rat  Key  Chain .  7.50 

□  Golf  Windbreakers . 30.00  -  50.00 

□  Men’s  Golf  Shirts:  S,  M,  L.,  XL: 

Colors  -  Tan,  Lt.  Blue,  Grey .  18.00 

□  Ladies’  Golf  Shirts:  S,  M,  L 

Colors  -  Tan,  Lt.  Blue,  Grey .  18.00 

□  River  Rat  Tie . .  25.00 

Baseball  Hats: 

□  River  Rat  Cap  .  10.00 

□  Yankee  Air  Pirate .  10.00 

□  License  Plate  Holder .  12.00 

□  River  Rat  Charm .  10.00 

□  River  Rat  Coin .  10.00 

□  Boullion  Patch .  .  13.00 


Be  sure  to  include  Insurance  Fee  of  $3.00. 
Californians:  Add  6%  Sales  Tax. 


Mail  Orders  To:  DO  NOT  USE 

RIVER  RAT  COUNTRY  STORE 

14030  Jicarilla  Rd. 

Apple  Valley,  CA  92307 
(619)  247-4448 


QUANTITY 

SIZE 

COLOR 

DESCRIPTION 

PRICE  EACH 

TOTAL  PRICE 

SHIP  TO:  (Print  Legibly) 

SUB  TOTAL 

SHIPPING, 
INS.  FEE 

Name 

6%  SALES  TAX 
CA  ONLY 

Street 

TOTAL 

_ i 

City,  State,  Zip  Code 


DATE  REC'D 
AMOUNT  RECD 
DATE  SHIPPED 
COST  /  HOW 
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TWO’S  IN 


As  the  enthusiasm  and  euphoria  of  the 
20th  Reunion  begins  to  fade  in  the  heat  of 
summer,  its  time  to  step  back  a  little  and  see 
where  we  are  and  where  we  are  going. 

First,  the  River  Rats  are  doing  some  great 
things.  Not  just  the  Scholarship  Program, 
which  is  alive  and  well,  but  other  important 
things.  Is  your  chapter  a  contributor?  Or  are 
you  coasting  on  the  wave  of  recent  Vietnam 
awareness?  The  time  has  never  been  a  better, 
and  the  civilian  populace  more  receptive 
than  now.  Everywhere  you  turn  articles, 
movies,  books  and  documentaries  are  being 
made  about  “our  war”.  We  in  the  RRVA  are 
the  subject  of  a  pictorial  history  book.  Have 
you  sent  in  your  Bio?  Why  not?  It  will  be  a 
history  of  our  organization  and  something  to 
treasure  years  from  now. 

Next,  a  very  dedicated  man  is  filming  our 
Air  War  and  presenting  it  from  our  point  I 
have  seen  some  of  the  footage,  and  I  can 
assure  you  that  it  will  make  your  eyes  water. 

Last,  but  by  no  means  least,  is  our  very 
own  memorial  at  the  Air  Force  Museum  at 
Wright-Patterson  Air  Force  Base.  Contracts 
have  been  signed,  and  the  project  is  off  and 
running.  So?  You’ve  heard  this  before  — 
Sierra  Hotel!  But  what  are  you  doing  now? 
Each  chapter,  no  matter  how  small,  can 
contribute.  All  it  takes  is  a  little  time  and 
some  creative  imagination  to  raise  funds  for 
the  scholarships  and  the  memorial. 

Are  you  planning  to  attend  the  Reunion 
in  D.C.?  The  time  to  start  planning  is  now! 
Get  out  and  shake  the  bushes  for  “lost  Rats” 
or  those  who  just  haven’t  been  asked.  When 
did  you  last  talk  to  a  fighter  crew  member 
about  being  a  River  Rat?  I  know  there  are 
differing  schools  of  thought  on  that  subject, 
but  we  need  new  blood  to  continue  our  aims 
and  commitments.  As  one  of  our  previous 
Cincs  put  it  so  well,  “If  we  don’t  pass  on 
some  of  our  corporate  knowledge,  the  fighter 
crews  of  the  next  combat  situation  may  need 
a  lot  bigger  scholarship  fund.” 

So,  speak  your  mind  when  it  counts,  and 
stay  active  in  an  organization  that  we  all  can 
be  proud  of.  One  that  has  not  strayed  from  its 
initial  goals  to  take  care  of  our  own  and 
maintain  pride  in  patriotism  and  defense  of 
the  Constitution.  “Ours  is  the  greatest  fraterni¬ 
ty:  it  has  the  strongest  bonds,  and  the  toughest 
initiation.” 


y/6 

Dean 


DON’T  BREAK 
FAITH  WITH 
OUR 

POW/MIAs 


Vice  CINC 
Dean  White 


★  FINAL  SWEEP  ★ 


CDR  Dick  Schramm,  USN 
6-25-87 

Col.  Coleman  Baker,  USAF  (Ret) 
9-6-87 

Col  John  C.  Downey,  USAF  (Ret) 
9-18-87 


Show  Your  Colors! 

Fly  the  Flag  to 
Honor  All  Veterans 

11  November  1987 


WELCOME 
LIFE  MEMBERS 


BGEN  William  C.  McGlothlin,  Jr. 
USAF  (RET.) 

Col.  Donald  Dean  White, 
USAF  (RET.) 


DEADLINE 

for 

Spring  Mig  Sweep 
4  January  1988 


1987  -  1988 
National  Board 
of  Officers 

PRESIDENT 

Robert  N.  Connelly 
5844  Fish  Rd. 

Dalzell,  SC  29040 
(803)  499-2732 

VICE  PRESIDENT 

Colonel  Dean  White 
14018  Jicarilla  Rd. 

Apple  Valley,  CA  92307 
(619)  240-4217 

GENERAL  SECRETARY 

Lt  Col.  Jack  Redmond 
3497  La  Paloma 
Las  Vegas,  NV  89121 

(702)  458-3277 

TREASURER 

John  T  “Tom”  Halley 
14030  Jicarilla  Rd. 

Apple  Valley,  CA  92307 
(619)  247-4448 

SECRETARY  WEST  COAST  AFFAIRS 

Ken  Culverson 
2151  Alameda  Ave. 

Alameda,  CA  94501 
(415)  523-8313 

SECRETARY  EAST  COAST  AFFAIRS 

W.  Hays  Parks 
1065  N.  Paxton  St 
Alexandria,  VA  22304 

(703)  370-8042 

SECRETARY  AT  LARGE 
J.  Frank  Street 
365  Hampshire  Lane 
Crystal  Lake,  IL  60014 

SECRETARY  EUROPE  AFFAIRS 

LTC  Swede  Seagren 
Box  908  i 

APO  New  York  09012 

SEC.  NAVY/MARINE  AFFAIRS 

Jack  McEncroe 
P.O.  Box  774485 
Steamboat  Springs,  CO  80477 
(303)  879-2944 

SECRETARY  INDUSTRY  AFFAIRS 

Curt  James 
325  Doubletree  Drive 
Lewisville,  TX  75067 
(214)  221-2126 

LEGAL  COUNSEL 

Manliff  Simpson 

Suite  818,  77W.  Washington  St 

Chicago,  IL  60602 

(312)  236-3580  (o) 

DIRECTOR,  SCHOLARSHIP  PROGRAM 

Bob  Gadd 

S.  11815  Andrus  Rd. 

Cheney,  WA  99004 
(509)  624-0814 

EX-OFFICIO 

Larry  Pickett 
12942  Abra  Dr. 

San  Diego,  CA  92128 
(619)487-5036 

EXECUTIVE  SECRETARY 
Editor  -  MIG  SWEEP 

Patti  Sheridan 
P.O.  Box  4518 
Lancaster,  CA  93534 
(805)  949-0199 


2 


Q  o  a  s 

o  SO  f*  fi 
S>H^ 
3  to 

>  *-3  CQ  t-3 

O  £E 

W  ►<  >  tg 

HQDI r* 

3  o 

w  2  S  w 

.<  >  W" 

S  o  -c 

2  s 

K  ^  *<  H 

§3§f 

gss* 

^Oho 

s^§° 

•  *a  w 

2  * 

> 

o 

w 


i  a 
*d 

k: 

o 


2  S  >  t* 

tr*  >  h 

B  *<  @  g 

CO  ng 

cogaj^ 
.  W  H 
>  fcf  CO 

O  £  Q 

g|£§ 

g.08a 

t>  (Tj 

^  3  K 
if?  H  O  M 
Opto 
CSH 
M  JJ  <  > 

3  •<  M  Si 

Soao 


w  o 
<  D 
H 

w 


CO 

w 

w 

B 

H 

CO 

3 

> 

o 

w 


